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CHAPTER 

ABOVE BUTTONS ' 

Long after the hours v^hen tradesmen are in the habit of 
commencing business, the shutters of a certam shop m the 
tovm of L ymport-on-the’Sea remamed significantly closed, 
and it became known that death had taken Mr Melchise- 
dec Hamngton, and struck one off the hst of hying 
tailors ^he demise of a respectable member of this class 
does not ordmanly create a profound sensation He dies, 
and his equals debate who is to be his successor while 
the rest of them who have come in contact with him, very 
probably hear nothing of his great launch and final adieu 
till the winding uji of cash-accounts , on which occasions 
wo may augm that he is not often blessed by one or other 
of the two great parties who subdivide this umverse J In 
the case of Mr Melohisedec it was otherwise This had 
been a grand man, despite his calling, and in the teeth 
of opprobnpus .epithets against his craft To be both 
generally blamed, and generally liked, ejgincpsja peouhar 
construction of mortal Mr Melchisedec, whom people 
in private called the great Mel, had been at once the sad 
dog of Lymport, and the pride of the town. He was a 
tailor, and he kept horses ; he was a tailor, and he had 
gallant adventures , he was a tailor, and he shook hands 
with hiB customers. Finally, he was a tradesman, and 
A 
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he never was Imovn to have sent m a bill Such a per- 
sonage comes but once m a goneiation, and, wlicn ho goes, 
men miss tlio man as well ns thoir money. 

That he was dead, there could bo no doubt. Kilne, Iho 
pubhean opposite, Iiad seen Sally, one of the dorac:>tic 
servants, come out of the house m the? cari}^ morning and 
rush up the street to the doctor’s, tossing her liands , and 
she, not dismclmcd to dilute her giiof, had, on her return, 
related that her master was then at his last gasp, and )iad 
refused, m so many words, to swallow the doctor 
‘ “ I won’t Bw allow the doctor I ” ho saj^, ** I w onH 
swallow the doctor ’ Sally moaned *“I nc\cr 
touched him,” he says, “ and I never wall * ’ 
t^Kilne angrily declared, that in his opmion, a mon who 
jrejeoted medicine m extremity, ought to liave it forced 
mown hiB throat and considcnng that the invalid was 
pretty deeply m Kilne’s debt, it naturally assumed the 
toim of a dishonest act on his part , hut Sally scornfully 
lored any one to lay hand on her master, even for lus 
)wn good ‘ For,’ said she, ‘ he ’s got Ins eyes aw ako, 
though he do he so helpless He marks ye !Y 
* Ah t ah I * Kline smfied the air Solly Ihcn rushed 
back to her duties 

Now, there ’s a man 1 ’ Kilno stuck his hands m his 
pockets and began his meditation w^hich, however, was 
approach of his neighbour Barnes, the 
heard, and 
as a pig I ’ 
iguro of tele- 
all was ]ust 


— , wiiuucu. wuaii ne r 

who ejaculated professionally, ‘Obstma 


graph, at one of the wmdows, implyme th 
over ® 


‘Amen I ’ said Barnes, as to a matter-of-fact affair 

*5^ t'vo were jomed by Grossby.tbc 
confectioner, who toed to the news, and observed 
Just like him I Id have sworn he ’d never take 
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doctor’s stuff ’ ; and, nodding at Kilne, * liked Im medi- 
cine best, eb 1 ’ 

‘ Had a— bem -good lot of it/ muttered Kdne, ^vitb 
a suddenly senous brow. 

‘ How does be stand on your books « ’ asked Barnes. 

Kline shouldered round, crymg , ‘ Who the deuce is to 
Imow ^ ’ 

'1 don’t,’ Grossby sighed. ‘In he comes with his 
“Good mormng, Grossby,— fine day for the hunt, 
Grossby,” and a ten-pound note. “ Have the kindness 
to put that down in my favour, Grossby.” And just as 
I am going to say, “ Look here, — this won’t do,” he has 
me by the collar, 'and there ’s one of the regiments gomg 
to give a supper party, which he ’s to order , or the 
Admiral’s wife wants the receipt for that pie , or in comes 
my wife, and there ’s no talking of busmess then, though 
she may have been bothermg about his account all the 
night beforehand. Something or other I and so we run 
on I 

‘What I want to know,’ said Barnes, the butcher, * is 
where he got his tenners from ' . ; ' ^ 

Kline shook a sagacious head ‘ No knowmg * ’ 

‘ I suppose we shall get something out of the fire^^ ’ 
Barnes suggested 

‘ That depends ^ ’ answered the emphatic Kilne 

‘ But, you know, if the widow carries on the business,’ 
said Grossby, ‘ there ’s no reason why we shouldn’t get it 
ah, eh?’ 

‘ There ain’t two that can make clothes for nothmg, and 
make a profit out of it,’ said Kilne 

‘That young chap m Portugal,’ added Barnes, ‘Ae 
won’t take to taalormg when he comes home D’ ye 
thmk he wall * ’ 

Kilne muttered ‘ Can’t say 1 ’ and Grossby, a kindly 
creature m his way, albei t a creditor, reverting to the 
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first subject of tbeir discourse, ejaculated, ‘ But irhat a 
one lie u<is ^ — eb ^ ’ 

‘ Fine ' — ^to look on,’ Kilne assented 
‘ Well, he uoa like a Marquis,’ said Bamea 
Here the three regarded each other, and laughed, 
though not loudly They instantly checked that un- 
seeminess, and Kilne, as one vrho rises from the depths 
of a calculation with the sum m his head, spoke quite in a 
different voice 


‘ Well, w^hat do you say, gentlemen ? shall w'e adjourn * 
Ho use standing here ’ 

By the invitation to adjourn, it was well understood 
by the committee Kilne addressed, that they were mvited 
to pass his threshold, and partake of a morning draught 
Barnes, the butcher, had no objection whatever, and if 
Gtossby, a man of milder make, entertained any, the 
occasion and common mterests to be discussed, advised 
him to waive them In single file these mourners entered 
the pubUcan’s house, whore Kilne, after summonmg them 
from behind the bar, on the important question, what it 
should he ^ and receiving, first, perfect acquiescence in his 
views as to what it should he, and then feeble suggestions 
of the dnnk best befitting that early hour and the 
speaker’s particular constitution, ponred out a toothful 
to each, and one to himself 


'Here ’s to him, poor fellow i ’ said Kilne 
deliberately echoed twice ' 


and Was 


hnfiT *41^ pursued, pointmg to the 

bottlomtliotmtoofasmaokingoflips. ‘ that’n■asn’t^vl^at 

It expensive luokdines It 
° ^ condition Horses ! TPLat ’s a 

^ ^ there Mas ho, consorting 
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‘ 011 1 — there ! ’ Kilno emphasized, puslung out Ihh nmi 
aoioss the bar, aa much as to say, that m au) thing of Mich 
a kind, the great Mol never Imd a rival 
‘ That “ Marquis ’* affau oliangcd him a bit/ hnid 
Bames 

‘ Perhaps it did, for a tunc,* said Kilne ‘ \Y\ml *s in 
the gram, you knou Ho couldn’t chango Hn 
be a gentleman^ and nothing ’d stop him ’ 

*And I shouldn’t wonder hut ivliat that joung chap 
out m Portugal ’ll want to bo one, too , though he didn’t 
bid fair to be so fine a man as his father ’ 

‘ More of a scholar,’ remarked Kilno * Tliat I call his 


worst fault— shilly-shallying about that young chap 1 
mean /ns’ Kiine stretched a finger toward the dead 
man’s house ‘ First, the young ohap ’s to bo sent into 
the Navy , then it ’s the Army , then ho ’s to be a judge, 
and ,sit on cnminals , then ho goes out to his sister in 
Portugal , and now there ’s nothing but a tailor open to 
him, as I see, if we *re to get our money ’ 

‘Ah' and he hasn’t got too much spmt to w ork to pay 
Ins father’s debts,’ added Bames ‘ There ’s a business 
there to make any man’s fortune^proporly directed, i 
^ suppose, hko father hko son, ho ’ll bo coming 
he fikrqmB, too He w ent to a gentleman’s school, and 
he B had foreign traimng I don’t know what to think 
about It Bb Bisters over there-thoy were fine w omen ’ 

of ’em' and manicd 

weul exclaimed the pubhean 

afeu, 8Md Grossby, and, remembeiing that ho bad 

id Saba™ ^ lio'v 

as weu, and was readier, said 
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‘ Look here * I ’ll tell you, I had it from his o^vn 
mouth one mght when he wasn’t— not quite himself. 
He was conung doum Kmg Wiiham Street, where he 
stabled his horse, you know, and I met him. He ’d been 
dining out— somewhere out over Fallowfield, I think it 
was , and he smgs out to me, “Ah * Kilne, my good 
fellow • ” and I, vashing to be equal with hun, says, “ A 
fine night, my lord 1 ” and he draws Inmself up— he smelt 
of good company— says he, “ Kilne > I ’m not a lord, as 
you know, and you have no excuse for nuatalong me for 
one, sir * ” So I pretended I had mistaken him, and then 
he tucked his arm under mme, and said, “ You ’re no 
worse. than your. betters, Kilne, They took me for one 
at Squire Uploft’s to-mght, but a man who wishes to 
pass off for more than he is, Kilne, and impose upon 
people,” ho says, “he’s contemptible, IQlne* con- 
temptible • ” So that, you know, set me thinking about 
“ Bath ” and the “ Marquis,” and I couldn’t help s m iling 
to myself, and just let shp a question whether he hod en- 
lightened them a bit. “Kilne,” said he, “you’re an 
honest man, and a neighbbur, and I ’ll tell you what 
happened The Squire,” he says, “ hkea my company, 
and I like his table. Now the Squire ’d never do a dirty 
action, but the Squire’s nephew, Mr. George Uploft, he 
can’t forget that I earn my money, and once or twice I 
have had to correct him ” And I ’ll wager Mel did it, too I 
Well, he goes on “There was Admiral Sir Jackson 
Eoseley and his lady, at dinner, Squire Foulke of Hursted, 
Lady Barrmgton, Admiral Combleman our admiral, 
that was , “Mr This and That, I forget their names— 
and other ladies and gentlemen whose acquamtance I 
was not honoured with ” You know his way of talkmg. 
“ And there was a goose on the table,” he says , and, 
looking stem at me, “ Don’t laugh yet • ” says he, like 
thunder. Well, he goes on “ Mr George caught my 
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eye across the table, and said, so as not lo bo board by 
Ins uncle, ‘ If that bird ^^a 3 rampant, you nould sco your 
own arms, Marquis ’ ” And Mol replied, quietly for him 
to hear, “ And as that bud is couohant, Mi George, you 
hod better look to your sauce CoucIwh/ means squat- 
ting, you know That*s heraldy^ ^YeU, that 
bad spamng of MeVs But, bless you \ bo was ne\er 
taken aback, and tho gentlefolks was glad enough to get 
him to Bit down amongst *om So, savs ^tr George, “ I 
know you *re a fire-eater, Marquis," and hw dandor was 


up, for he began maiquising Mol, and doing the moclv- 
pohte at such a rate, that, by-and-by, one of the Indies 
who didn^t know Mol called lum “ my lord ” and “ big 
lordship” ‘'And," says Mel, “ I merely bowed to her, 
and took no notice " So that passed off and there sits 
Mel tellmg hjs anecdotes, as grand as a lung And, by- 
and-by, young Mr George, who hadn't forgiven Mel, and 
had been pulhng at the bottle pretty well, ho sings out, 
" It 'b Michaelmas I tho death of tho gooso I and I should 
hke to dunk the Marquis's health i " and ho drank it 
Bolem» But, as far as I can make out, tho w omon part 
of the company was a httle m tho daik So Mcl wmled 
M there wm a sort of a pause, and then wpeaks rather 
loud to the Admiral, “ By the way. Sir Jackson, may I ask 
you, has ae title of Mat^uis anything to do nith tailor- 
a great favourite mtli tho Admiral 
ijT “y. too.-they aay-and the AdmS 
played mto his hands, yon see, and, says ho “ I ’m not 

von ^Blledlum, “Mistei ” 

riRht ont^''^i I 860 him now ~ 
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everybody was listening ; so he goes on “ I was m the 
habit of going to Bath m the season, and co?isorting "with 
the gentlemen I met there on terms of equahty ; and for 
some reason that I am qmte guiltless o/,” says Mel, “ the 
hotel people gave out that I was a Marquis in disgmse , 
and, upon my honour, ladies and gentlemen— I was young 
then, and a fool— I could not help imagining I looked the 
thing. At all events, I took upon myself to act the part, 
and with some success, and considerable gratification , 
for, in my opinion,” says Mel, “no real Marquis ever 
enjoyed his title so much as I did. One day I was in my 
shop— No 193, Mam Street, Lymport^and a gentleman 
came in to order his outfit. I received his directions, when 
suddenly he started back, stared at me, and exclamied . 
‘ My dear Marquis J I trust you will pardon me for having 
addressed you with so much famihanty ’ I recognized m 
him one of my Bath acquaintances. That circumstance, 
ladies and gentlemen, has been a lesson to me, Smee 
that time I have never allowed a false impression with 
regard to my position to exist. I desire,” says Mel, smil- 
ing, “ to have my exact measure taken ever^here , and 
if the Michaelmas bird is to be associated with me, I am 
sure I have no objection , all I can say is, that I cannot 
justify it by letters patent of nobihty.” That 's how Mel 
put It. Do you think they thought worse of him « I 
warrant you he came out of it m fl3^g colours Gentle- 
folks like straightforwardness m their inferiors— that ’s 
what they do Ah » ’ said KiJne, meditatively, “I see 
him now, walking across the street m the moonhght, after 
he 'd told me that A fine figure of a man < and there 
ain’t many Marquises to match him 
To this Barnes and Grossby, not insensible to the ments 
of the recital they had just given ear to, agreed And 
with a common voice of praise m the mouths of his 
creditors, the dead man’s requiem was sounded. 
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CHAPTER n 

THE HEEITAOE OE THE SOK 


Toward evening, a carnage drove up to the door of the 
muted house, and the card of Lady Roseley, bearing a 
burned line m pencil, was handed to the widow. 

It uas when you looked upon her that you began to 
comprehend how great was the personal splendour of the 
husband u ho could echpse such a woman Mrs Harrmg- 
ton was a tall and a stately dame Dressed m the high 
uaists of the matrons of that penod, uuth a hght shawl 
draivn close over her shoulders and bosom, she earned 
her head 'Rell , and her pale firm features, with the cast 
of immediate affliction on them, had much digmty 
digmty of an unrelentmg physical order, which need not 


express any remarkable pnde of spmt The family 
gossips who, on both sides, were vain of this rare couple, 
and would always descant on their beauty, even when they 
had occasion to slander their characters, said, to dis- 
hnguish them, that Hennetta Mana had a Port, and 
fllclcluscdec a Presence and that the muon of a Port and 
a Presence, and such a Poit and such a Presence, was so 
uncommon, that you might search England through and 
you n ould not find onother, not even m the highest ranks 

ofsMioty. pliorehes some subtle distmction here, due 

to the minute perceptions which compel the gossips of a 
htmly to com phrases that shall express the mcest shades 

■ thl imderstand 

'ingTiipathetaodly imptes- 

1 ^ humaii Tveak- 

JIaiesly K«,g George rv, for mstance, 



ni vjn lo nav<' jnMntf'U'a mem on pninctn«r points oi nj 
nm-r ronlfl t)jmK tli.it his ^ufo Imd dono him any 
honour m ( ^pnn mp him ; nor \\ns slio Ibo \\omnn to tell 
jiim FO, J^he Imd married him for love, rejecting various 
*'tnlort, Septirc Uploft among them, m Ins favour. Subse- 
quently «‘l>e had commit led the profound connnhml error 
of tMU'-ftmng lier alTeclions, or her tbouglits, fiom him 
to ])i« butiiR'-'?, uhich, indeed, uas much in uant of a 
mate , and v hilc he ^quandemd the guineas, she patiently 
pjeh'^d up the p(‘noc They had not lived unhappily. Ho 
urts const nut ly courteous to her But to see the Port at 
that <-orthd vork oonsideiably riilflcd the Prcsenco—put, 
#is it vero, the peculiai division between them , and to 
lieliaro tov ard her as the same woman u ho had attracted 
his youtliful ardours was a task for his magnificent mind, 
and may lia^o lanked viih him as an mdomnity for his 
general conduct, if his reflections ever stretched so far 
Tlic townspeople of Lymporfc were correct in saying that 
his wife, and his wife alone, had, as they termed it, kept 
him together. Nevertheless, now that he was dead, and 
could no longer be kept together, they entirely forgot 
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their respeofc for her, m the outburst of their secret ad- 
miration for the popular man» Such is the constitution 
of the inhabitants of this dear Island of Britaan, so falsdy 
accused by the Great Napoleon of being a nation of shop- 
keepers ^Hexe let any one proclaim himself Above 
I Buttons, rad act on the assumption, his fellous ■mth ono 
' accord hoist lum on their heads, and hear him aloft, sweat- 
ing, and groaning, and cuismg, but proud of him 1 And 
if he can contrive, or has any good mle at home to help 
» him, to die ivithont going to the dogs, they ate, one may 
say, unanimous m crying out the same eidogistio funeral 
oration os that commenced by Kilne, the pubhoan, xrhen 
he ivas interrupted by Barnes, the butcher, ‘ Now, there ’s 
a man y^* 


Mrs Harrington was sitting m her parlour with one of 
her married meces, Sirs Fiske, rad on reading Lady 
Bosoley s card she gave word for her to be shown up into 
the dramng-room It was customary among Mrs 
Hamngton's female relatives, who one and all abused and 
adored tho great Mel, to attribute bs ahortcomings 
pointedly to the ladies , which was as much as if their 
jealous generous hearts had said that he was sinful, but 
that It vas not bis fault hfrs Fiske caught the oaid 
from her arat, read the superscnption, rad exclaimed ; 
The idea t At least she might have had the decency \ 

™ befote-ond ngbt 

enough too What can she n ant now « 1 deoidJlr 
ould refuse to see her, aunt i ^ 

reply sunpljr, ‘ Don’t be a fool, Ann ' ’ 

him tdl°i co2ack 

hi SeSnd?'' h““ 

~g now wdb cr of tbtcri^^s 
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received him on a shrinking lap, and had found time to 
correct one of his mdiscretions before she could sigh and 
say, in the rear of her aunt’s retreatmg figure, * I certainly 
never Tvould let mi/seK down so ’ , but Mrs. Harrington 
took her own counsel, and Jacko was of her persuasion, 
for he quickly released himself from Mrs I^ske’s dis- 
passionate embrace, and was shnging his body up the 
'' balusters after his mistress. 

‘Mrs. Harrington,’ said Lady Roseley, very sweetly 
snumnung to meet her as she entered the room, ‘ I have 
mtruded upon you, I fear, in venturmg to call upon you 
at such a time 1 ’ 

The widow bowed to her, and begged her to be seated. 

Lady Roseley was an exquisitely silken damo, m whose 
face a winning smile was cut, and she was still sufficiently 
youthful not to be accused of wearing a flower too 
artiflcial. 

‘ It was so sudden I so sad I ’ she contmued. ‘ We 
esteemed him so much I thought you might be m need 
of sympathy, and hoped I might — Dear Mrs. Hamng- 
ton • can you bear to speak of it ^ ’ 

* I can tell you anything you wish to hear, my lady,’ the 
widow rephed. 

Lady Roseley had expected to meet a woman much 
more like what she conceived a tradesman’s wife w'ould 
he ‘ and the grave reception of her proffer of sympathy 
slightly confused her. She said * 

‘ I should not have come, at least not so early, but Sir 
Jackson, my husband, thought, and indeed I imagined—- 
You have a son, Sirs Harrmgton ® I think his name is—’ 

‘ Evan, my lady.’ 

‘ Evan. It was of him we have been speaking I 
imagined— that is, ive thought, Sir Jackson might— you 
will he w ntmg to him. and w ill let him know* w*e w ill use 
our ho^t efforts to assist him in obtaining some position 
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TTorthy of hia— supenor to — something that \vill securo' 
him from the harassing embarrassments of an nncon-, 
genial employment * 

, 'The widow hstened to this tender alliision to the shears 
without a smile of gratitude She rephed * I hope my 
son will return in time to biuy his father, and ho wdl 
thank you himself, my lady ’ 

‘ He has no taste for— a— for anything in the shape of 
trade, has he, Mrs Harrmgton * ’ 

* I am afraid not, my lady ’ 

‘Any position— a situation — that of a clcik even — 
would be so much better for him ! ’ 

The widow remained impassive 
‘ And many young gentlemen I Imow, who are clerks, 
and are enabled to hve comfortably, and make a modest 
appearance m society , and your son, Mrs, Harrmgton, he 
would find it surely an improvement upon— many would 
think it a step for him * 


I am hound to thank you for the mterest you take in 
my son, my lady * 

‘ Does it not quite suit your views, Mrs Hamngton « ’ 
Lady Roseley was surprised at the widow’s mannei 
‘ K my son had only to think of himself, my lady ’ 

h • but of course,’ — the lady understood her now 

of OOUM6 1 You cannot suppose, Mrs Harrmgton, but 
that I shorid anticipate he would have you to live rntli 
g^ely “ . a® O' dutiful son, 

‘ ^oleA’s moome is not very large, my lady > 

me^ “von ^ ^ “«“age- 

Tn<Mi t ^oold hrmg, Mrs Harrmgton, to produce a 

Servioesuponyou^“’r^® “y 

tort at the Jdow’s S?®® avoidfeelmg 

wiuows want of common gratitude 
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‘ A clerk’s income would not be more than 100/ a year, 
my lady.’ 

„ ‘ To begin with— no j certainly not more ’ The lady 
was growmg bnef 

^ If my son puts by the half of that yearly, he can hardly 
support himself and his mother, my lady ’ 

* Half of that yearly, Mrs. Harrmgton * ’ 

‘ He would have to do so, and be saddled till he dies, 
my lady.’ 

‘ I really cannot see why.’ 

Lady Roseley had a notion of some excessive niggardly 
thrift in the widow, which was arousmg symptoms of 
disgust. 

Mrs. Harrmgton qmetly said . ‘ There are his father’s 
debts to pay, my lady/ 

‘ His father’s debts I ’ 

‘ Under 6000/ , but above 4000/ , my lady/ 

‘ Five thousand pounds I Mrs Harrmgton I ’ The 
lady’s dehcately gloved hand gently rose and fell. * And 
this poor young man — ’ she pursued. 

‘ My son will have to pay it, my lady ’ 

For a moment the lady had not a word to mstance. 
Presently she remarked 'But, Mrs. Harrmgton, he is 
surely under no legal obhgation * ’ 

' He 18 only under the obhgation not to cast disrespect 
on his father’s memory, my lady , and to be honest, while 
he can/ 

‘But, Mrs Harrmgton! surely* what can the poor 
young man do ® ’ 

‘ Ho will pay it, my lady/ 

‘ But how, Mrs Harrmgton ? ’ 

‘ There is his father’s busmess, my lady/ 

His father’s busmess * Then must the young man 
become a tradesman in order to show respect for his 
father ? Preposterous* That was the lady’s natural 
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inward exclamation She said, rather shren^dly, for one 
who knew nothing of such things * But a business whioh 
produces debts so enormous, Mrs Harrington 1 ’ 

The widow rephed * My son will have to conduct it in 
a different way It would be a very good business, con- 
ducted properly, my lady ’ 

‘ But if he has no taste for it, Mrs Harnngton ^ If 
he IS altogether superior to it ^ ’ 

For the first tune dunng the intorviow, the Mudou *s in- 
flexible countenance was mildly moved, though not to 
any mild expression. 

‘ My son will have not to consult hia tastes,’ she ob- 
served and seeii^ the lady, after a short silence, quit 
her seat, she lose likewise, and touched the fingers of the 
hand held forth to hei, bowing 

You will pardon the interest I take in your son,* said 
Lady Roseley * I hope, indeed, that his relatives and 
friends will procure him the means of satisfymg the 


He would Btdl have to pay t/im, my lady,’ was the 
widow’s answer 

Poor young man i indeed I pity hrm 1 ’ sighed her 
™tor ‘ You have hitherto used no efforts to persuade 
mm to take such a step, Mrs Harrington « ’ 

I have wntten to Mr Gorea, who was my husband’s 
!eaow-appmatiee in London, my My , and he is willmg 

ea^^-i3*S^ ohnomous to the fine 


havl v^^t'^i^^ Hanmeton-I should s much 
He died very calmly, my lady’ ^ 

dreads ’to'see^^f^ie «? One 

see -one can hardly distinguish! I have 
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knoAvu cases where death was dreadful f But a peaceful 
death is very beautiful! There is nothing shocking to 
the mind It sugg ests heav en ^ It seems a fulfilment 
of our prayem 1 ’ 

* Would your ladyship like to look upon hun ^ ' said the 
mdow. 

Lady Roseley betrayed a sudden gleam at havmg her 
desire thus intuitively fathomed 

‘ For one moment, JIrs Harnngton • We esteemed 
him so much ! Slay I ^ ’ 

The uudow responded by openmg the door, and leadmg 
her mto the chamber where the dead man lay. 

At that penod, when threats of mvasion had formerly 
stirred up the mihtaiy fire of us Islanders, the great Mel, 
as if to show the great Napoleon what character of bemg 
a British shopkeeper really was, had, by remarkable 
favour, obtained a lieutenancy of nulitia dragoons in 
the uniform of which he had revelled, and perhaps, for 
the only time in his life, felt that circumstances had suited 
him with a perfect fit However that may be, his solemn 
final commands to his wife, Hennetta Slana, on whom 
he could count for absolute obedience m such matters, 
had been, that as soon as the breath had left his body, 
he should be taken from his bed, washed, perfumed, 
powdered, and in that uniform dressed and laid out , 
with directions that he should be so buned at the expira^ 
tion of three days, that havoc m his features might be 
hidden from men In this ai^ay Lady Roseley beheld - 
him. The curtains of the bed were drawn aside The 
beams of evening fell soft through the bhnds of the room, 
and cast a subdued hght on the figure of the vanquished 
warrior The Presence, dumb now for evermore, was 
sadly illummed for its last exhibition But one who 
looked closely might have seen that Time had somewhat 
B 
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spoiled tliat perfect fit wliioli had nforotimo been liia 
pnde , and now that the lo% Bpint had departed, there 
had been extreme difficulty m persuading the BuUon 
excess of clay to conform to the dimensions of those 
garments The upper part of the chest alono would 
hear its buttons, and across one portion of tho loner 
limbs an ancient seam had started , ncoallmg an incident 
to them who had kno'^^m him in his bnef hour of glory 
For one mght, as he ivas ndmg home from Falloiv field, 
and just entenng the gates of the town, a mounted trooper 
spurred funously past, and slashing out at him, gashed 
his thi^ Mrs Melohisedeo found him lying at his door 
m a not unwonted u ay , earned him up-stairs m her arms, 
as she had done many a time before, and did not perceiTe 
his condition till she saw the blood on her goivn Tho 
cowardly assailant was never discovered , but Mel was 
both g^mt and had, in his mihtaiy career, tho reputo- 
lon of bemg a martinot Hence, divers causes Mere 
suspected The wound Med not to mend, tho trousers 
we^ repawed Peace about the same time Mas made, 
and tue anair passed over 

^otog OT the fine head and face, Lady Roseley Baiv 
nothmg of this She had not looked long before she 
fomd oov^ employment for her handkerolnef The 
wdow^ndmg beside her did not weep, or reply to her 
whisper^ excuses at emotion, gating do^TO on Ins 
« length with a sort of hemgn^t fnendlmere 
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tlie wamor’s helmet, from a small round table on one 
side of the bed , a c^que of the barbarous mihtary- 
Georgian form, TTith a huge 3mob of horse-hair projeotmg 
over the peak ; and under this, trymg to adapt it to his 
rogue*s head, the tricksy image of Death extinguished 
himself 

All was very silent in the room. Then the widow 
quietly disengaged Jacko, and taking ham up, went to 
the door, and deposited him outside Durmg her momen- 
tary absence, Lady Roseley had time to touch the dead 
man’s forehead ivith her hps, unseen. 


CHAPTER in 

THE nAUGHTBRS OS' THE SHE^ 

Three daughters and a son were left to the world by 
Mr Melchisedec Love, well endowed, had already 
claimed to provide for the daughters first in the shape 
of a lean Manne subaltern, whose days of obscuration 
had now passed, and who had come to be a major of that 
corps • secondly, presenting his addresses as a brewer of 
distmction thirdly, and for a chmax, as a Portuguese 
Count no other than the Senor Silva Diaz, Conde de 
Saldar : and this match did seem a far more resplendent ' 
one than that of the two elder sisters with Major Stnke 
and Mr. Andrew Cogglesby. (^ut the rays of neither 
fell visibly on Lymport These escaped, Eurydices never 
reappeared, after bemg once fairly caught away from 
the gloomy realms of I)is, otherwise Trade.J AU. three 
persons of singular beauty, a certain refinement, some* 
Port, and some Presence, hereditarily combmed, they 
feared the clutch of that fell king, and performed the 
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mdest possible circles around lum Not one of ibom 
ever approached the house of her parents They ucro 
dutiful and loving children, and wioto frequently , but 
of course they had to consider their neu* position, and 
their husband, and their husbands* families, and the 


■world, and ■^hat it would say, if to it the dreaded rumour 
should penetrate > Lymport gossips, as numerous ns 
m other parts, declared that the foreign nobleman would 
rave m an estraordmary manner, and do things after 
the outlandish fashion of his coimtry for from him, 
there was no doubt, the shop had been most successfully 
veiled, and he knew not of Pluto's close relationship to 
his lovely spouse 

The mamages had happened m this way Balls are 


given in country towns, where the graces of tradesmen’s 
daughters may he witnessed and admued at leisure by 
other than tradesmen by occasional country gentlemen 
of 4>he neighbourhood, with hght mmds and also by small 
officers Bubaltems wishing to do tender execution upon 
m^’s fair enemy, and to find a distraction for their legs 
(The classes of our social f abnc have, here and there, shght 
.conneotmg links, and provincial puhhc balls are one of 
I these They are dangerous, for Cupid is no respecter of 
i class-prejudice , and if you are the son of a retired tear 
mercho^, or of a village doctor, or of a half-pay captain, 
or of anything supenor, and visit one of them, you arc as 

admg lords at such places, have been known to be slam 
dl^u’ ^though Society allows to its highest and 

'md Lai then 

'bertSr™''! yo’i. d you are a tafle 
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del^'rmninl io do Xor^ \\ hen he i^eenmd* tm arc of 
her father'** occupation, did he *'!innk from Ins resolve 
After a month's hnnl court-'Iup* he married her straight 
out of iier fat hcr's iiou^.o. That he maj’ have all (he credit 
due to him* it mn^t he admitted that lie did not once 
cnjiijinre, or pn-ilily pcnnil himself to icflect on, the 
di‘ snmh'‘ri(\ in (heir respective ranks, and the step he lind 
taken downward, till the}* vcic man and vifo . and then 
not m any great degree, lieforc Fortune had given Inm his 
majority ; an advance (lie good soldier franldy told ins 
v*ifc he did not one to licr If ve may be permitted to 
'•nj)pO‘'e the colonel of n regiment on friendly terms with 
one of hit' corporals, we have an estimate of the domestic 
life of Major and Mrs Strike Among the garrison males, 
his comrade,*, ho passed for a disgustingly jealous brute. 
Tlie ladico, in their pretty language, signalized him as a 
‘ (inick ‘ 

Isow', having achieved bo capital a marriage, Caroline, 
worthy creature, was anxious that her sisters should not 
be Jess happy, and would have them to visit her, in spite 
of her liu‘*band’s protests. 

‘ There can be no danger,* she said, for she was in fresh 
quarters, far from the nest of contagion. Tlie lieutenant 
himself ungrudgingly declared that, looking on the ladies, 
no one for an instant could suspect , and he saw many 
young fellows ready to be as great fools as he had been • 
^another voluntary confession he made to his wife ; for the 
candour of 'which she thanked him, and pointed out that it 
seemed to run in the family , masmuch as Mr Andrew 
Cogglesby, his rich relative, had seen and had proposed for 
Hamet The heutenant flatly said he would never allow 
it. In fact ho had hitherto concealed the non-presentable 
portion of his folly very satisfactorily from all save the 
m^ss;j:oom, and Mr. Andrew’s passion was a severe 
d^mmaAo him It need scarcely be told that his wife, 



22 


EVM HAREINGTOIT 


fortified "by tlio fervid brewer, defeated him utterly. 
What was more, she induced him to be an nrcomplicc m 
deception For though the houtonant protested tliat lie 
washed his hands of it, and that it was a fraud and a snare, 
he certainly did not avow the condition of his wife’s 
patents to Mr Andrew , but alluded to them in pa'jsmg as 
* the country people ’ Ho supposed ‘ the country people ’ 
must be asW, he said The brewer offeicd to po down 
to them But the heutenant drew an impleasant picture 
of the country people, and his w ifo became so grave at the 
proposal, tliat Mr Andrew said be wanted to mart)' the 
lady and not the ‘ conntiy people,' and if sho would have 
him, there he was There he was, behaving with a 
particular and sagacious hmdness to the raw lieutenant 
smee Hainet’s amval If the lieutenant sent her away, 
Mr Andrew would infalhbly pursue her, and light on a 
discovery Twice cureed by Love, twice the victim of 
tailordom, our excellent Manne gave away Hamet 
Harrington m marriage to Mr Andrew Oogglesby. 

Thus Joy clapped hands a second tune, and Horror 
deepened its shadows 


Erom higher ground it was natural that the remaining 
fflster should take a bolder flight Of the loves of tlie fair 
^uisa Hamngton and the foieign Count, and how she 
tet encountered him in the brewer’s saloons, and how she 


person, lauglied at his ‘ loaf ’ for her, and 
woretUecolouB that plea8edlim,andbndled and soothed 

inn St n 

Cr „ ? affluent 

y m the aiUi of the Cathoho anroh wholi Lvmnort 
go^ps oaUed, paying the DeadfoLherpnde. 

now to 

Eon tomakehimagentleman! ThatwaJSp^rSm 
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Prc5otTc him from t^ilordom — from all contact ith trade 
— they mii4 ; otlicnvi'^c they Avouid be perpetually linked 
to the horrid (lung they hoped to outlive and bury. A 
cou'iin of ^rdchisedeo’s had iisen to be an Admiral and 
n Icnight for valiant action m the old war, when men could 
riHj Him they besought to lake cbaigc of the youth, and 
make a dislmgui^^hod seaman of him. Ho courteously 
declined. They then attacked the mained Miirme — Navy 
or Aimy being quite mdillerent to them as long as they 
could viu for their brother the badge of one Service, ' 
* Wlien he is a gentleman at once P they said, like those 
who see the end of their labours Stake basely pretended 
to second them. It v ould liave been delightful to him, of 
course, to have the tailor*s son messing at the same table, 
and claiming him when he pleased with a familiar ‘ Ah, 
brother ! ’ and prating of their relationship everywhere 
Strike had been a fool . m revenge for it he laid out for 
himself a masterly career of consequent wisdom. The 
brewer— uxorious Andrew Cogglesby— might and would 
have bought^the commission. Strike laughed at the idea 
of giving money for what could be got for nothing. He 
told them to wait 

In the meantime Evan, a lad of seventeen, spent the 
hours not devoted to his positive profession— that of 
gentleman— in the offices of the brewery, toymg with 
big books and balances, which he despised with the 
combined zeal of the suckmg soldier and emancipated 
tailor. 

Two years passed in attendance on the astute brotheiv 
m-law, to whom Fortune now beckoned to come to her^and 
gather his laurels from the pig-tails. About the same 
time the Countess sailed over from Lisbon on a visit to her 
Bister Harriet (m reahty, it was whispered in the Cogglesby 
saloons, on a diplomatic mission from the Court of Lisbon ; 
but that could not be made ostensible). The Countess 
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naTOwly exaniined Evan, whoso Blcndy ndvanco in his 
piofession "both hor sisters praised 
*Yes,’ said tho Countess, in a languid alien accent 
‘ Ho has Bometlung of his fathci’s carnage — ''omclhmg 
Something of Ins dehvciy— Ins readiness * 

It was a rcmarhablo tlung that these ladies thought 
no man on earth hl\e thoir father, and alw aya cited him os 
the example of a perfect gentleman, and yet they huned 
him with one mind, and each mounted guard over his 
Bepulchre, to secure his ghost from an airing 
* He can walk, my dears, certainly, and talk— a little 
T§te-^-tete, I do not say I should think ihetc he would 
he—a stick I All you English arc But wliat sort of a 
how has he got, I ask you ^ How does ho enter a room ^ 
And, then his smile ^ his laugh I Ho laughs like a horse — 
absolutely I There ’s no 7«w^;c m his smile Oh l you 
should see a Portuguese nobleman smile 0 mio Deus ! 
honeyed, my dears ’ But Evan has it not Nono of you 
English have You go so ’ 


The Countess pressed a thumb and finger to the sides of 
her mouth, and set her sisters laughing 

osanre you. no bettor I not a bit ' I faint m your 
society I ask myself— Where am Among what 
boots have I fallen l But Evan is no worse than tlie rest 
[of you , I acknowledge that K he knew how to dress his 
'shoulders properly, and to direct his eyes— Oh I the eyes t 
yon *ould see how a Portuguese nobleman can use his 

I S T ““y the 

I unutterable without being absurd [ You look so 1 
tod the Countess hung her jaw under heavily wenous 

orbite somethmg as a sheep might yawn 

of you ’ tL K no worse than the rest 

numagoment ‘ ^ understood at all the 

that’s what 

y earn m England— not possibly ! As 
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for your poor husband, Harriet ! one really has to re- 
member hiB excellent quahties to forgive him, poor man ! 
And that stiff bandbox of a man of yours, Carolme ! ’ 
addressmg the vife of the Manne, ‘ he looks as if he were 
all angles and sections, and were taken to pieces every 
mght and put together m the morning He may be a 
good soldier — good anything you will — ^but, Diacho • to 
be mamed to that 1 He is not civihzed. None of you 
English are You have no place m the dra^vmg-room. 
You are like so many mtrusive oxen — absolutely I One of 
your men trod on my toe the other mght, and what do you 
think the creature did ? Jerks back, then the half of him 
forward— I thought he was gomg to break in two — then 
gnus, and grunts, “ Oh I ’m sure, beg pardon, ’m sui’e 1 
I don’t know whether he didn’t say, maem 1 ’ 

The Countess lifted her hands, and fell away in laughing 
horror i When her humour, or her f eehngs generally, were 
a little excited, she spoke her vernacular as her sisters 
did, but immediately subsided mto the dehberate deh- 
cately-syllabled drawl, ^ 

‘ Now that happened to me once at one of our great 
Balls,’ she pursued, ‘I had on one side of me the 
Duchesse Eugema de Formosa de Pontandigua , on the 
other sat the Countess de Pel, a widow. And we were 
talking of the ices that evemng Eugema, you must 
know, my dears, was m love with the Count Belmarana, 
I was her sole confidante The Countess de Pel — a 
homble creature • Oh • she was the Duchess’s deter- 
mined enemy — ^would have stabbed her for Belmarana, 
one of the most beautiful men* Adored by every 
woman 1 So we talked ices, Eugema and myself, qmte 
comfortably, and that homble De Pei had no ^idea m 
life * Eugema had just said, “ This ice sickens me * 
I do not taste the flavour of the vaniUe 1’ I answered, 
“It is here* It must— it cannot but be here* You 
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loYe tlie flavour of tbe vamllo ^ ” With her c\(j^ui«ito 
smile, I see her now saying, “ Too well I it i*j necessary 
to me^ I live on it I ’’—when up ho enmo In bis 
eagerness, his foot just eflSeurdd my robe Oh I I never 
shall forget f In an instant he was down on one hneo , 
it was BO momentary that none saw it but w'o three, and 
done with ineffable grace “Pardon' * ho said, in 
Ins sweet Portuguese, “Pardon*” looking up — the 
handsomest man I over behold, and when I think of 
that odious wuelch the other night, with his “ Oh* ’m 
sure, beg pardon, *m sure ’pon my honour 1 ” I could 
have kicked him — could, indeed * ’ 

Here the Countess laughed out, but relapsed into 
‘Alasi that Belmarafia should have betrayed that 
beautiful trustmg creature to De Pel Such scandal *— 
a duel*— the Duke w^as wounded Por a whole year 
Eugenia did not dare to appear at Court, but had to 
remam immured in her country-house, where she heard 
that Belmarafia had mamed De Pol* It was for her 
money, of course Rich as Creesua, and as wicked as 
the black man below * as dear papa used to say. By 

the way, weren*t we talkmg of Evan ? Ah, ^yes I ’ 

And BO foith The Countess wns immensely admired 
and though her sisters said fhat she was * foreigm/ed ' 
overmuch, they dung to her desperately She seemed 
so ^tnely to have echpsed tailordom, or * Demogoreon » 
^ the Countess was pleased to call it manonldlmmoso 

^ . ^ — 


and 

was not possible to suppose it 

fact itself 


It 


—a— 

It seemed to defy the 

my dears , the ceaseless dread ^ 
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If you knew what I have to ‘endure ^ I sometimes envy 
you Ton my honour, I sometimes wish I hod marned 
a fishmonger 1 Silva, indeed, is a most excellent hus- 
band, Polished! such pohsh as you know not of m 
England He has a way — a wnggle with his shoulders 
in company — I cannot describe it to you ; so shght ^ 
so elegant ! and he is all that a woman could desire 
But who could be safe in any part of the earth, my dears, 
while papa will go about so, and behave so extraordm- 
anly ? I was at dinner at your English embassy a 
month ago, and there was Admiral Combleman, then on 
the station off Lisbon, Sir Jackson Roseley’s fnend, who 
was the Admiral at Lymport formerly I knew him at 
once, and thought, oh * what sliaU I do ^ My heart 
was like a lump of lead, I would have given worlds 
that we imght one of us have smothered the other ^ I 
had to sit beside him — ^it always happens • Thank 
heaven • he did not identify me And then he told an 
anecdote of Papa. It was the dreadful old “ Bath ” 
story I thought I should have died I could not but 
fancy the Admiral suspected. Was it not natural ? 
And what do you think I had the audacity to do ^ I 
asked him coohy, whether the Mr, Harrmgfcon he men- 
tioned was not the son of Sir Abraham Hamngton, of 
Torquay, — the gentleman who lost his yacht in the 
Lisbon waters last year ? I brought it on myself. 
“ Gentleman, ma’am,— M a’am ! ” says the homd old 
creature, laughing, — gentleman ^ he ’s a ” I can- 

not speak it . I choke ‘ And then he began praising Papa 
Diacbo ! what I suffered. But, you know, I can keep 
my countenance, if I perish I am a Harrmgton as much 
as any of us I ’ 

And the CJountess looked superb m the pride with 
which she said she was what she vould have given her 
hand not to be. But few feebngs are smgle on this globe. 
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and junction of sentiments need not imply unity m our 
yeasty compositions 

‘After it TV 08 over— my suppbco/ conimucd tho 
CJountess, ‘ I Tras qiiestioncd by all tbo ladies — mean 
tmr ladies— not your English They tv anted to knou 
how I could he so cml to that intolerable man I gained 
a deal of credit, my dears I laid it all on — ^Diplomac^' ’ 
The Countess laughed bitterly ‘ Diplomacy bears the 
burden of it all I pretended that Combleman could 
he useful to Silva' Oh' uhat hypocrites wo all arc, 
mio Deus I ’ 

The ladies listening could not gamsay this favounte 
claim of umversal brotherhood among the select who 
wear masks instead of faces 

With r^ard to Evan, the Countess had far outstripped 
her sisters m her views / A gentleman she had discovered 
must have one of twoxhmgs — a title or money Ho 
might have all the breedmg in the world , be might be 
as good as an angel , but without a title or money he 
was under eohpse almost total On a gentleman tho 
I sun must shine Now, Evan had no title, no money 
The clouds were thick above the youth. To gam a 
ititle he would have to scale aged mountama There 
iwas one break m his firmament through which the 
nadiant lurmnaiy might be assisted to cast its beams on 
pun stiH young That divme portal was matrimony, 
to he could but make a rich mamage he would blaxe 
Wnsfigured , all would be well I And why should not 
Evan marry an hdresa, as well as another « ) 

‘I know a young creature who uould exactly amt 
hun; said tho Countess * She is related to the embassy, 
IB m Lisbon now A ohanmng child— just sixteen I 
iJios how the men rave about her' and she isn’t a 
beauty, -there’s the wonder, and she is a httle too 
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gauche — ^too English m her habits and ways of tlnnJong , 
likes to be admired, of course, but doesn’t know yet how 
to set about gettmg it. She rather scandalizes our 

ladies, but when you know her • She will have, they 

say, a hundred thousand pounds in her own nghti 
Bose Jocelyn, the daughter of Sir Franks, and that 
eccentnc Lady Jocelyn. She is with her uncle, Melville, 
the celebrated diplomate — though, to tell you the truth, 
we turn him round our fingers, and spm hun as the boys 
used to do the cockchafers I cannot forget our old 
Fallowfield school-hfe, you see, my dears. Well, Rose 
Jocelyn would just suit Evan. She is just of an age 
to receive an impression And 1 would take care she 
did. Instance me a case where I have failed ^ 

‘ Or there is the Portuguese widow, the Rostral. 
She ’b thirty, certainly , but she possesses milhons I 
Estates all over the kmgdom, and the sweetest creature. 
But, no Evan would be out of the way there, 
certainly But — our women are very mce • they have 
the dearest, sweetest ways but I would rather Evan 
did not marry one of them. And then there ’s the 
rehgion ^ ’ 

This was a sore of the Countess’s own, and she dropped 
a tear in oommg across it 

‘ No, my dears, it shall be Rose Jocelyn ^ ’ she con- 
cluded * ‘ I will take Evan over with me, and see that he 
has opportunities. It shall be Rose, and then I can 
call her mine ; for m venty I love the child ’ 

It is not my part to dispute the Countess’s love for 
Miss Jocelyn , and I have only to add that Evan, un- 
aware of the soft training he was to undergo, and the 
bnlhant chance in store for him, ofieied no impediment 
to the proposition that he should journey to Portugal 
“With his sister (whose subtlest flattery was to toll him 
that she should not be ashamed to own him there) , 
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and ultimately, furnished ^nth cash for the tup by llio 
remonstratmg brewer, went 

So these Parcae, daughters of tlio shears, ananged and 
settled the young man’s fate His task n as to loam tho 
management of his mouth, lion to dress Ins shoulders 
properly, and to direct his eyes — rare qualities m man or 
woman, I assure you , the management of the mouth 
being especially admirable, and coirespondingly difficult 
These achieved, he was to place his battery m position, 
and win the heart and hand of an heiress 

Our comedy opens with his return from Portugal, in 
company with Miss Rose, the heiress , the Honourable 
Mel^e Jocelyn, the diplomate, and tho CJount and 
Countess de Soldar, refugees out of that oicploBive httlo 
kmgdom 


CHAPTER IV 


OlSr BOAED THE JOOASTA 

Ebom the Tagus to the Thames the Government sloop- 
of-war, Jocaata, had made a prosperous voyage, hcanng 
^at precious freight, a removed diplomatist aiid his 
famity , for whose uses let a sufficient vmdication be 
found in the exorcise he afiords onr oreiTB m the science 
of seamansbp She entered onr noble nver somenhat 
early on a fine July morning Early as it was, two 
young people, who had nothing to do with the tnmmmc 
or emdmg of the vessel, stood on deck, and watched the 
double-shore, beginning to embrace them more and 
more closely as they sailed onward One, a young lady 
vey young m manner, wore a black felt hat ^th a 

Bhomers 

of foreign style and pattern The other 
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you migkt have taken for a wanderuig Don,"^TOre such 
an object ever known ^ so simply he assumed the dusky 
' sqmlKero and danghng'doak, of which one fold was 
flung across his breast and drooped behmd him. The 
hue of an adolescent dark moustache ran along his hp, 
and only at mtervals could you see that his eyes were 
blue and of the land he was nearmg For the youth 
was^meditative, and held his head much down The 
young lady, on the contraiy, permitted an open inspection 
of her countenance, and seemed, for the moment at 
least, to be neither carmg nor thinking of what kmd of 
judgement would be passed on her Her pretty nose 
was up, sniffing the stil l s alt, loreeze with vivaeious 
dehght 

Oh ^ ’ she cned, clapping her hands, ‘ there goes a 
^dear old Enghsh g^ ! How I have wished to see him ■ 
I haven’t seen one for two years and seven months 
When I’m at home, I’ll leave my wmdow open all 
mght, just to hear the rooks, when they wake in the 
morning. There goes another 1 ’ 

She tossed up her nose again, exclaiming 
‘ I ’m sure I smell England nearer and nearer ^ I 
smell the fields, and the cows m them. I ’d have given 
. anythmg to be a dairy-maid for half an hour • I used 
to he and pant m that stifling air among those stupid 
people, and wonder why anybody ever left England. 
Aren’t you ^ad to come back ^ ’ 

This time the fair speaker lent her eyes to the question, 
and shut her bps , sweet, cold, chaste bps she had . a 
mouth that had not yet dreamed of losses, and most 
honest eyes, 

The young man felt that they were not to be satisfied 
by his oivn, and after seekmg to fill them with a doleful 
look, which was immediately succeeded by one of super- 
human mdifierence, he answered : 
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' Teb I We shall soon have to part • ’ and commenced 
tappmg wiiJi his foot the cheerful martyr’s march 
Speech that has to ho hauled from the depths usually 
betrays the effort Listening an instant to catch the 
import of this cavernous gasp upon the hnnlc of sound, 
the girl said 

‘ Part 2 what do you mean ^ * 

Apparently it required a yet vaster effort to pronounce 
an explanation The doleful look, the superhuman 
indifference, vere repeated m due older . sound, a httio 
more distmct, uttered the words 
* We cannot be as we have been, m England ! ’ and 
then the cheerful martyr took a few steps farther 
' Why, you don’t mean to say you ’re going to give 
me up, and not be fnends ivith me, because we ’ve come 
back to England ^ ’ cned the girl m a rapid breath, 
eyemg him senously 

Most conscientiously he did not mean itl but he 
rephed with the quietest negative 
‘ No ^ ’ she mimicked him * Why do you say " No ” 
like that ^ Why are you so mystenous, Evan « Won’t 


you promise me to come and stop with us for weeks « 
Haven’t you said we would nde, and hunt, and fish 
together, and read books, and do all sorts of things ? ’ 

He rephed ^v^th the quietest affirmative 
‘ Tra J mat does “ Yes I ” mean ^ ’ She hfted her 
ohMt to shak^ut the dead-ahve monosyUable, as ho 
so smgvdar L monnng, 

Evm Have I oSended you ^ You are so touchy t > 
tlio ^ ® on his reputation for sensitiveness induced 
the young mm to attempt bemg more eirehoit 

We shX’ot^ Baid hesitatmg, ‘„hy, no must part 
aL thlt ° more 

8ubUmestmood“^ «> 
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* Oh t and that makes you sorry ^ ’ A shade of 
archness was m her voice 

The girl waited as if to collect somethmg m her mmd, 
and was now a patronizing woman, 

‘ Why, you dear sentimental boy ' You don’t suppose 
we could see each other every day for eve* 2 ’ 

It was perhaps the crudest question that could have 
been addressed to the sentimental boy from her mouth 
But he was a cheerful martyr 1^ , 

‘ You dear Don Doloroso ' ’ she resumed ' I declare 
if you are not just like those young Portugals this morn- 
ing, and over there you were such a dear English 
feUow, and that’s why I hked you so muoht Do 
change ^ Do, please, be lively, and yourself again 
Or mind , I *11 call you Don Doloroso, and that shall be 
your name m England See there 1 — ^that ’s—that ’s ^ — 
what *B the name of that place ® Hoy ^ Mr. Skeme I ’ 
She hailed the boatswam, passing, * Do tell me the name 
of that place ’ 

Mr Skeme righted about to satisfy her mmutely, and 
then commg up to Evan, he touched his hat, and said * 

* I mayn’t have another opportumty— 'We shall be busy 
up there— of thankm’ you agam, sir, for what you did 
for my poor drunken brother Bill, and you may take my 
word I won’t forget it, sir, if he does , and I suppose 
he ’ll be drowning his memory just as he was near drown- 
mg himself ’ 

Evan muttered somethmg, gnmaced civilly, and 
turned away The girl’s observant brows were moved 
to a famtly critical frown, and noddmg mtelligently to 
the boatswam’s remark, that the young gentleman did 
not seem quite himself, now that he was nearing home, 
she went up to Evan, and said 

* I ’m going to give you a lesson m manners, to be 
quits with you Listen, sir Why did you turn away 

C 
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so ungraciously from ^Ir Skorno, uliilo ho tUtmkmut 
you for having saved lus brother’s life 1 Now Ibrro 
where you ’ro too English Can’t you bear to bo thnnkotj ? ’ 

‘ I don’t want to be thanked bocau'^c I can sumi/ untl 
Evan 

‘ But it IS not that Oh, how you Inflc ^ ’ ‘'bo cned. 
‘There’s nothing vcves mo so much ns that way \ou 
have Wouldn’t my oyes have «;paiklod if anyboclj* had 
come up to mo to thank me for such a thing 1 I uoiiUl 
let them know how glad I wm* to have done '^uoh a Ihint* * 
Doesn’t it make them happier, dear Evan ? ’ 

‘ My dear Miss Jocelyn t ’ 

‘What«’ 

The honest grey eyes fixed on him, narrowed tbeir 
enlarged lids She gazed before licr on the deck, sn\ mg : 
j ‘I’m sure I can’t understand you I suppo'io it’s 
because I ’m a girl, and I ne\ei shall till I ’m a woman* 
Heigho 1 ’ 

. A youth who is engaged in the ocoupntion of cnling 
his heart, cannot shine to advantage, and is as, much a 
burden to himself as ho is an em^^to^onicft^ Evan 
felt this , hut he could do nothing and sa 3 ' nothing , 
so he retired deeper into the folds of tho Don, and 
remamed piotuiesque and scarcely pleasant 
^ey were reheved by a summons to breakfast from 

dWOW 


She bnghlened and langhcd ‘Non, ulmt inU yon 
w^er me, Evan, that the Countess doesn’t begin: 

Down they ran together, laughmg . and. sure enough. 
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the identical words of the respective greetings were 
employed, which they had to enjoy with all the discretion 
they conld muster. 

Rose went round the table to her little cousin Alec, 
aged seven, kissed his reluctant cheek, and sat beside 
him, announcing a sea appetite and great capabihties, 
while Evan silently broke bread The Count de Saldar, 
a diminutive tawny man, just a head and neck above 
the tablecloth, sat sippmg chocolate and fingering dry 
toast, which he would now and then dip m jelly, and suck 
with placidity, in the mtervals of a curt exchange of 
Erench with the wife of the Hon Melville, a ringleted 
Enghsh lady, or of Portuguese with the Countess, 
who likewise sipped chocolate and fingered dry toast, 
and was mournfully melodious. The Hon Melville, as 
became a tall islander, carved beef, and ate of it, like js 
a ruler of men (JBeautifuI to see was the compassionate 
sympathy of the Countesses face when Rose offered her 
plate for a portion of the world-subjugating viand, as 
who should say : ‘ Sweet child 1 thou knowest not yet 
of sorrows, thou canst ballast thy stomach with beef I ’ 

In any other than an heiress, she would probably have 
thought . ‘ This IS mdeed a disgustmg httle ammal, and 
most unfemmine conduct 

Bose, unconscious of praise or blame, rivalled her 
uncle in enjoyment of the fare, and talked of her dehght 
in seeing England agam, and anything that belonged 
to her native land. Mrs. Melville perceived that it 
pained the refugee Countess, and gave her the glance 
mtelhgible; but the Countess never missed glances, or 
failed to mtorpret them. She said ; 

* Let her I love to hear the sweet child^s prattle.’ 

‘ It was fortunate ’ (she addressed the diplomatist) 

* that we touched at Southampton and procured fresh 
provision I ’ 
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‘ Very lucky for w I ’ said he, glanng shroudly between 
a mouthful 

The Count heard the word ‘ Southampton,’ and wished 
to know how it was comprised A passage of Portuguese 
ensued, and then the Countess said 
‘ Silva, you know, desired to relmquish the vessel at 
Southampton He does not comprehend tho word 
“ expense,” but ’ (she shook a dumb Alas 1) ‘ I must 
think of that for him now ^ ’ 


* Oh * alu ays avoid expense,’ said tho Hon Melville, 
accustomed to he paid for hy his country 
‘At what time shall we arnve, may 1 ask, do you 
think ^ ’ tho Countess gently mquired 
The watch of a man who had hia eye on Time was 
pulled out, and she was told it might be two hours before 
dark Another reckoning, keenly balanced, informed 
the company that the day’s papers could be expected 
on board somewhere about three o’clock m the afternoon 

And then,’ said the Hon Melville, nodding general 
gratulation, ‘ we shall know how the world wags * 

How it had been waggmg the Countess’s straining 
eyes under closed eyehds were eloquent of 

Too late, I fear me, to wait upon Lord Livelyston 
to-mght * ’ she suggested 

To-night ^ The Hon Melville gazed blank astomsh- 
meut at the notion ‘ Oh ' certainly, too late to-mght. 
A— hum I I think, madam, you had better not be in 
too great a hurry to see him Repose a httle Recover 
your fatigue 


Oh 1 exclaimed the Countess, \nth a beam of utter 
confidence m Inm ‘ I shaU be too happy to place myself 
m your hands—heheve me ’ r j 


Tins was scarcely mote to the taste of the 
He put up his mouth, and said, blandly 
‘ I fear-you know, madam, I must warn 


diplomatist 
you before- 
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hand — personally, am but an msignificant unit over 
here, you know, I, personally, can't guarantee much 
assistance to yovi — ^not positive. What I can do — of 
course, very liappy ! ’ And he fell to again upon the beef. 

* Not so very msigiuficant ! ’ said the Countess, 
smiling, as at a softly radiant conception of him. 

* Have to ])ob and bow hke the rest of them over here,’ 
he added, proof against the flattery. 

‘ But that you m‘i 11 not forsake Silva, I am convmced,’ 
said the Countess ; and, paying httle heed to his bnef 
‘ Oh ^ ivhat I can do,* contmued , ‘ For over here, in 
England, we are almost fnendless. My relations — such 
as are left of them — are not m high place,’ She turned 
to Sirs. Melville, and renewed the confession with a 
proud humihty. ‘Truly, I have not a distant cousm 
in the Cabmet ! ’ 

Mrs. Melville met her sad smile, and returned it, as 
one who understood its entire import 

‘ My brother-m-law— my sister, I think, you know — 
married a — a brewer I He is rich ; but, well ^ such was 
her taste I My brother-m-law is mdeed m Parhament, 
and he — ’ 

‘Very httle use, seeing he votes with the opposite 
party,* the diplomatist mterrupted her. 

‘ Ah I but he "will not,* said the Countess, serenely. 
‘I can trust with confidence that, if it is for Silva’s 
interest, he 'will assureefly so dispose of his influence as 
to suit the desiderations of his family, and not in any 
way oppose his opinions to the powers that would will- 
ingly stoop to serve us ^ * 

It was impossible for the Hon. Melville to withhold a 
shght gnmace at his beef, when he heard this extremely 
[''^^'aimnlzed idea of the nature of a member of the Parha- 
ment of Great Bntam He allowed her to enjoy her 
delusion, as she pursued 
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‘No So much ue could offer m repayment It is 
httle ! But this, m venty, is a case Silva’s urongs 
liBrYa only to bo known in. England, and I am hkk 
assured that the Engbsb people wnll not permit it In 
the days of Ins prosperity, Silva wns a fnend to England, 
and England should not — should not — ^foi^et it now 
Had we money ' But of that arm our enemies have 
deprived us and, I fear, without it wo cannot hope to 
have the justice of our cause pleaded m the Engbsh 
papers 'Mr Eedner, you know“, the correspondent in 
Lisbon, is a sworn foe to Silva And why but because I 
would not procure him an mvitabon to Court ^ The 
man was so horridly vulgar , has gloves w ere never 
clean , I had to hold a bouquet to my nose w'ben I talked 
to him That, you say, was my fault • Truly so But 
what woman can be civil to a low-bred, pretentious, 
offensive man ® ’ 

Mrs Melville, agam appealed to, smiled perfect sym- 
pathy, and said, to account for his character • 

‘ Yes He is the son of a small diopkeeper of some 
kmd, m Southampton, I hear ’ 

* A very good fellow m his way,’ said her husband 

‘ Ob ^ I can’t bear that class of people,’ Rose exclaimed 
‘ I always keep out of then way. You can always teU 
them ’ 

The Countess smiled considerate approbation of her 
exclusiveness and discomment So sweet a smile I 

‘ You were on deck early, my dear ^ ’ she asked Evan, 
rathei abruptly 

Master Alec answered for him ‘ Yes, he was, and so 
was Rose They made an appomtment, just as they 
used to do under the oranges ’ 

‘ Children ^ ’ the Countess smiled to Mrs Melville 

* They always w^hisper when I *m by,’ Alee appended 

‘ Children ^ ’ the Countess’s sweetened visage entreated 
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Mrs. Melville to re-echo ; but that lady thought it best 
for the moment to direct Rose to look to her packing, 
iio\7 that she had done breakfast. 

‘And I mil take a walk mth my brother on deck,’ 
said the CJoxmtess. ‘ Silva is too harassed for converse.’ 

The parties were thus divided. The silent Count was 
left to meditate on his wrongs m the saloon , and the 
diplomatist, alone with his lady, thought fit to say to her, ' 
shortly : ‘ Perhaps it would be as well to draw away 
from these people a httle We ’ve done as much as we 
could for them, m brmgmg them over here They mo/y 
be trying to compromise us. That woman ’s absurd. 
She ’s ashamed of the brewer, and yet she wants to sell 
him — or wants us to buy him. Ha ^ I think she wants 
us to send a couple of fngates, and threaten bombard- 
ment of the capital, if they don’t take her husband back, 
and receive him mth honours.’ 

‘Perhaps it would be as well,’ said Mrs Melville. 

‘ Rose’s mvitation to him goes for nothmg ’ 

‘ Bose ^ mvitmg the Count ^ down to Hampshire ^ ’ 
The diplomatist’s brows were lifted 
‘ No, I mean the other,’ said the diplomatist’s wife 
‘ Oh ' the young fellow • very good young fellow. 
Gentlemanly. No harm in him ’ 

' Perhaps not,’ said the diplomatist’s wife 
‘You don’t suppose he expects us to keep him on, 
or provide foi him over here — eh 2 ’ 

The diplomatist’s wife informed him that such was not 
her thought, that he did not understand, and that it 
did not matter , and as soon as the Hon. Llelville saw 
that she was bioodmg somethmg essentially feminme, 
and which had no relationship to the great game of 
pubhc life, ounosity was extmguished m him 

On deck the Countess paced mth Evan, and was for a 
time pleasantly diverted by the admiration she could, 
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.ntiiout loofang, perceive that her sorre^eubd^d 
graces had aroesed m the hreast o! a susceptible naval 

lieutenant At last she spoke 5 +„ Mr 

‘My dear' remember this Your last word to ittr 
Jocelyn vtU be “I will do myself the honour to mU 

upon my benefactor early” To Rose you iviU say Ue 

assured, Miss Jocelyn Jocelyn-“ I shaU Mt fail 

m hastemng to pay my respects to your family m Hamp- 
shire ” You will remember to do it, m the exact form 
I speak it; ’ 

Evan laughed ‘What’ call him benefactor to his 
face ^ I couldn’t do it ’ 


‘ Ah ' my cMd ’ ’ 

‘ Besides, he isn’t a benefactor at all His private 
secretary died, and I stepped m to dll the post, because 
nobody else ivas handy ’ 

* And teh me of her who pushed you forward, Evan ^ ’ 

* My dear sister, I ’m sure I ’m not ungrateful ’ 

* No , hut headstrong opmionated Now these people 
will endeavour — Oh ’ I have seen it in a thousand httle 


thmgs—they ivish to shake us ofi, Now, if you will 
but do as I mdicate ’ Put your faith m an older head, 
Evan It 18 your only chance of society in England 
Eor your brotW-m-law— I ask you, what sort of people 
vtU you meet at the Cogglesbys * Now and then a noble- 
man, very much out of his element In short, you have 
fed upon a diet which will make you to distinguish, 
and painfully to know the difference ’ Indeed I Yes, 
you are looking about for Rose It depends upon your 
behaviour now, whether you are to see her at all m 
England Do you forget ? You wished once to inform 
her ol j our ongm. Think of her w ords at the breakfast 
this momiug * * 

The Conntcss imagmed she had produced an impression 
U-an said ‘ Yes, and I should have hked to have told 
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her this monuiig that I ’m myself nothing more than the 
son of a — ’ 

^ Stop ! ’ cried his sister, glancing about m horror. 
Tile admiring lieutenant met her eye. Blandishmgly 
she smiled on lum * * Most beautiful weather for a 
uelcome to dear England ^ ' and passed uith majesty 
‘ Boy 1 * she resumed, * are you mad ^ ’ 

‘ I hate being such a hypoente, madam.’ 

‘ Then you do not love her, Evan ^ ’ 

This may have been dubious logic, but it resulted from 
a clear sequence of ideas in the lady’s head Evan did 
not contest it. 

‘ And assuredly you will lose her, Evan Think of my 
troubles I I have to intnguc for Silva ; I look to your 
future , I smile, Oh heaven I how do I not smile when 
thmgs are spoken that pierce my heart I This morning 
at the breakfast * ’ 

Evan took her hand, and patted it, 

‘ What is your pity * ’ she sighed 
‘ If it had not been for you, my dear sister, I should 
never have held my tongue ’ 

* You are not a Harrington 1 You are a Dawley l ’ she 
exclaimed, indignantly. 

Evan received the accusation of possessmg more of his 
mother’s spirit than his father’s m silence 
^ You would not have held your tongue,’ she said, with 
fervid seventy * * and you would have betrayed your- 
self I and you would have said you were iMt ^ and you 
in that costume ^ Why, goodness gracious ^ could you 
bear to appear so ndiculous ® ’ 

The poor young man involuntarily surveyed his person. 
The pams of an impostor seized him. The deplorable 
image of the Don making confession became present to 
his mmd It was a clever stroke of this female mtnguer. 
She saw him redden gnevously, and blink his eyes , and 
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not AviBhing to prol}e him so that he %\onld feel intoler- 
able disgust at his impnsomnent m the Don, sho 
continued 

* But you have the sense to see your duties, Evan 
You have an excellent sense, in the mam No one T?ould 
dream— to see you You did not, I must say, you did 
not make enough of voiir gallantry A Portuguese uho 
had saved a man’s hfe, Evan, would he have been so 
boonsh ^ You behaved as if it w'as a matter of course 


that you should go overboard after anybody, m your 
clothes, on a dark night So, then, the Jocelyns took it 
I barely heard one compliment to you And Rose— 
what an effect it should have had on her ! But, owing 
to your manner, I do beheve the girl thinks it nothing 
but your ordinary busmess to go overboard after any- 
body, m your clothes, on a dark mght Ton my honour, 
I beheve she expects to see you always dnpping 1 ’ The 
Countess uttered a burst of hystencal humour* ‘ So you 
miss your credit That mebnate'd sailor should really 
have been gold to you Be not so young and thoughtless ’ 
The Countess then proceeded to tell him how foohshly 
he had let shp his great opportumly A Portuguese 
w ould have fixed the young lady long before. By tender 
moonhght, m captivating language, beneath the um- 
brageous orange-groves, a Portuguese would have accur- 
ataly calculated the efiect of the perfume of the blossom 
on her sensitive nostrds, and knoivn the exact moment 
nhon to feneol and declare his passion sonorously 

‘If’* She told me ’ 

She toid you « And you— what did you do ? ’ 

^ Laughed at him \n\h her, to be suie ’ 

to lauffh nf ^ ^ helped her 

®-y--perceWons." Why 


i, I suppose ’ 
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‘ You nover ^vlll know a woman/ said the Countess, with 
contempt 

Much of his worldly sister at a tome was more than 
Evan could bear Accustomed to the symptoms of 
restiveness, she finished her discourse, enjoyed a quiet 
up and down under the gaze of the heutenant, 
and could find leisure to note whether she at all struck 
the mfenor seamen, even while her mind was absorbed 
by the multiform troubles and anxieties for which she 
took such innocent indemnification i ' v 

The appearance of the Hon. Melville Jocelyn on deck, 
and without his wife, recalled her to busmess. If is a 
peculianty of female diplomatists that they fear none 
save their own sex Men they regard as their natural 
prey * m women they see nval hunters usmg their own 
weapons. The Countess smiled a slowly-kmdlmg smile 
up to him, set her brother adnft, and dehcately linked 
herself to Evan’s benefactor 

‘ I have been thinking,’ she said, * knowing your kind 
and most considerate attentions, that we may compro- 
mise yon in England ’ 

He at once assured her he hoped not, he thought not 
at all 

‘ The idea is due to my brother,’ she went on , * for I 
— women know so httle * — and most guiltlessly should 
we liave done so. My brother perhaps does not thmk 
of us foremost, but his argument I can distmgmsh. 

I can see, that were you openly to plead Silva’s cause, 
you might brmg yourseK into odiuni, Mr Jocelyn , and 
heaven knows I would not that * May I then ask, that in 
England we may be simply upon the same footing of 
pnvate fnendship ^ ’ 

The diplomatist looked mto her uplifted visage, that 
had all the sugary sparkles of a ciystalhzed preserved 
fruit of the Portugal clime, and observed, confidentially, 
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that, with every wilhngncss in the vorld to Bcrvr her, ho 
did think it would possibly bo bettor, for a time, to lio 
npon that footing, apart from political consideration** 

‘I w’as very sure my brother would apprehend your 
views,* said the Countess ‘ He, poor boy I Iub career 
la closed Ho must sink into a different sphere. Ho will 
greatly miss tho intercourse with you and your sweet 
family ’ 

Further reheved, tho diplomatist delivered a high 
opimon of tho young gentleman, hia abilities, and hia con- 
duct, and truatod he should sco him frequently 
By an apparent saonfico, tho lady thus obtained what 
she wanted 


Near tho hour speculated on by tho diplomatist, the 
papers came on board, and he, unaware how he had been 
manoeuvred for lack of a wnfe at Ins elbow’, was quickly 
engaged in appeasmg the great Bntish hunger for nows , 
second only to that for beef, it seems, and equally accept- 
able salted when it cannot bo had fresh 
leavmg the devotee of statecraft w ith his legs crossed, 
and his face wearmg the cognizant air of one whoso head 
IS above the waters of events, to enjoy tho mighty meal 
of i^ah and salted at discretion, tho Countess dived below\ 
Meantime the Jocasta, as smoothly as before she was 
Ignorant of how the world wagged, slipped up tho nver 
with the tide , and tho sun hung red bchmd tho forest of 
maste, burnishing a broad length of the sotpentme haven 
of the nations o the caiti A young Enghslman rctnm- 

without some 

1 i ^ Evan stood at the fore part of tho 
‘ LT m hiaoars, to spin his senses . 

■ What do yon find so boaufaful * ’ he adted 
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‘ Oh, you dull fellow 1 Why the ships, and the houses, 
and the smoke, to be sure/ 

‘ The ships ? Why, I thought you despised trade, 
mademoiselle ? ’ 

* And so I do. That is, not trade, but trades?nen. Of 
course, I mean shopkeepers ’ 

‘ It ’s they who send ^e ships to and fro, and make the 
picture that pleases you, nevertheless/ 

* Do they * * said she, mdifEerently, and then with a 
sort of fervour, ‘ Why do you always grow so cold to me 
whenever we get on this subject ? ’ 

‘ I cold ? ’ Evan responded. The incessant fears of his 
diplomatic sister had succeeded in making £im painfully 
jealous of this subject. He turned it off. ‘T^y, our 
feelings are just the same Do you know what I was 
thinking when you came up ? I was thinking that I 
hoped I might never disgrace the name of an Englishman.’ 

‘ Now, that ’s noble I ’ cried the girl ‘ And I ’m sure 
you never will Of an English gerMemm, Evan. I like 
that better.’ 

‘ Would you rather be called a true Enghsh lady than 
a true Enghsh woman, Eose ^ ’ 

‘ Don’t think I would, my dear,’ she answered, pertly , 
‘hut “gentleman” always means more than “man” 
to me ’ 

* And what ’s a gentleman, mademoiselle ^ ’ 

‘Can’t tell you, Don Doloroso. Somethmg you are, 
sir,’ she added, surveying him. 

Evan sucked the bitter and the sweet of her explana- 
tion His sister m her anxiety to put him on his guard, 
had not beguiled him to forget his real state. 

His Bister, the diplomatist and his lady, the refugee 
Count, with ladies’ maids, servants, and luggage, were 
now on the main-deck, and Master Alec, who was as good 
as a newspaper correspondent for private conversations, 
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put an end to the colloquy of the young people Tliey 
were all assembled m a circlo ulicn the vessel came to 
her moormgs. Tho diplomatist glutted with nous, and 
thiratmg for gonfirmations ; tho Count dumb, courloon*», 
and qmok-eyed , the honourable lady complacent m tho 
consciousness of boxes u cll packed , tho Counte*« breath- 
ing melhfluous long-draum adietix that should pro\okc 
mvitations Evan and Rose regarded each other 

The boat to convey them on shore uas being lowcrc'd, 
and they were prepanng to move fo^^\a^d. Ju^t then 
the vessel was boarded by a strangor 

* Is that one of the creatures of your Customs ? I did 
imagme we were safe from them/ exclaimed tho Countess 

The diplomatist laughingly requested her to save her- 
self anxiety on that score, while under his umg But 
she had drawn attention to tho intiudcr, uho uas scon 
addressing one of the midslupmen» He u as a man in a 
long brown coat and loose white neckcloth, spectacles on 
nose, which he wore considerably bolou tho bridge and 
peered over, as if their mom use wore to sight his eye , 
a beaver hat, with broadish bnm, on his head. A man 
of no station, it was evident to the ladies at once, and 
they would have taken no further notice of him had lio 
not been seen ateppmg toward them m the rear of tho 
yoxmg midshipman 

The late came to Evan, and said * A fellow of tho 
name of Gomx wants you. Says there ’a somethme the 
matter at home ’ ” 


Evan advanced, and bowed stiffly. 

Mr Goren held ont hia hand ‘ You don’t remember 
me, young man « I out out your first smt for you when 
you were breeched though! Yes-ahl Tour poor father 
wouldn t put Ins hand to it Goren I ’ 

Embarrassed, and not quite abve to the chapter of facts 
this name should have opened to him, Evan bowed agam. 
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‘ Goren ^ ’ continued the possessor of the name. He 
had a cracked voice, that when he spoke a word of 
two syllables, commenced with a lugubrious crow, 
and ended in what one might have taken for a 
cunous question 

‘ It IS a bad busmess brmgs me, young man I ’m 
not the best messenger for such tidings. It ’s a black 
suit, young man < It ’s your father I ’ 

The diplomatist and his lady gradually edged back 
but Rose remamed beside the Countess, who breathed 
quick, and seemed to have lost her self-command 
Thmkmg he was apprehended, Mr. Goren said . * I ’m 
going down to-mght to take care of the^op He ^s to 
be buried m his old muform You had better come with 
me by the mght-coach, if you would see the last of him, 
young man ’ 

Breaking an odd pause that had fallen, the Countess 
cried aloud, suddenly • 

‘ In hiB uniform * ’ 

Mr. Goren felt his arm seized and his legs hurrying him 
some ' paces mto isolation, * Thanks i thanks I ’ was 
murmured in his ear ‘ Not a word more, Evan cannot 
bear it Oh * you are good to have come, and we are 
grateful My father I my father • ’ 

She had to tighten her hand and wnst against her 
bosom to keep herself up. She had to reckon m a glance 
how much Rose had heard, or divmed She had to mark 
whether the Count had understood a syllable. She had 
to whisper to Evan to hasten away with the homble man. 
She had to enhven his stunned senses, and calm her own. 
And with mournful images of her father m her brain, the 
female Spartan had to turn to Rose, and speculate on 
the girl’s reflective brows, while she said, as over a distant 
relative, sadly, but without distraction . ‘ A death m the 
family ! ’ and preserved herself from weeping her heart 
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out, that none might guess the thing who did not posi- 
tively know it 

Evan touched the hand of Rose without meeting her 
eyes He was soon cast off m Mx Goren’s boat Then 
the Countess murmured final adieux , twihght under her 
hds, but yet a smile, stately, affectionate, almost gemal 
Rose, her sweet Rose, she must kiss She could have 
slapped Rose for appearmg so reserved and cold She 
hugged Rose, as to hug oblivion of the last few mmutes 
into her The girl leant her cheek, and bore the embrace, 
lookmg on her with a kmd of wonder 
(J)nly when alone with the Count, m the brewer’s 
carnage awaitmg her on shore, did the lady give a natural 
course to her gnef , veil knowing that her Silva would 
attribute it to the darkness of their common exile (^She 
wept but m the excess of her misery, two wordB of 
strangely opposite signification, pronounced by Mr 
Goren , two words that were at once poison and antidote, 
sang m her brain, tuo uords that pamted her dead 
I father from head to foot, his nature and his fortune these 
ere the Shop, and the Uniform^ 

Oh I what would she not have given to have seen and 
bestowed on her beloved father one last kiss » Oh I how 
she hoped that her mspired echo of Uniform, on board the 
.Tocasta, had dromied the memory, echpsed the meanme 
of that fatal utterance of Shop ! * 


CHAPTER V 

Tire PAJUtT AKD THE FOHEHAIi 

It M tho evening of the second day since the airivnl of 
the black letter in London from Lymport, and the mfe of 
tho brrnier and the mfc of tho Major sat dropping tears 
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into one another’s laps, m expectation of their sister the 
Countess Mr Andrew Cogglesby had not yet returned 
from his office. The gallant Major had gone forth to dine 
■with General Sir George Frebuter, the head of the Mannes 
of his time. It would have been difficult for the Major, he 
informed his wife, to send m an excuse to the General for 
non-attendance, without entering into particulars i and 
that he should tell the General he could not dme with him, 
because of the sudden decease of a tailor, was, as he let his 
wife understand, and requested her to perceive, qmte out 
of the qu^tion. So he dressed himself car^uUy, and 
though p^em^toi^'with his wife concerning his hnen, 
and requiring natoal services from her m the button de- 
partment, and a casual exjiression of contentment as to 
his ultimate, make-up, he left her that day without any 
final mjunctions to occupy her mind, and she was at 
hberty to weep if she pleased, a pnvilege she did not enjoy 
undisturbed when he was present , for the wamor hated 
that weakness, and did not care to hide his contempt 
for it. 

Of the three sisters, the wife of the Major was, oddly 
enough, the one who was l^t mveterately solicitous of 
concealing the fact of her parentage. Reticence, of 
course, she had to study with the rest , the Major was 
a walking book of reticence and the observances , he 
professed, also, m company with herself alone, to have 
had much trouble m drilhpg her to mark and properly 
preserve them. She had no desire to speak of her birth- 
place. But, for some reason or other, she did not share 
her hero’s rather petula nt anxiety to keep the curtain ' 
nailed down on that part of her hfe winch preceded her 
entry into tho ranks of the Royal Slannes Some might 
have thought that those fair large blue eyes of heis 
wandered now and then m pleasant unambitious valks 
behind tho curtain, and toyed with little fiovi ere of palest 
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memory. Utterly taslclcss, totally in discern- 

ment, not to say gratitude, tlio Sla3or could not presume 
her to be / and yet Ins nits perceived tlmi her anaueni 
and the conduct she shaped m accordance uiUi Ins re- 
peated protests and long-ieaohing apprchon'^ions oi ulmt 
he called danger, betrayed acquiescent obedience more 
than the connubial sympathy due to him Danger on 
the field the Major knou not of , ho did not scruple lo 
name the uord in relation to his wife Eor, ns ho told 
her, should he, some da}^ as m the chapter of accidents 
might occur, sally into the street a Ivnight Companion of 
the Bath and become lalo^^n to men as Sir Mnxu ell Stnko, 
it would he deoidedlj^ disagreeable foi him to ho blorni 
upon by a wmd from Lymport Moreover she uas the 
mother of a son The Major pomted out to her the dui} 
she oued her offsprmg Certainly the protecting rcgis 
of his rank and title ivould bo over the lad, but she might 
depend upon it any mdiscreiion of hers uould damage 
him m his future career, the Major assured her Young 
Maxwell must be considered. 

Ror all this, the motlier and infe, uhen the black letter 
found them m the mormng at breakfast, had burst into a 
fit of gnef, and faltered that she wept for a father hlrs 
Andrew, to whom the letter was addressed, had simply 
held the letter to her m a tremhhng hand The Major 
compared their behaviour, uith maiked enconuiuns 
Mrs Andiew Now this lady and her husband uerc m 
obverse relative positions ^The brewei had no will but 
his Harriet’s Jis esteem for her combmed the consti- 
tutional feelmgs of an msignificantly-built htOe man foi 
a majestic woman, and those of a worthy soul foi tlie 
u ife of his bosom Possessing, or possessed by her, the 
good brewer was perfectly happy She, it might be 
thought, under these oiroumstances, would not have 
minded much his hearing what he might hear It hap- 
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pcned, however, that she was os jealous of the w'luds of 
LymporO as the Jlajoi himself , as ^^gIIant m debariing 
them from accc<?s to the brew’ory as now the Countess 
could iiavo been. (We are not dissecting human nature : 
PufTicc it, therefore, from a mere glance at the surface, 
to say, that just ns moneyed men arc careful of their 
coin, women wdio have all the advantages in a con- 
junction, are miserly m keeping them, and shudder to 
tliink that one thing remains hidden, 'which the woild 
they move in might put down p^ityingly in favour of their 
spouse, even though to the htUe man Tw ere naught She 
assumed that a revelation would dimmish her moral 
stature , and cerfcamly it would not increase that of her 
husband So no good could come of it. Besides, 
Andrew knew, his w hole conduct w^as a tacijfc admission, ‘ 
that she had condescended m giving him her hand The 
features of their union might not ho changed altogether by 
a revelation, but it would be a shock to her 

CJonseguently, Hamet tenderly rebuked Caroline, for 
her outcry at the breakfast-table , and Carolme, the elder 
Bister, w^ho had not since marnago grown m so free an 
air, excused herself humbly, and the two “were -weeping 
when the Countess joined them and related what she 
had just undergone. 

Hearing of Carolme’s misdemeanour, however, Lomsa’s 
eyes rolled aloft m a paroxysm of tabulation It was ' 
nothing to Carolme, it was comparatively nothmg to 
Hamet ; but the Count knew not Lomsa had a father 
beheved that her parents had long ago been wiped out . 
And the Count was by nature m/iuisitive , and if he once 
chenshed a suspicion he was restless , he was pomted in 
his mquines he was pertmacious m following out a 
clue there never would be peace Avith him I And then, 
as they were secure m their pnvacy, Louisa cned aloud 
for her father, her beloved father • Hamet wept silently. 
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‘Then, of course, you go Yes quite 
your father and mother 1 always love your father and 
Ltherl Old Tom and I never knew ours Tom s 
quite well-same as ever IX he rang the bell, have 
my chop m here with you You must t^ and eat a bit. 
Van Here u e are, and there we go Old Tom s wander- ^ 
mg for one of his weeks You ’U see him some day. He 
ain’t like me No dinner to-day, I suppose, Charles 
Tins was addressed to the footman He announced 
' Dinner to-day at half-past sis, as usual, sir,’ hoiied, and 

^ Mr Andrew pored on the floor, and rubbed his hair back 
on bis head ‘ An odd world was his remark 
Evan lifted up his face to sigh ‘ I ’m almost sich of 


it * ’ 

* Damn appearances * ’ cned Mr Andrew, 
his legs. 

The action cooled him 

' I ’m sorry I swore,’ he said * Bad habit ^ The 
^lajor ’s here — ^you know that * ’ and he assumed the ^ 
Iklajor’s voice, and strutted m imitatioii of the stalvart 
marmo ‘ Major— a^tnke ^ of the Royal Marines t 
returned from China ! covered with glory a hero, 
Van • We can’t expect him to be much of a mourner 
And we shan’t have him to dine with us to-day — that ’s 
somethmg ’ He sank his voice * I hope the widow ’ll 
bear it ’ 

‘ I hope to God my mother is well * ’ Evan groaned 
* That ’U do,’ said Mr Andrew ' Don’t say any more ’ 
As he spoke, he clapped Evan kmdly on the hack 
A message was brought from the ladies, requiring Evan 
to wait on them. He returned after some mmutes 
‘ How do you think Hamet ’s lookmg ^ ’ asked Mr 
Andrew And, not waitmg for an answer, whispered, 
’ Are they going doivn to the funeral, my boy ? ’ 
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Evan’s brow was dark, as he rephed . * They are not 
decided ’ 

‘ Won’t Harriet go ^ ’ 

‘ She is not going — she thinks not ’ 

‘ And the Countess—Louisa ’s upstairs, eh will she 
go^’ 

‘ She cannot leave the Count — she thinks not ’ 

‘ Won’t Caroline go ^ Caroline can go She — he — 
mean — Carohne can go ^ ’ 

' The Llajor objects She wishes to.’ 

Mr Andrew struck out his arm, and uttered, ‘the 
Major • ’ — a compromise for a loud anathema. But the < 
compromise was vam, for he sinned agam m an explosion 
against appearances 

‘ I ’m a brewer, Van. Do you think I ’m ashamed of 
it 2 Not while I brew good beer, my boy I — ^not while 
I brew good beer • They don’t think worse of me m the 
House for it It isn’t ungentlemanly to brew good beer, 
Van. But what ’s the use of talking ^ ’ 

Mr. Andrew sat down, and murmured, ‘ Poor girl ^ poor 
girl i ’ 

The allusion was to his wife , for presently he said ‘ I 
can’t see why Harriet can’t go What ’s to prevent her * ’ 
Evan gazed at him steadily. Death’s levelling influ- 
ence was m Evan’s mmd. He was ready to say why, 
and fully. 

Mj. Andrew arrested him with a sharp ‘ Never mind • 
Hamet does as she likes I ’m accustomed to — hem ^ — 
what she does is best, after all. She doesn’t mterfere 
with my business, nor I with hers Man and wife. 

Pausing a moment or so, Mr Andrew intimated that 
they had better be dressmg for dinner. With his hand 
on the door, which he kept closed, he said, m a busmess- 
hke way, ‘ You know, Van, as for me, I should be very 
wfllmg — only too happy — to go doivn and pay all the 
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respect I could’ He became confiiH^b nml ^hot hn 
head from sido to side, looking anjAUirre but nt IRan 
‘Happ^ no^ and to-morrow > (o do aiullunq m niv 
pow er, if Harnctr— follou the funeral— one of the family 
— anything I could do 1ml — a — we kl hot ter he dn 
foi dinner ’ And out tho enigmatic little man ^unt, 
Evan partly dnincd liiiu then But at dinner he< 
behaviour iias perple\ing. He vaa loo oliotrful He 
pledged tho Count IIo ^\ould ha\c the ]^ortuguc>c for 
tins tmd that, and make Anglican efforts to n*pr,il it, 
and laugh at his failures IIo nould not Ptc that there 
M^as a father dead At a tabic of actors, Mr. Andreu* 
overdid Ins part, and vas the non>1 Hit* uifo could not 
help thinking him a heartless Iittlo man. 


The poor show had its term Tho ladies fled to tho 
houdoir sacred to grief Evan ^\n3 vhispcrcd that )io 
was to ]om them ^^hen ho might without seeming nns* 
tenons to tho Count Bcfoic ho reached them, tliev liad 
talked tearfully over tlio clothes ho should wear at Ljm- 
port, agreemg that his present foreign appaml, being 
black, would ho suitable, and would servo almost ns 
disguise, to the mhabitants at largo , and as E\ an bad 
no English wear, and there was no limo to procure any for 
to, ^at was well Tlioy arranged exactly ho\v long lio 
should stay at Lymport, whom ho should the 
manner he should adopt toward tho different mhabitants. 
By aB he w^as to avoid tho approach of tlie gontry 
Tor houra Evan, m a trance, half stupefied, had to listen 

W ““ >“ “ '■> “"P-"* 

descended among them, dear 
moln “O'"® to pay tho last 

■ “0 fannhanties Allow none 
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gently, but finnly. Imitate Silva You remember, at 
Dona Risbonda’s ball ? When be met the Comte de 
Dartigues, and knew he was to be m disgrace with his 
Court on the morrow ? Oh * the exquisite shade of 
difference in Silva’s behaviour towards the Comte So 
finely, dehcately perceptible to the Comte, and not a soul 
saw it but that wretched Frenchman ^ He came to me 
“ Madame,” he said, “ is a question permitted ^ ” I 
rephed, As many as you please, M ie Comte, but no 
answers promised ” He said “ May I ask if the Courier 
has yet come ml” “ Nay, M le Comte,” I replied, 
“ this is diplomacy Inquire of me, or better, give me 
an opinion on the new glac4 silk from Pans. ” ‘ * Madame,” 
said he, bowmg, “ I hope Pans may send me aught so 
good, or that I ^all grace half so well.” I smiled, “ You 
shall not be single m your hopes, M le Comte The gift 
would be base that you did not embelhsh ” He lifted 
his hands, French-fashion * Madame, it is that I have 
received the gift.” “ Indeed I M le Comte ” “ Even 
now from the Count de Saldar, your husband.” I looked 
most innocently, “ From my husband, M le Comte ? ” 
“From him, Madame A portrait An Ambassador 
without his coat * The portrait was a finished perform- 
ance ” I said * “ And may one beg the permission to 
inspect it ^ “ Mais,” said he, laughmg * “ were it you 

alone, it would be a pnvilege to me ” I had to check 
him Beheve me, M le Comte, that when 1 look upon 
it, my praise of the artist will be extmguished by my 
pity for the subject ” He should have stopped there ; 
but you cannot have the last word inth a Frenchman— 
not even a woman Fortunately the Queen just then 
made her entry into the saloon, and his ?Jwi.on the 
chanty of our sex was lost. We bowed mutually, and 
were separated’ (The Countess employed her hand- 
kerchief) ‘Yes, dear Van ^ that is how you should 



58 EVA3^ HAERINCtTON 

belmve Imply things With dearest Mama, of course, 
you are the dutiful son Alas ^ you must stand for son 
and daughters Mama has so much sonsol She ^vlll 
nnderstand how sadly wo are placed But m a week 
I will come to her for a day, and bnng you back ’ 

So much his sister Louisa His sistci Harriet offered 
V»Tn her house for a home m London, thenco to project his 
now career His sister Carolme sought a word with him 
in pnvate, but only to weep bitterly in his arms, and 
utter a famt moan of regret at mamages m general 
He loved this beautiful creature the best of his three 
sisters (partly, it may be, because he despised her supenor 
officer), and tned with a few smothered words to mduce 
her to accompany him but she only shook her fair looks 
and moaned afresh Mr Andrew, m the farewell squeeze 
of the hand at the street-door, asked him if he wanted 
anything He negatived the requirement of anythmg 
whatever, with an air of careless decision, though he 
w^as aware that his purse barely contamed more than 
would take him the distance, but the instmots of this 
amateur gentleman were very fine and sensitive on 
questions of money Hia family had never known him 
beg for a shillmg, or admit his necessity for a penny . nor 
could he be made to accept money unless it was thnist 
mto his pocket Somdiow his sisters had foigotten this 
pecuhanty of his Harriet only remembered it when 
too late 

But I dare say Andrew has suppUed him,’ she said 
Andrew being interrogated, informed her what had 
passed between them 

And you think a Harrington would confess he wanted 
money 1 was her scornful exclamation * Evan wnuld 
walk— he would die rather It was treating him like a 
mendicant ’ 

Andrew had to shrmk in his brewer’s skm, 
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By some fatality all wlio were doomed to sit and Lsten 
to th.e Countess de Saldar, were sure to be behmdband 
in an appointment. 

When the young man arrived at the coach-office, he was 
pobtely informed that the vehicle, m which a seat had 
been secured for him, was in close alhance with tune and 
tide, and bemg under the same ngid laws, could not 
possibly have waited for him, albeit it had stretched a 
point to the extent of a pair of minutes, at the urgent 
sohcitation of a passenger 

gentleman who speaks so, sir,’ said a volunteer 
fliiTnio^of the office, crowing and questioning from his 
throat in Goren’s manner. ‘Yok> yok^ That was 
how he spoke, sir,’ 

Evan reddened, for it brought the scene on board the 
Jocasta vividly to ins mind. The heavier busmess 
obliterated it He took counsel with the clerks of the 
office, and eventually the volunteer mimic conducted him 
to certain hvery stables, where Evan, like one accustomed 
to command, ordered a chariot to pursue the coach, 
received a touch of the hat for a lordly fee, and was soon 
rolling out of London. 


CHAPTEE. VI 

MV GENTLEMAN ON THE EOAD 

Tee postilhon had every reason to beheve that he earned 
a real gentleman behind him ; in other words, a purse 
long and hberal. He judged by all the pomts he knew 
of a firm voice, a brief commanding style, an apparent 
mdifference to expense, and the inexpbeabie minor 
characteristics, such as polished boots, and a stnkmg 
wnstband, and so forth, which wiU show a creature 
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accustomed to step over tlie heads of men He had, 
therefore, no particular anxiety to part company, and 
jogged easily on the white highway, beneath a moon 
that walked bgh and small over maiblo clouds 
Evan rechned m the chanot, revolvmg his sensations 
In another mood ho would have called them thoughts, 
perhaps, and marvelled at their immensity The theme 
was Love and Death One might have supposed, from 
his occasional muttenngs at the pace regulated by the 
postilhon, that he was burmng ^vIth anxiety to catch 
the flymg coach. He had forgotten it forgotten that 
he was giving chase to anj^thing A pair of Tvondermg 
feminine eyes pursued him, and made him fret for the 
miles to throw a thicker veil between hiin and them 
The senous level brows of Bose haunted the poor youth ; 
and refleotmg whither he was tending, and to what sight, 
he had shadowy touches of the holiness there is in death , 
from which came a conflict between the imaged phantoms 
of his father and of Bose, and ho sided against his love 
with some bitterness His sisters, weeping for their 
father and holdmg aloof from his ashes, Evan swept 
from his nund He called up the man Ins father was 
the km^ess, the teadmess, the gallant gaiety of the 
great Mel Youths are fascinated by the barbanan 
virtues, and to Evan, under present influences, Ins 
rntlier was a pattern of manhood He asked himself 
Was It infamous to earn one’s bread « and answered it 
veiy strongly m his father’s favour The great Mel’s 

creitoiB were not by to show hun another feature 
Of tile ease 


atherto, m passive obedience to the indoctrination 

1 ! on tailors as the 

prMonbed race of modem society. He bad pitied bs 

fitfdlv honest promptings uith Hose (tempting to him 
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because of the Tvondrous chivalry they argued, and at 
bottom false probably as the hypoonsy they affected 
to combat), he had been by no means sorry that the 
world saw not the spot on himself Other sensations 
beset him now. Since such a man was banned by the 
world, which was to he despised * 

The clear result of Evan’s sohtary musing was to cast 
a sort of halo over Tailordom. Death stood over the 
pale dead man, his father, and dared the world to sneer 
at him. By a smgular capnee of fancy, Evan had no 
sooner grasped this image, than it was suggested that he 
might as well inspect his purse, and see how much money 
he was master of. 

Are you impatient with this young man 1 He has 
httle character for the moment llfesit^youths are like 
Pope ’s women ; they have no character at all And 
indeed a character that does not wait for circumstances 
to shape it, is of small worth m the race that must be 
run To be set too early, is to take the work out of the 
hands of the Sculptor who fashions men. Happily a 
youth IS always at school, and if he was shut up and 
without mark two or three hours ago, he will have 
something to show you now as I have seen bloommg 
sea-flowers and other graduated organisms, when left 
undisturbed to their own action Where the Pates have 
designed that he shall present his figure m a stoiy, this 
is sure to happen. 

To the postilhon Evan was mdebted for one of his 
first lessons. 

About an hour after midnight pastoral stillness and 
the moon begat m the postilhon desire for a pipe. Day- 
light prohibits the dream of it to mounted postillions. 
At mght the question is more human, and allows appeal 
The moon smiles assentmgly, and smokers know that 
she really lends herself to the enjoyment of tobacco. 
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The postnlliou could remember gentlemen ulio did not 
object ^bo had even given him cigars Tiimuig round 
to see if haply the piesont inmate of the chanot might 
be smokmg, he observed a head extended from the 
widow 


* How far are we * ’ ivas inquired 

The postdhon numboied the milestones passed 

‘ Bo you see anythmg of tho coach ’ ’ 

‘ Can’t say as I do, sir ’ 

He was commanded to stop Evan jumped out 
‘ I don’t think I ’ll take you any farthoi,’ ho said 
The postilhon laughed to scorn the notion of his caring 
how far he went With a pipe in his mouth, ho msmu- 
atmgly remarked, he could jog on all night, and throw 
sleep to the dogs Fresh horses at HiUford , ficsli at 
Fallowfield and the gentleman himself would reach 
Lymport fresh m the morning 
‘ No, no , I Avon’t take you any farther,’ Evan repeated 
^ But Avhat do it matter, sir ^ ’ urged tho postillion. 

I d rather go on as I am I— -a — made no arrange- 
ment to take you tho Avhole Avay ’ 

' Oh f ’ cned tho postilhon, ‘ don’t you go troubhV 
yourself about that, sir Master knows it ’s touch-and- 
go about catohin’ the coach I *m oil nght ’ 

So infatuated Avas tho fellow m the belief that he Avaa 
dealmg with a perfect gentleman— an easy pocket I 
Noav you would not suppose that one w^ho piesumes 
he has sufficient, Avould find a difficulty m askmg how 
much he has to pay With an effort, mdifferently 
masked, Evan blurted ^ 

By the Avay, tell me— how much— Avhat is the charge 
for the distance Ave ve come ^ ° 

^atlemen-scmAvs there aie conscientious 
gentlemen ^ey ealonlate. md remonstiatmg or not, 
they pay The postilhon would lather have had to do 
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wtli the gentleman loyal, Avho is above base cpmjiutation , 
but he Imew the humamty m the class he served, and 
mth his conception of Evan only partially dimmed, 
he remarked , 

‘ Oh-h-h I that won’t hurt you, sir Jump along m, 
— settle that by-and-by ’ 

But when my gentleman stood fast, and renewed the 
demand to know the exact charge for the distance 
already traversed, the postilhon dismounted, glanced 
him over, and speculated with hia fingers tipping up his 
hat. Meantime Evan drew out his purse, a long one, 
certainly, but limp <®ut of this drowned-looking wretch 
the last spark of hfe was taken by the sum the postilhon 
ventured to name , and if paying your utmost farthing 
without cxanunation of the charge, and cheerfully step- 
pmg out to walk fifty miles, penniless, constituted a. 
postillion’s gentleman, Evan would have passed, test 
Thje sight of poverty, however, provokes familiar feelmgs 
in p oor men, if you have not had occasion to show them ^ 
you possess particular qualities. The postiUion’s eye 
' was more on the purse than on the sum it surrendered 

* There,’ said Evan, ‘ I shall walk. Good-mght.’ 
And he flung his cloak to step forward. 

‘ Stop a bit, BIT arrjBSt^djhim, 

The postilhon rallied up sideways, with an assumption 
of gemal respect * I didn’t calc’late myself m that there 
amount.’ 

Were these words, think you, of a character to strike a 
young man hard on tlie breast, send the blood to Jus 
head, and set-up m'Jiis heart a densiv e. chorus ^'^My 
gentleman could pay his money, and keep ’'his footmg 
gallantly , hut to be asked for a penny beyond what he 
possessed , to be seen beggaied, and to be claimed a 
debtor— alack 1 Pnde was the one developed faculty 
of_ Evan’s nature The Pates who mould us, always 
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■work from the mam-sprmg I not Bay that tlio 
postallion stripped off the mask for him, at that instant 
completely, but he gave him tho first Iruo glimpse 
of his condition From the vaguo sense of being an 
impostor, Evan awoke to the clear fact that ho vas 
likewise a fool 

It was impossible for him to deny tho man’s claim, and 
he would not have done it, if he could Acceding tacitly, 
he squeezed the ends of his purse m lus pockot, and with 
a ‘Let mo see,* tned hie waistooat Not too impetu- 
ously ; for he Mas careful of betraying tho homd empti- 
ness till he was cortam that tho poMors who wait on 
gentlemen had utterly forsaken him They had not. 
He discovered a small com, under ordinary circum- 
stances not contemptible, but he did not stay to 
reflect, and was guilty of tho error of offonng it to 
the postilhon 

The latter peered at it m tho centre of lus palm , gazed 
queerly m the gentleman’s face, and then lifting the 
spit of silver for tho disdam of his misticss, tho moon, 
he drew a long breath of regret at tho ongmal mistako 
he had committed, and said 


‘ ^at ’s what you ’re gain’ to give mo for my nieht’s 
Mork^ ° 


™ wuibon genuemen iiacl only helped tho 

pretentog youth to try him A rejection of the demand 
would have been infimtely wiser and bettor than this 
paltty comFomise The postilhon would have fought 
It he would not have despised lus fare 
How much it cost the poor pretender to leplv, * It ’s 
^ could 

qulir^^^ > The postillion continued lus 

‘Ton heard what I said,’ Evan remarked 
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The postillion drew another deep breath, and holding 
out the com at arm's length 
‘ Weil, sir ^ ' he obsen^ed, as one whom mental conflict 
has brought to the philosophy of the case, ‘ now, was we 
to change places,, I couldn’t a’ done it * I couldn’t a’ 
done it • ’ he r^rated, pausing emphatically, 

* Take it, sir ! ’ he magnammously resumed , ‘ take it ^ 
You rides when you can, and you walks when you must. 
Lord forbid I should rob such a gentleman as you i ’ 

One who feels a death, is for the hour lifted above the 
satire of postillions A good gemus prompted Evan to 
avoid the silly squabble that might have ensued and 
made him ridiculous He took the money, qmetly 
saymg, ‘ Thank you ’ 

Not to lose hiB v^tage, the postilhon, though a httle 
staggered by the move, rejomed ‘ Don’t mention it.’ 

Evan then said : ‘ Good mght, my man. I won’t 
wish, for your sake, that we changed places. You 
would have to walk fifty miles to be m time for your 
father’s funeral. Good mght.’ 

‘ You are it — to look at * ’ was the postilhon’s com- 
ment, seemg my gentleman depart with great stndes. 
jHe did not speak offensively , rather, it seemed, to 
appease, his. conscience for the ongmal mistake he had 
committed, for subsequently came, ‘My oath on it, I 
don’t get took m again by a squa sh hat , m a hurry ^ ’ 
Unaware of the ban he had, by a sixpenny stamp, put ‘ • 
upon an unoffendmg class, Evan went a-head, hearmg 
the wheels of the chariot still draggmg the road m his 
rear The postilhon was m a dissatisfied state of mind 
He had asked and received more than his due. But m 
the matter of his sweet self, he had been choused, as he , v 
termed it And my gentleman had ba|3ed„him, he could 
not quite tell how , but he had been got the better of , 
his sarcasms had not stuck, and returned to rankle m 
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tbe bosom of their author. As a Jew, therefore, may ej® ^ ^ 
an erewhile bondsman who has paid the bill, but standS-’* 
out against excess of mtorest on legal grounds, the 
postilhon regarded Evan, of whom he was now abreast, 
eager for a controversy 

‘Erne night,’ said the postiUion, to begm, and was 
answered by a short assent ‘ Lateish for a poor man 
to be out — don’t you think sir, eh * ’ 

‘ I ought to think so,’ said Evan, mastering the shrewd 
unpleasantness he felt m the colloquy forceSlm him 
‘ Oh, you * you ’re a gentleman * ’ the postilhon 
ejaculated 

‘ You see I have no money ’ 

‘ Feel it, too, sir ’ 

* I am sorry you should be the victim ’ 

‘ Victim • ’ the postilhon seized on an objectionable 
word * I am’t no victim, unless you was up to a joke 
■with me, sir, just now Was that the game ^ ’ 

Evan informed him that he never played jokes with 
money, or on men 

‘ ’Cause it looks like it, sir, to go to offer a poor chap 
sixpence ’ The postilhon laughed hollow from the end 
of his lungs ‘ Sixpence for a night’s work 1 It 15 a 
joke, if you don’t mean it for one Why, do you know, 
sir, I could go — there, I don’t care where it is I — could 
go before any magistrate hvm’, and he ’d make ye pay 
It ’s a charge, os custom is, and he ’d make ye pay Or 
p’rhaps you’re a gom’ on my generosity, and ’ll say, 
he gev back that sixpence* Well* I shouldn’t a’ 
thought a gentleman ’d make that his defence before a 
magistrate But there, my man * if it makes ye happy, 
keep it But you take my advice, ^sm^ When you hires / 
a chariot, see you ’ve got the shiners^ And don’t you go ' 
never agam offenn’ a sixpence to a poor man for a 
night’s work They don’t like it It hurts their feelm’s, 
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I)on*t you forge( that. •^ir. Lay that up in your 
ms ml/ 

Xow ihe pO'iiUion ha\ing thu «5 icliovcd 
Jccrincly a-kwl pcrmin^ion to ‘'inokc n pipe. Jo uincli 
Hvati ' Pray, finokc, if it pleases you/ And the 
po'^iillion, hardly mollified, added, ‘The baccy ’b paid 
for.’ mid smoked. 

A< will *>01110111110^? happen, the fcelmgs of the man 
who lisd spoken out and beliavcd doubtfully, giciv 
gentle end ChnMinn, whereas? those of the man who'?o 
btaring under the Inal Imd been i ncpro nchaljlo weie 
much the rcxer'C. The po^tlll^on smoked — ho w'as a 
lord on hi« lior-o ; he beheld my gentleman trudging in 
the du**!. Awhile he enjoyed the contiast, dividing his 
attention between the footfnrcr and moon To have 
hud the labl word is always a great thing , and to have 
given my gentleman a lecture, because lie shunned a 
di'^pute nho counts. And then there was the poor 
young fellow trudging to his fathei’s funeral I The 
postillion chose to remember that now. In reahty, ho 
allowed, he had not very much to complain of, and my 
gentleman’s courteous avoidance of provocation (the 
apparent fact that he, the postilhon, had humbled him 
and got the better of him, equally, it may be), acted on 
his fine Enghsh spint. I should not hke to leave out 
the tobacco in tins good change that w^as ’wrought m 
him, How^ever, he presently astonished Evan by pulhng 
up his horses, and crying that he was on his way to 
HiUford to bait, and saw no reason why he should not 
take a hft that part of the road, at all events. Evan 
thanked him bnefly, but declined, and paced on with 
his head bent. 

* It won’t cost you nothing — ^not a sixpence I ’ the 
postillion sang out, pursuing hnn ‘ Come, sir I be a 
man ^ I ain’t a hintm’ at an3rthmg — jump in ’ 
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Evaa again deolmed) and looked out for a side path to 
escape the follow, whose'bounty was worse to lum than 
his abuse, and w hose mention of the sixpence n as unlucky. 

‘ Da^ it > ’ cned the postalhon, ‘ you *re going do’s\n 
to a funeral— I think you said your father’s, sir — ^yon 
may as well try and get there respectable— as fat as I 
go It’s one to mo whether you’re m or out, the 
horses won’t feel it, and I do wish you ’d take a lift and 
welcome It ’s because you ’re too much of a gentleman 
to be beholden to a poor man, I suppose > ’ 

Evan’s young pnde may have had a httle of that base 
mixture m it, and certainly he .would have prefeired that 
the mvitation bad not been mode to Imn , but he ivas 
capable of appreciatmg what the rejection of a piece of 
fnendlmess mvolved, and as he saw that the man was 
sincere, he did violence to himself, and said ‘Very 
neii , then I ’ll jnmp m ’ 


The postilhon was ofE his horse m a twunklmg, and 
trotted hi3 bandy legs to undo the door, ns to a gentleman 
who paid This act of service Evan valued 

Suppose I were to ask you to take the sixpence now ^ ’ 
he said, turmng round, with one foot on the step. 

^ * WeU, sir,’ the postilhon sent his hat aside to ansuer 
I don t ^anti it- 1 ’d rather not have ij; , but there ' 
i U take i^-dash the sixpence 1 and ve Tl cry quits.’ ' ' 
Evan, surprised md pleased inth him" dropped the’ 
hit of ^ney m his hand saymg ‘ It uuU ffll a pipe for 

dehf ^ of me as m your 

debt You re the only man I ever oived a penny to ’ 

observed. ‘A SJ^euee ^ffly tieanf S 

T','"? “• "s'" 

re of oura by forbearance, put it 
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in the xrrong ; and then, by not refusing the burden 
of an obligation, confer something better. The insj;ru- 
ment is simpler than we are taught to fancy. But it 
was doubtless owing to a strong emotion m his soul, as 
well as to the stuff he was made of, that the youth 
behaved as he did. We are now and then above our 
own actions ; seldom on a level with thenD Evan, I 
dare ¥ayj was long in learning to draw any gratification 
from the fact that he had achieved without money the 
rmparalleled conquest of a man. Perhaps he never 
knew what immediate influence on his fortune this 
episode effected./ 

At Hillford they went their different ways The 
postillion wished him good speed, and Evan shook his 
hand. He did so rather abruptly, for the postilhon was 
fumWmg at his pocket, and evidently roundmg about a ^ 
proposal m his mind 

My gentleman has now the road to himself. JIpney 
jgJ[i€L.cloihmg,.ota^gentleman he may wear it well or 
ill Some, you will mark, carry great quantities of it 
gracefully; some, with a stmted supply, present a 
decent appearance : very few, I imagme, will bear 
inspection, who are absolutely stripped of it.^ All, save 
the shameless, are tofirng to escape that tnal. My 
gentleman, treading the white highway across the sohtaiy 
heaths, that swell far and wide to the moon, is, by the 
postilhon, who has seen him, pronounced no sham Nor 
do I think the opimon of any man worthless, who has 
had the postillion’s authonty for speakmg. But it is, 

-•I am told, a finer test to embelhsh much gentlemanJ 
^apparel, than to walk with digmty totally xumdomed" 
rThis simply tries the soundness of our faculties that 
[tempts them m CTr atic d irections It is the difference 
between active and passive excellence 

As there is hardly any situation, however, so mterestmg 
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to reflect upon ns thnt of n mtin \Mthout a ponnj in hi*; 
pocket, and a gizzard full of pride, uc uiU leave Jfr, 
Evan Hamngtx)n to ■wlint fresh adventures may he fall 
him, walking touard the funeral plumes of the fits, under 
the soft midsummer flush, westu ard, uhoro his lather he- 


CHAPTER Vn 


MOXnKR A3?l) SOX 

Rake as epic song is the man uho is thorough in uhnt 
he does And happily so , for m life ho subjugates u*', 
and he makes us bondsmen to his ashes It was in the 
order of things that the great jMel should be borne to his 
final restmg-place by a troop of creditors You have 
seen (smee the occasion demands a pompous simile) 
clouds that all day cling about the sun, and, in scelnng 
to obscure him, are compelled to blaze in his hvety 
at fall of mght they bieok from him illumined, hang 
mournfully above him, and wear his natural gloncs long 
after he is gone Thus, then, these woitM follous 
faithful to him to the dust, fulfilled Mel’s tnumphant 
passage amongst them, and closed his career. 

To regale them when they returned, SIw Mel, uhoso 
mmd was not intent on greatness, u as occupied m spread- 
ing meat and wine Mrs Eiske assisted her, as uell as 
^e could, seemg that one hand was entirelv engaged 

stuiiblcd; and 

^ J^^ch had brought on hei sharp con- 

'« •»> .w.'„ L 

‘ Oh 1 I can’t help It 1 > sobbed Mrs F«ke ■ That he 
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should he carried away, and none of his children to see 
him the last tune! I can understand Louisa — and 
Hamet, too, perhaps ^ But why could not Caroline ^ 
And that they should he too ^e ladies to let their 
brother come and hury his father. Oh! it does seem ’ 

Mrs. Fiske fell into a chair, and surrendered to gnef 

‘ Where is the^cold^ tongue ^ * said Mrs. Mel to Sally, 
the maid, m a bnef under-voice. 

‘ Please mum, Jacko ' ’ 

‘ He must he whipped You are a careless sjut,! ^ 

‘Please, I can’t think of everybody and eveiythmg, 
and poor master ’ 

Sally plumped on a seat, and took sanctuary under her 
apron Mrs Mel glanced at the pair, contmuing her 
labour, 

‘ Oh, aunt, aunt I * cned Mrs Fiske, ‘ why didn't you 
put it off for another day, to give Evan a chance ^ ’ 

* Master ’d have kept another two days, he u ould f ’ 
whimpered Sally, 

‘ Oh, aunt I to think * ’ cned Mrs, Fiske 

* And his cofEn not bearin’ of his sjiurs ' ’ whimpered 
SaUy. 

jMrs Mel mterrupted them by commanding Sally to go 
to the drawmg-room, and ask a lady there, of the name of 
Itlrs Wishaw, whether she would hke to have some 
lunch sent up to her Mrs Fiske was requested to put 
towels m Evan’s bedroom. 

‘ Yes, aunt, if you ’re not infatuated I ’ said IMrs. 
Fiske, as she prepared to obey , vhile Sally, seeing that 
her pubhc exhibition of sorrow and sympathy could be 
mdulged but an instant longer, unwound herself for a 
violent paroxysm, blurtmg between stops : 

‘ If he ’d ony ’vo gone to his last bed comfortable L . . 
If he ’d ony ’ve been that decent as not for to go lo his 
last bed with his clothes on * , . • If he ’d ony Ve had 
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a coTufortablo ebcct I , It tnakci* a v,omm feel colfl 
to think of Inm full dressed Ihczc, ns if ho was gom’ to 
ho a soldier on the Day o’ Judgement I ’ 

To let people speak was a maxim of Mn> jllers, and n 
wise one for any form of society ^\hon emotions are vciy 
much on the surface She conimued her nrmngcmcnfv® 
quietly, and, having counted the number of plates and 
glasses, and told off tho guests on her fingers, she sat 
down to an ait them 

The first iiho entered tho room nns her son 

* You have come,’ said !Mrs Mel, flushing ^^lightly, hut 
othenvuso ontuardly calm 

‘You didn’t suppose I should stay auny from you, 
mother ^ ’ 

Evan kissed her cheek 
‘ I knew you would not ’ 

Iflis Mol examined him inth those eyes of hers tlial 
compassed objects in a smglo glance »Sho dreu licr 
finger on each side of her upper hp, and half smiled, 
Baymg 

‘ That won’t do heie ’ 

* What ^ ’ asked Evan, and proceeded immediately 
to make inqmnes about her health, vhich she satisfied 
■with a nod 

‘ You saw him lowered, Van ^ ’ 

' Yes, mother.’ 

‘ Then go and wash yourself, for you are duty, and 
then come and take your place at the head of the table ’ 
‘ Must I sit here, mother ® ’ 

‘ Without a doubt you must. You know vour room. 
Qmok^’ 

In this manner their first intcmow passed 
Mrs Fiske rushed m to exclaim 
So, you were right, aunt — ho has come I met him 
on the stairs Oh I how like dear uncle Llel he looks, in 
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the nuhtia, with that moustache. I just remember him 
as a child , and, oh, wJiat a gentleman he is > ’ 

At the end of the sentence Mrs. Mel’s face suddenly 
darkened she said, m a deep voice • 

‘ Don’t dare to talk that nonsense before him, Ann ’ 
kirs Fiske looked astonished. 

‘ What have I done, aunt ^ ’ 

‘ He shan’t be rumed by a parcel of fools,’ said Mrs 
Mel * There, go I W'omen have no place here.’ 

‘ How the wretches can force themselves to touch a 
morsel, after this mommg * ’ Sirs Fiske exclaimed, 
glancing at the table 
‘ Men must eat,’ said Mrs. Mel. 

The mourners were heard gathermg outside the door 
Mrs Fiske escaped mto the kitchen Mrs Mel admitted 
them into the parlour, bowmg much above the level of 
many of the heads that passed her 
Assembled were Messrs Barnes, Kilne, and Grossby, 
whom we know ; Mr Doubleday, the ironmonger , Islx 
Joyce, the grocer , Mr. Perkins, commonly called Lavyer 
Perkms ; Mr Welbeck, the pier-master of Lymport ; 
Bartholomew Fiske , Mr. Coxwell, a Falloivfield maltster, 
brewer, and farmer, creditors of vanous dimensions, 
all of them. kir. Goren coming last, Mimd lus^ 
spectucles. 

*My son mil be with you directly, to preside,’ said 
Mrs. Mel ‘ Accept my thanks for the respect you have 
ehovTi my husband. I \nsh you good morning.* 

‘ Mormng, ma’am,’ ansv orcd several voices, and Jfrs 
klcl retired 

The mourners then set to vork to relieve their hats of 
the appendages of crape An undcrtrkei's man took 
possession of the long blade cloalcs The glo^e*^ vore 
generally pocketed 

* That ’s my second black pair this year,* said Joyce 
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‘They *11 Inst n time to come I don’t need to huy 
gloves \ihilo neighbouis pop off * 

* Undertakers’ gloves <^ccm to me ns jf they *rc in ado 
for mutton fists/ remarked Wclbcck , upon uhich Kilne 
nudged Barnes, the butcher, uith a sharp ‘ Aha ^ ’ and 
Barnes observed 

‘ Oh I I never ueai ’em — they docs for my bo^s on 
Simdays I smoko a pipe at homo ’ 

The Fallou field faimer held his length of crape aloft 
and inquiied ‘ WJmt shall do \nth this ^ ’ 

‘ Oh, you keep it/ said ono or two 
Coxwell rubbed his chin ‘Don't hko to rob the 
widder ’ ' 

‘ What ’s left goes to tho undertaker ^ ’ asked Grossby 
‘ To bo Buic/ said Barnes , and Kilno added * It \ a 
]ob* LaA^ 7 cr Perkins ejaculntmg confidently, ‘Per- 
quisites of office, gentlemen , perquisites of office ^ ’ 
^\hlch settled tho dispute and appens^ overj’ conscience 
A survey of tho table ensued Tho mourners felt 
hunger, or else thirst , but had not, it appeared, amalga- 
mated the tuo appetites as yet Thirst uas tho pre- 
dominant declaration , and Giossby, after an examina- 
tion of the decanters, unctuously deduced the fact, 
which he announced, that port and shciiy were present 
‘ Try the port/ said ICilne^ 

‘ Good ^ ’ Bames mqmred 

A very mteihgent * I ought to know,’ mth a reserve of 
regret at the extension of hia mtuuacy uith the pnitioulai 
vmtage under that roof, uas umked by Kilne. 

Lawyer Perkins touched the arm of a moumet about 
to be experimental on Kilne’s port 

I thi nk we had better u ait till young Mr Hamngton 
takes the table, don’t you see ^ ’ 

‘Yes, --ah I’ croaked Goren. ‘The head of tlie 
family, as the saymg goes I ’ 
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‘ I suppose ^re shatf t go into business to-day ? ’ Joyce 
carelessly observed. 

Lawyer Perkins answered 

‘No. Ton can’t expect it. Mr. Hamngton bas led 
me to anticipate that he will appoint a day. Don’t you 
see 1 ’ 

‘Oh^ I see/ returned Joyce. ‘ I ain’t m such a hurry. 
What ’s he doing 1 ’ 

Doubleday, whose prp^nsities were waggish, suggested 
‘ shaving/ but half ashamed of it, smce the joke missed, 
fell to as if he were soaping his face, and had some trouble 
to contract his jaw. 

The delay m Evan’s attendance on the guests of the 
house was caused by the fact that Mrs, Mel had lam m 
wait for him descending, to warn him that he must treat 
them with no supercihous civihty, and to tell him partly 
the reason why On hearing the potential relations in 
which they stood toward the estate of his father, Evan 
hastily and with the assurance of a son of fortune, said 
they should be paid. 

‘ That ’b what they would like to hear,’ said Sirs MeL 
‘ You may just mention it when they ’re gomg to leave. 
Say you will fix a day to meet them.’ 

‘ Every farthing I ’ pursued Evan, on whom the 
tidings were begmnmg to operate. ‘ What I debts ^ 
my poor father • ’ , 

‘And a thumping sum, Van You will open your 
eyes wider ’ 

‘But it shall he paid, mother, -~it shall be paid. 
Debts ? I hate them I ’d slave mght and day to 
pay them ’ 

ilrs Mel spoke m a more positive tense • ‘ And so 
will I, Van Now, go ’ 

It mattered httle to her what sort of effect ou his 
demeanour her revelation produced, so long as the 



76 


EVAN HABRINGTON 


TeBolye die souglii/ to “bnng him to was nailed m his 
nund , and she was a woman to knock and knock agam, 
till it was firmly fixed there. With a strong purpose, 
and no plans, there were few who could resist what, in 
her circle, she willed , not even a youth who Trould gaily 
have marched to the scaffold rather than stand behind a 
counter. A purpose wedded to plans may easily suffer 
shipwreck, but an unfettered purpose that moulds 
circumstances as they anse, masters us, and is temblc 
Character melts to it, like metal in the steady furnace 
The projector of plots is but a miserable gambler and 
votary of chances Of a far higher quahty is the will 
that can subdue itself to wait, and lay no petty traps 
for opportumty Poets may fable of such a will, that it 
makes the very heavens conform to it , or, I may add, 
what IB almost equal thereto, one who would be a gentle- 
man, to consent to be a tailor The only person who ever 
held m his course agamst Mrs Mel, was Mel, — her hus- 
band , but, with him, she was under the physical fasci- 
nation of her youth, and it never left her In her heart 
she barely blamed bun What Ae did, she took among 
other inevitable matters 


The door closed upon Evan, and waifcmg at the foot 
of the staars a mmute to hear how he u as received, Mrs 
Mel went to the kitchen and called the name of Dandy 
which brought out an ih-bmlt, low-browed, small man] 
in a baggy suit of black, who hopped up to her with a 
surly salute Dandy was a bird Mrs Mel had herself 
brought down, and she had for bim something of a 
sportsman’s regard for his victam Dandy was the 
f ^ runner of errands m the household 

ongmally entered it on a dark 

T,*l' to be ready to give the 

gaUant night-baM-k, her husband, the serwce h? might 
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cn ln>» ili^ lu'^t lIcnnnK a Rihpiclous 

Ih'Iov. . ’ih” r'tKl tloliheratcly loaded a pair of 

i)OT>*^'pi‘'tols, Md had uom in hi'^ holsters in 

ih^ dj’V. pns»" , and \iitli fliCr'C f^hc ‘'Pepped do\Mi- 
ftair^ -‘trayit to the celhr. rarrtnng a lantern at Iiei 
pirxll**, Sh^» could uoi onl) load, but- present and fire 
Dit.dy ^\n^ hindmost in ft at mg that ‘^hc called lum forth 
‘Vadih. thrc'C umt^. Infore the pi^^tol discharged 
He nd'miitcd that he fiighkncd, and incapable of 
at the apparition of the tall, temfio woman 
After the thin! time of asking he had the hall lodged in 
\i\< leg and fi’lk Mr^. Mel ^ns in the habit of bearing 
heavier tbnn Dandy. She made no ado about 

higcing him lo a chamber, ^\liere, with Iier o\\n hands 
(for thi’5 Aummn had •■onic slight knowledge of surgery, 
and \wis groat in herbs and drugs) she dressed his -ivound, 
and put him to bed , crying contempt (ever present m 
Dandy's memory') at such a ]) 0 or creature undertaking 
the work of houbchreaker. Taught that he really \vas 
a poor creature for the w'ork, Dandy, his nursing over, 
heeged to be allowed to stop and wait on. Sirs Mel ; 
and she who had, like many stiong natures, a share of 
pity for the objects she dcspi^^cd, did not cast him out 
A jerk in his gait, owning to the bit of lead Mrs Mel had 
dropped into him, and a little, perhaps, to her self- 
Fatibfied e«say in surgical science on his person, earned 
him tlie name he w ent by 

Wien her neighbours remonstrated wth her for 
housing a reprobate, Mrs Mel would say . * Dandy is 
%vell-fed and wcll-physicked • there ’s no harm m Dandy ’ , 
by which she may have meant that the food won his 
gratitude, and the physio reduced his humours She 
had observed humair nature At any rate, Dandy was 
her creature , and the great Mel himself ralhed her 
about her sqmre. 



78 


EVAN HAERINGTON 


* When were you dnmk last ^ ’ was Mrs Mel’s address 
to Bandy, as he stood waitmg for orders 

He rephed to it in an altogether injured way 

‘ There, now , you ’ve been and called me away from 
my dinner to ask me that Why, nhen I had the last 
chance, to be sure ’ 

' And you were at dinner m your new black suit ^ ’ 

‘Well,’ growled Dandy, ‘I borrowed Sally’s apron 
Seems 1 can’t please ye ’ 

Mrs jMel neither enjomed nor cared for outward forms 
of respect, where she was sure of complete subserviency 
If Dandy went beyond the hmits, she gave him an extra 
dose Up to the hunts he might talk as he pleased, m 
accordance with Mrs Mel’s mamm, that it was a necessary 
lehef to all talkmg creatures 

* Now, take ofE your apron,’ she said, ‘ and wash your 
hands, dirty pig, and go and nait at table in tliere ’ , 
she pomted to the parlour-door. ‘ CJome straight to me 
when everybody has left ’ 

‘Well, there I am with the bottles agam,’ returned 
Dandy 'It’s your fault this time, mmd' 1 11 come 
as straight as I can ’ 


Dandy turned away to perform her bidding, and Mis 
!Mel ascended to the drawing-room to sit with Mra 
Wishaw, uho was, as she told all who chose to hear, an 
old flame of Mel’s, and was besides, what Mrs Mel 
tho^ht more of, the 'mfe of Mel’s principal creditor, 
a wholesale dealer in cloth, resident m London 
The connviahty of the mourners did not disturb the 
house Still, men rrho are not accustomed to see the 
colour of ivme every day, -mil sit and enjoy it, even upon 
■ ““d the longer they sit the more thev 

Evan from however, tliey released 

livan from his miserable office late m the afternoon. 
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His mother came doTO to him, — and saying, * I see how 
you did the joumey—you Tsalked it/ told him to follow 
her. 

* Yes, mother/ Evan yaumed, * 1 walked part of the 
way. I met a fellow m a gig about ten miles out of 
Eallou-field, and he gave me^aTift to Hatsham I just 
reached Lymport in time, thank Heaven > I wouldn’t 
have missed that ! By the way, I Ve satisfied these 
men ’ 

‘ Oh * ’ said Mrs Mel 

‘ They wanted — one or two of them — what a pen^ce 
it IS to have to sit among those people an hour ^ — they 
wanted to ask me about the busmess, but I silenced them 
I told them to meet me here this day week ’ 

Mrs. Mel agam said * Oh * ’ and, pushing mto one of 
the upper rooms, ‘ Here ’s your bedroom, Van, just as 
you left it’ ' /- 

‘ Ah, so it is/ muttered Evan, eyemg a prmt ‘ The 
Douglas and Jbhe'Eercy , “ he took the dead man by the 
hand ” V^at an age it seems smee I last saw that 
There ’s Sir Hugh Montgomery on horseback — ^he hasn’t 
moved. Don’t you remember my father oaUmg it the 
Battle of Tit-for-Tat ^ Gallant Percy • I know he 
wished he had hved m those days of lights and battles ’ 

‘ It does not much signify whom one has to make clothes 
for/ observed Mrs.Mel Her son happily did not mark her 

* I we neither of us were made for the days of 
pence and pounds/ he oontmued ‘Now, mother, sit 
down, and talk to me about him Did he mention me ^ 
Did he give me his blessing ^ I hope he did not suffer 
I ’d have given an 3 rthing to press bis hand/ and lookmg 
•^My at the Percy lifting the hand of Douglas dead, 
Evan’s eyes filled with big tears 

‘ He suffered very httle/ returned Mrs. Mel, ‘ and his 
last words were about you ’ 
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‘ What were they ^ ’ Evan burst out 
* I will tell you another tune Now undress, and go to 
bed. When I talk to you, Van, I want a cool head to 
listen. You do nothing but yawn yard-measuies'^ 

The mouth of the weaiy youth instinctively snapped 
short the abhorred emblem 
‘ Here, I will help you, Van ’ 

In spite of his remonstrances and petitions for talk, 
she took oS his coat and waistcoat, contemptuously 
cnticizmg the cloth of foreign tailors and their absurd 
out, 

‘ Have you heard from Louisa ^ ’ asked Evan 
‘Yes, yes — about your sisters hy-and-by Now, be 
good, and go to bed * 

She still treated him like a boy, whom she was gomg to 
force to the resolution of a man 


Dandy’s sleeping-room was on the same £oor as Evan’s 
Thither, when she had quitted her son, she directed her 
steps She had heard Dandy tumble up-stairs tbe moment 
his duties were over, and knew what to expect when the 
bottle had been in his way , for Hnnk made Dandy 
savage, and a terror to himself It was her command to 


him that, when he happened to come across hquor, he 
should immediately seek his bedroom and bolt the door, 
and Dandy had got the habit of obeymg her. On this 
occasion he was vindictive against her, seeing that she had 
dehvered him over to his enemy with malice prepense^ 
A good deal of knockmg, and summomng of Dandy by 
i^e, was required before she was admitted, and the sight 
of her did not dehght him, as he testified 
‘Pm^Phebavled ‘ WiU that do for ye « ’ 
nnr crossed above her 

Yoo go out ot the room, I*m itruiiii’ Dundy 
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repeated, and pitched fon\*ard on the bed-post, in the 
middle of an oath. 

She understood that it ■was pure londness on Dandy’s 
part to bid her go and be out of his reach ; and therefore, 
on his becommg so abusive as to be menacing, she, with- 
out a shade of anger, and in the most unruffled mannei, 
administered to him the remedy she had reserved, m the 
shape of a smart bos on the ear, which sent him flat to the 
floor. He rose, after two or three efforts, qmte subdued 
‘ Now, Dandy, sit on the edge of the bed,’ 

Dandy sat on the extreme edge, and Mrs Mel pursued * 
‘ Now, Dandy, tell me what your master said at the table ’ 
‘ Talked at ’em like a lord, he did,’ said Dandy, stupidly 
consolmg the boxed ear, 

‘ What were his words 1 ’ 

Dandy’s pecuhanty was, that he never remembered 
anything save when drunk, and Mrs, Mel’s dose had rather 
sobered him. By degrees, scratohmg at his head halt- 
ingly, he gave the context. 

‘ “ Gentlemen, I hear for the first tune, you ’ve claims 
against my poor father. Nobody shall ever say he died, 
and any man was the worse for it. I ’ll meet you next 
week, and I ’ll bmd myself by law. Here ’s Lawyer 
Perkms No ; Mx Perinns. I ’ll pay off every penny 
Gentlemen, look upon me as your debtor, and not my 
father ” ’ 

Dehvenng this ■with tolerable steadmess, Dandy asked, 
‘Wfflthatdo«’ 

‘ That will do,’ said Mrs Mel ‘ I ’ll send you up some 
tea presently. Lie down, Dandy ’ 

The house was dark and silent when Evan, refreshed by 
his rest, descended to seek his mother She was sittmg 
alone in the parlour With a tenderness which Mrs. Mel 
pennitted rather than encouraged, Evan put his arm 
round her neck, and kissed her many times One of the 
F 
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symptoms of heavy soriow, a longmp for (ho signs of love, 
made Evan fondle his mother, and bend over her joam* 
mgly Mrs Mol said onco ‘ Dear Van , good boy t * 
and quietly sat through Ins caresses* 

‘ Sitting up for mo, mother ^ * ho nhispcrod 

* Yes, Van , vo may os wcW have our talk out ^ 

' Ah ( ' ho took a chair close by her side, ^ IcU mo my 
father’s last words ’ 

* Ho said ho hoped you ivoiikl never bo a tailor.’ 

Evan’s forehead uTinkled up * Tliorc V not much fear 

of that, then 1 ’ 

His mother turned her face on him, and o' aTnmed him 
with a rigorous placidity , all her features seeming to bear 
down on him. Evan did not like the look 

‘ You object to trade, Van ^ ’ 

‘ Yes, decidedly, mother— hat-o it , but tliat ’s not ^ hat 
I want to talk to you about Didn’t my father speak of 
me much ® ’ 

‘ He desired that you should wear his militia snord, if 
you got a commission ’ 

‘I have rather given up hope of the Army’ said 
Evan 


Mrs Mel requested lum to toll her uhat a colonel’s full 
pay amounted to , and agam, the number of years it re- 
quired, on a rough calculation, to attam that grade In 
reply to his statement she observed ‘ A tailor might 
re^zo twice the sum m a quarter of the time ’ 

‘What if he does-double, or treble ? ’ cned Evan, im- 
petuously , and to avoid the thellle^ and oast off the bad 

3'^^! wanfrf , W ^ 

‘ m yo" '‘tout my prospects, mother ’ 

mat are they !’ Mrs Jiol mquired 

aoephoal coldness of her 
yes He put them by, till the gold should 
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recover its natural shine, saying : ‘ By the Tvay, mother, 
I Ve ^mtteu the half of a History of Portugal.’ 

‘ Have you ? ’ said Lies. Mel * For Louisa ^ ’ 

' No, mother, of course not , to sell it. Albuquerque 1 
what a splendid fellow ho was • ’ 

Informing him that he know she abominated foreign 
names, she said . ‘ And your prospects are, wntmg 
Histones.of Portugal * ’ 

‘No, mother I was gomg to tell you, I expect a 
Government appointment Sir Jocelyn likes my work — 
1 think he hkes mo You know, I was his pnvate secre- 
tary for ten months.’ 

‘ You wnte a good hand,’ his mother mterposed, 

‘ And I ’m certam I was bom for diplomacy.’ 
f ‘ For an easy chair, and an mk-dish before you, and 
lacqu^*Tiehmd What ’s to be your mcome, Van ^ ’ 
Evan carelessly remarked that he must wait and see, 

‘ A very proper thing to do,’ said *Mis Mel , for now 
that she had fixed him to some explanation of his pro- 
spects, she could condescend m her stiff way to banter. 

Shghtly touched by it, Evan pursued, half laughmg, as 
men do who wish to prfrg^te common sense on behalf of 
what seems tolerably absurd ‘ It ’s not the immediate 
income, you know, mother : one thinks of one’s future. 
In the diplomatic service, as Louisa says, you come to be 
known to Ministers — gradually, I mean That is, they 

hear of you , and if you show you have some capacity 

Lomsa wants me to throw it up m time, and stand for 
Parhament Andrew, she thinks, would be glad to help 
me to his seat Once m Parhament, and known to 
Mmisters, you — ^your career is open to you.’ 

In justice to Mr. Evan Harrmgton, it must be said, he i 
bmlt up this extraordmary .card^s^ to dazzle his ' 
mother’s mind he had lost his right grasp of her char- 
acter for the moment, because of an undefined suspicion ' 
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of Bomothing sbo intended, nnd >vhioli sent inm Inmtell 
to take rofugo m tlioso slrucUircs ; while the very 
altitude he reached beguiled his imagination, nnd made 
him hope to impress hers. 

Mrs Mol dealt it one filhp ‘ And m the meantime hoi ' 
are you to hvo, and pay the crcihlors ^ ’ 

Though Evan answered cheerfully, * Oh, they will wait, , 
and I can hve on anything,* ho w as novcrtholc^'S flounder- 
mg on the ground amid the rums of the superb ediflcc , 
and hi8 mother, upnght nnd rigid, continuing, * You can 
hve on anything, and they will w ait, and call your father 
a rogue/ he started, grievously bitten by one of the 
serpents of earth 

* Good heaven, mother 1 what are you saying ^ * 

‘ That they will call your father a rogue, and w ill bn% o 
a nght to,* said the relentless woman. 

‘ Not \rhile I live ^ ’ Evan ovolaimcd 
*You may stop one mouth with your flst, hut you 
won*! stop a dozen, Van ’ 

Evan jumped up and walked the room. 

‘ What am I to do ^ ’ he cued ‘ I w ill pay everything, 
I will bmd myself to pay every farthing What more can 
I possibly do * * 


Make the money,’ said ]\Irs Mel’s deep voice, 

Evan faced her * My dear mother, you are voiy un- 
just tod inconsiderate I have been workmg and doing 

my best. I promise ^what do the debts amount to 2 * 

^ Something like 6000Z m all, Van ’ 

Very well ’ Youth is not alarmed by the sound of 
big sums Very well— I will pay it * - 

Evan looked as proud as if he had just clapped doun the 
full amount on the table 

the 

It ! appointment « ’ 

Mta Mdraaedher eyelids to him. 
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* In time^in time, mother ^ * 

‘ Mention jour proposal to the creditors Tvhen you meet 
them this day -week,’ she said. 

Neither of them spoke for several minutes. Then 
Evan came close to her, saying ' 

‘ What i$ it you v ant of me, mother ^ ’ 

' I v*ant nothing, Van— I can support myself.* 

‘ But Avhat would you have me do, mother ? ’ 

' Be honest ; do your duty, and don't be a fool about it/ 
‘ I will try,’ he rejoined ‘ You teU me to make the 
money. Where and how can I make it ^ lam perfectly 
viUing to work ’ 

‘ In this house,’ said Mrs Mel ; and, as this was pretty 
clear speaking, she stood up to lend her figure to it, 

‘ Here 1 ’ faltered Evan. ‘ What 1 be a ’ 

‘ Tailor I ’ The word did not stmg her tongue. 

‘ I ? Oh, that ’s quite impossible 1 ’ said Evan. And 
visions of leprosy, and Rose shrinking her skirts from 
contact with him, shadowed out and away m his mind. 

‘ Understand your choice I ’ Mrs Mel imperiously spoke. 

‘ What are brains given you for * To be played the fool 
with by idiots and women ^ You have 6000? to pay to 
save your father from bemg called a rogue You can 
only make the money in one way, which is open to you. 
This busmess might produce a thousand pounds a-year 
and more. In seven or eight years you may clear your 
father’s name, and hve better all the time than many of 
your bankrupt gentlemen. You have told the creditors 
you will pay them Do you think they ’re gapmg fools, 
to be satisfied by a History of Portugal ^ If you refuse 
to take the busmess at once, they will sell me up, and 
quite nght too. Understand your choice There ’s Mr. 
Goren promised to have you in London a couple of 
months, and teach you what he can. He is a kmd fnend 
Would any of your gentlemen acquaintance do the like 
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for you * Understand your olioice You ^vill be a beggar 
—the son of a rogue— or an honest man who has cleared 
his father's name ! ’ ' / ' 

Uurmg this strenuously uttered aHooution, iirs Mel, 
though her chest heaved but faintly against her crossed 
hands, shoved by the dilatation of her eyes, and the hght 
in them, that she felt her words There is that in the 
aspect of a fine frame breathing hard facts, which, to a 
youth who has been tumbled headlong from his card- 
castles and airy fabnos, is masterful, and like the pressure 
of a Fate Evan drooped his head 
‘ Now,' said Sirs Mel, * you shall have some supper ’ 
Evan told her he could not eat 

* I insist upon your eating,’ said Mrs Mel , ‘ empty, 
stomachs are foul counsellors * 

* ^Lothcr t do you want to dnve me mad ? ' cried Evan 
She looked at him to see whether the string she held him 

by would bear the shght additional stram . decided not to 
press a small point 

Then go to bed and sleep on it/ she said — sure of 
him and gave her cheek for his kiss, for she never 
pertomed the operation, bnt kept her montli, as she 
remarked, for food and speech, and not for slobberme 
mummenes. ® 


Evan returned to his sohtary room He sat on the bed 
and tried to think, oppressed by homble sensations of self- 
oo^empt, that caused whatever he touched to sicken him 
there were the Douglas and the Percy on the u all It 
r *'1*' ^PP 3 ' ^nd a glonous time, u as it not, when men lent 
each other blons that killed ontnght , when to be breve 

and Aonshnoblefeehngsbronghthononr , wto strength 
SirTareot 

the love fc "“^eet women — ^uakened and warmed 

the love of squires of low degree. This legacy of the dead 
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man s hand ^ Evan would have paid it ^vith his blood ; 
but to be in bondage all his days to it , tbiough it to lose 
all that uas dear to him ; to wear the length of a loathed 
existence ^ — wc should pardon a young man wretchedness 
at the prospect, for it was in a tune before our joyful era of 
umvcrsal equahty. Yet he never cast a shade of blame 
upon his father. 

The hours moved on, and he found himself starmg at 
his small candle, which struggled more and more family 
vith the monnng light, hke his own flickering ambition 
against the facts of life, 


CHAPTER Vm 

OTUODrOES AN ECCENTBIO 

At the Aurora — one of those rare antiquated taverns, 
smelling of comfortable time and eohd Enghsh fare, that 
had sprung up in the great coffee days, when taverns were 
clubs, and had smee subsisted on the attachment of steady 
bachelor Templars — there had been dismay, and ev6n 
sorrow, for a month. The most constant patron of the 
establishment — an old gentleman who had dmed there for 
seven-and-twenty years, four days m the week, off dishes 
dedicated to the particular days, and had grown grey 
with the landlady, the cook, and the head-waater — this 
old gentleman had abruptly withheld his presence 
Though his name, his residence, his occupation, were 
things only to be speculated on at the Aurora, he was very 
well known there, and as men are best to be known that 
is to say, by their habits Some affection for him also was 
felt The landlady looked on him ae a part of the house. 
The cook and the waiter were accustomed to receive 
acceptable compliments from him monthly His precise 
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words, his regular ancient jokes, Ins pint of Madeira and 
after-pint of Port, Ins antiq[ue bow to the landlady, passmg 
out and in, his method of spreading his table^napkm on 
Ins lap and looking up at the ceiling ere he fell to, and how 
he tslked to himself dunng the repast, and indulged 
short chuckles, and the one look of perfect fehci ty^that 
played oyer his features when he had taken his first sip of 
Port — ^these were matters it pained them at the Aurora 
to have to remember 

Por three weeks the resolution not to legard him as of 
the past was general The Aurora was the old gentle^ 
man’s home. Men do not play truant from home at sixty 
years of age He must, therefore, be seriously indisposed 
The kind heart of the landlady fretted to think he might 
have no soul to nurse and care for him , hut she kept his 
comer near the fire-place vacant, and took care that his 
pmt of Madeira was there The behef was gaming ground 
that he had gone, and that nothing but his ghost w’ould 
ever sit there again Still the melancholy ceremony con- 
tinued for the landlady was not without a secret hope, 
that in spit© of his reserve and the mystery surroundmg 
him, he would have sent her a last word The cook and 
head-waiter, interrogated as to their dealmgs with the old 
gentleman, testified solemnly to the fact of their havmg 
performed their duty by bun They would not go against 
their interests so much as to forget one of his ways, they 
smd--ta^g oath, as it were, by their lower nature, m 
^er to be credited an mstmct men have of one another 
Jhe tomady could not contradict them, for the old gentle- 
man had made no complamt , but then she caUed to 

“ such and snct a year, 

hilt f ,11. ®nd he had eaten it quietly, 

pathetic event had caused 
alarm and inquiry, u-hcn the error was discovered, and 
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apologized for, tlic old gentleman merely saying, ‘ Don’t 
let it happen again.’ Next day he drank his Port, as usual, 
and the heels of the Aurora ^\ent smoothly. The land- 
lady Mas thus justified in averring that somethmg had 
been done by somebody, albeit unable to point to any- 
thmg specific, l^^omen, who are almost as deeply bound 
to habit as old gentlemen, possess more of its spintual 
element, and are warned by di earns, omens, creepmgs of 
the flesh, umvonted chills, suicide of chma, and other s- 
' shadowing signs, vhen a break is to be anticipated, or 
'has occurred^ The landlady of the Aurora tavern was 
visited by none of these, and with that beautiful trust 
winch habit gives, and uhich boastful love or vainer 
earthly quahties would fad in effecting, she ordered that 
the pint of jMadeira should stand from six o’clock in the 
evening till seven — a small monument of confidence m 
him who was at one instant the * poor old dear ’ , at 
another, the ‘ naughty old gad-about * , further, the ‘faith-. « 
less old good-for-nothing ’,'’ahd a^m, the ‘blessed pet’ 

^ the landlady’s parlour, alternately andmdiscnminately 
^ostrophi^ed by herself, her sister, and daughter, i ' 

' Oii'the last day of the month a step was heard commg 
up the long alley which led from the notous scramhhng 
street to the plentiful cheerful heart of the Aurora The 
landlady knew the step She checked the natural flutter- 
mgs of her nbbons . toned down the strong smy^er that was . 
on her hps, rose, pushyd aside her daughter, and, as the 
step approached, curfsied'^cqmpqsedly Old Habit lifted 
his hat, and passed. With the same touching confidence 
m the Aurora that the Aurora had in him, he went straight 
to bis comer, expressed no surprise at his welcome by the 
Madeira, and thereby apparently mdicated that his 
appearance should enjoy a similar immunity. 

As of old, he called ‘ Jonathan ^ ’ and was not to be dis 
turbed till he did so Seeing that Jonathan smirked and 
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twiddled Ins napkin, tlic old gentleman added, ‘ Tliuw- 
day I * 

But Jonathan, a man, had not his mistress’s keen intui-. 
tion of the deportment necessitated by the case, or was 
mcapable of puttmg the screw upon weak excited nature, 
for he contmued to smirk, and was remarlang hon glad ho 
was, he was sure, and something lie had dared to think 
and almost to fear, when the old gentleman cnlled to 
him, as if he uere at the other end of the loom, * Will 
you order Thursday, or not, sir * * Wliorcnt Jonathan 
flew, and two or three cosy diners glanced up from Uieir 
plates, or the paper, smiled, and pursued their capital 
occupation , 

‘ Glad to see me > ’ the old gentleman muttoied, quern- 
lously ^ Of course, glad to see a customer ^ IVlij' do 
you tell me that ^ Talk ! tattle * might as well have a 
woman to wait — just > ’ 

He wiped his forehead largely with lus liandkcichief , as 
one whom Calamity hunted a little too hard in summer 
ueather 


tumblmg-room for the ^nne, too ! ’ 

That was his next gnovance He changed tlio pmt of 
Madeira from his left side to his nght, and u ent under his 
handkerchief again, fevenshly The uorld uas severe 
with this old gentleman 


Ah • clock wrong now ^ ’ 

He leaned back like a man who can no longer carry his 
i^onmng Jonathan, on his commg up to place 
roll of bread and Ann butter, that he was foi ty seconds 
0 as , as it were a capital ofience, and he deserved to 
step into Etermty for outstnppmg Time 

daresay, you don’t understand the importanco 

0 a mmute, said the old gentleman, bitterly ‘ Not you, 

01 any of you Better if u e had run a little ahead of ymir 
minute, perhaps— and the rest of you 1 Do yon thmlt you 
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can cancel the mischief that ’s done m the world in that 
minute, sir, by hurrying ahead like that ^ Tell me • * 
Rather at a loss, Jonathan scanned the clock senonsly, 
and observed that it was not quite a minute too fast 
The old gentleman pulled out his watch He grunted 
that a lying clock was hateful to him , subsequently sink- 
ing into contemplation of his thumbs, — a sign known to 
Jonathan as indicative of the old gentleman’s system 
having resolved, m spite of external outrages, to be forti- 
fied with calm to meet the repast, t 
It is not fair to go behind an eccentnc ; but the fact 
was, this old gentleman was shghtly ashamed of his 
month’s vagrancy and cruel conduct, and cloaked his 
behaviour toward the Aurora, m all the charges he could 
muster against it He was very human, albeit an odd 
form of the race 

Happily for his digestion of Thursday, the cook, warned 
by Jona^an, kept the old gentleman’s time, not the 
Aurora’s : and the dinner was correct ; the dinner was 
eaten in peace ; he began to address his plate vigorously, 
poured out Madeira, and chuckled, as the famihar 
ideas eng^^ered' by good wine were revived in him 
Jonathan reported at the bar that the old gentleman was 
all nght agam. 

One would like here to pause, while our worthy ancient 
feeds, and mdulge in a short essay on Habit, to show what 
a sacred and admirable thing it is that makes flimsy Time ' 
substantial, and qonsohdates his triple life. It is proof 
that we have come to the end of Yearns and Time’s de- 
lusions, and are determined to sit down at Life’s feast and 
carve for ourselves Its day is the child of yesterday, and 
has a claim on to-morrow Whereas those who have no 
such plan of existence and sum of their wisdom to show, 
Ihe wmds blow them as they hst Consider, then, merci- 
fully the wrath of him on whom carelessness or forgetful- 
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ness has brought a snap in the links of Habit. Too 
inclmo to Bcom him because, his shppors misplaced, or 
asparagus not on his table the first day of a particular 
Spring month, ho gazes blnnMy and sighs ns one -who saiv 
the End. To you it may appear small You call to him 
to be a man. He is . but ho is also an immortal, and his 
1 confidence in unceasing orderly progression is rudely 
dashed. 

But the old gentleman has finished his dinner and his 
Madeira, and says ‘ Now, Jonathan, “ thook ” the Port ^ * 
— Ins joke when matters have gone ell , meant to ex- 
press the sound of the uncorking, probably. The habit of 
making good jokes is rare, as you know • old gentlemen 
have not yet attamed to it nevertheless Jonathan enjoj's 
this one, which has seen a generation m and out, for ho 
knous Its purport to be, ‘ My heait is open ’ 

And now is a great time uith tins old gentleman He 
aps and m his eyes the world grows rosy, and he ex- 
changes mute or monosyllable sdutes here and there 
His habit is to avoid converse , but he vill lot a hght 
remark season meditation 
He says to Jonathan * The bill for the month * 

Yes, BIT,* Jonathan rephes ‘ Would you not prefer, 
sir, to have the items added oniio the month ensuing ^ ’ 

I asked you for the bill of the month,’ said the old 
gentleman, with an irritated voice and a twinkle m his 
eye 

Jonathan bowed , but his aspect betmyed peiplenty. 
that perplexity was soon shared by the landlady 
for Jonathan said, he was convinced the old gentleman 
mtended to pay for sixteen days, and the landlady could 
Mt bring her hand to charge him for more than two 
Here was the dilemma fomsAAn W j 


it added vastly to the fia^rour of the Port 
Pleasantly tickled, he sat gasang at his glass, and let the 
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minutes fly. He knew the part he would acfc m bis little 
jtarce. If charged for the T\hole month, he would penile 
the bill deliberately, and perhaps ciy out * Hulloa ^ ’ and 
then snap at Jonathan for the interposition of a remark. 
But if charged for Wo da}^, he would wish to bo told 
whether they were demented, those people outside, and 
scornfully return the bill to Jonathan 

A slap on the shoulder, and a voice ; * Pound you at last, 
Tom ^ ’ violently shattered the excellent plot, and made 
the oldgentleman start. He beheld i\Ir. Ani:ew Cogglesby 

* Drinking Port, Tom ? ’ said Ih, Andrew ‘ I ’ll jom 
you ’ : and he sat down opposite to him, rubbmg his hands 
and pushing back bis hair. 

Jonathan entenng tokly with the bill, fell back a step, 
m alarm The old gentleman, whose myiolacy was thus 
rudely assailed, sat stanng at the mtruder, his mouth 
compressed, and three fingers round his which it 
was doubtful whether he was not gomg to hurl at him, 

‘ Waiter > ’ Mr, Andrew carelessly hailed, * a pint of this 
Port, if you please.’ 

Jonathan sought the countenance of the old gentleman 

‘ Do you hetir, sir 1 ’ cned the latter, turning his wrath 
on him, ‘ Another pmt • ’ He added ‘ Take back the 
bill ’ ; and away went Jonathan to relate fresh marvels 
to his mistress, ' 

Mr. Andrew then addressed the old gentleman m the 
most audacious manner. 

* Astomshed to see me here, Tom ? Dare say you are 
I knew you came somewhere m this neighbourhood, and, 
as I wanted to speak to you very particularly, and you 
wouldn’t be visible till Monday, why, I spied mto two or 
three places, and here I am.’ 

You might see they were brothers. They had the same 
bushy eyebrows, the same healthy colour m their cheeks, 
the same thick shoulders, and bnsk way of speakmg, and 
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clear, sharp, though kindly, eyes , only Tom was cast in 
larger proportions than Andrew, and had gotten the grey 
furmture of Time for his natural wear. Perhaps, too, a 
cross m early life had a httlo twisted him, and sob his 
month m a ruefulJbunch, out of which occasionally came 
biting things. Illr. Andrew earned his head up, and eyed 
every man livmg inth the benevolence of a patnarch,- 
dashed with the impudence of a London sparrow. Tom 
had a nagging air, and a tnfle of acridity on his broad 
features StiU, any one at a glance could have su om they 
were brothers, and Jonathan unhesitatmgly proclaimed it 
at the Aurora Imr 

Mr Andrew's hands were workmg together, and at 
them, and at his face, the old gentleman contmued to 
look with a firmly mterrogatmg air 

* Want to know what bnngs me, Tom ® I 'll tell you 
presently. Hot, — isn't it ^ ' 

' What the §.euce are you taking exercise for ^ ' the old 
gentleman burst out, and having unlocked his mouth, ho 
began to puff and alter his posture. 

* There you are, thawed m a mmuto I ' said 3Mr Andrew 

* What 's an eccentno * a child grown grey It isn't 
mme , I read it somewhere Ah, hero 's the Port * — 
good, I *11 warrant ' ^ * 

Jonathan deferentially uncorked, excessive composure 
on hia visage He arranged the table-cloth to a nicety, 
fixed the bottle with exactness, and was only sent s^di 
jng by the old gentleman's muttenng of * Eavesdropping 
pie » ' followed by a short, ' Go I ' and even then he must 
delay to sweep off a particular crumb 

‘ Good it IS ^ ' said LIr Andrew, rolling the flavour on 
his bps, as he put down his glass ' I follow you in Port, 
Tom. Elder brothei 1 ' w ' ; 

The old gentleman also drank, and was moUified enough 
to reply . * Shan't follow you in Parhament ' 
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* Haven't forgiven that yet, Tom ^ ' 

' No great harm done when yon 're silent/ 

‘ Capital Port ! ' said llr. Andrew, i^lenislung the 

glasses ' I ought to have inquired where they kept the 
best Port, I might have known you 'd stick by it. By 
the way, talking of Parliament, there 's talk of a new 
election for Fallowfield, You have a vote there. Will 
you give it to Jocelyn ? There 's talk of his standing/ 

* If he 'll wear petticoats, I 'll give him my vote/ 

' There you go, ^omj ' , 

* I hate masqueraiJd^r You 're penny trumpets of the 
women That tattle comes'from the bed-curtains. When 
a petticoat steps forward I give it my vote, or else I button 
it up in my pocket.' 

This was probably one of the longest speeches he had 
ever dehvered at the Aurora There was extra Port m it 
Jonathan, who from his place of observation noted the 
length of time it occupied, though he was unable to gather 
the context, glanced at Mr, Andrew with a sly satisfaction 
Mr. Andrew, laughing, signalled for another pmt 

^ So you 've come here for my vote, have you 1 ' said 
Mr. Tom. 

‘ Why, no ; not exactly that,' Mr. Andrew answered, 
blinking and passing it by 

Jonathan brought the fresh pint, and Tom filled for 
himself, drank, and said emphatically, and with a con- 
founding voice 

* Your women have been setting you on me, sir f ' 

Andrew protested that he was entirely mistaken. 

* You 're the puppet of your women * ' 

^ Well, Tom, not in this instance. Here 's to the 
bachelors, and brother Tom at their head • ' 

It seemed to be Andrew's object to help his companion 
to carry a certam quantity of Port, as if he knew a virtue 
it had to subdue him, and to have fixed on a particular 
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measure that he should hold before ho addressed him 
^ecially Amved at this, he said : 

‘ Look here, Tom I know your ways I shouldn't 
have bothered you here , I never have before ; but w o 
couldn't very well talk it over m busmess hours , and 
besides you 're never at the Brewery till Monday, and the 
matter 's rather urgent ’ 

* Why don't you speak like that in Parliament ^ ' tho 
old man' mteiposed 

‘Because Parhament isn't my brother,' rephed l\Ir 
Andrew, ' You know, Tom, you never quite took to my 
wife's family ' 

‘ I 'm not a match for fine ladies, Nan.' 

* Well, Hamet would have taken to you, Tom, and uiU 
now, if you 'll let her. Of course, it 's a pity if she 's 
ashamed of— — hemi You found it out about thoLymport 
people, Tom, and you 've kept the secret and respected 
her feelmgs, and I thank you for it. Women ore odd m 
those things, you know. She mustn't imagine I 've heard 
a whisper. I heheve it would kill her/ 

The old gentleman shook silently < ^ , 

‘ Do you want me to travel over the kingdom, hawlang 
her for the daughter of a marquis * ' 

‘Now, don't joke, Tom I'msenous Are you not a 
Badical at heart « Why do you make such a set against 
the poor women ^ What do we sprmg from ^ ' 

' < \ ^ ®' oobWei'a stall ’ 

And I, Tom, don’t care a rush vrho knows it. Homo— 
spmething; but u e never had much schoolmg. We’ve 
ttoiven, Md should help those we can We 've got on in , 
the world , ' ° 


Wife come hack from Lymport « ’ sneered, Tom 
that she had not been able to go. on aoeoW of tbe 
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‘ Account of the child l * his brother repeated, working 
hiS chin contemptuously, ‘ Sisters gone ? ' 

* They ’re stopping with us,’ said ^drew, reddening. 

* So the tailor was left to the kites and the crows Ah ! 
hum ! ’ and Tom chuckled 

‘ You ’re angry uith me, Tom, for coming heie,’ said 
Andrew. ‘ I see what it is. Thought how it would bo I 
You ’re offended, old Tom.’ 

' Come where you like,’ returned Tom, * the place is 
open It ’s a fool that hopes for peace anywhere. They 
sent a woman here to wait on me, this day month ’ 

‘ That ’s a shame ^ ’ said Sir. Andrew, propitiatingly. 

* Well, never mind, Tom : the women are sometimes m the 
way. — ^Evan went do\vn to bury his father. He ’s there 
now. You wouldn't see him when he was at the Brewery, 
Tom. He 's — ^upon my honour I he ’s a good young fellow/ 

' A fine young gentleman, I 've no doubt, Nan.’ 

* A really good lad, Tom. No nonsense. I ’ve come 
here to speak to you about him.’ 

Mr. Andrew drew a letter from his pocket, pursuing 
‘ Just throw aside your prejudices, and read this It ’s a 
letter I had from him this morning. But first I must tell 
you how the case stands ’ 

‘ Know more than you can tefi me, Nan,’ said Tom, 
turmng over the flavour of a of bis wme. 

* W^, then, just let me repeat it. He has been capit- 
ally educated , he has always been used to good society . 
well, we mustn’t sneer at it good society ’s better than 
Jbad, you 11 allow. He has refined tastes . well, you 
wouldn’t like to hve among crossing-sweepers, Tom He ’s 
clever and accomphshed, can speak and wnte m three 
languages I wi^ I had his abihties. He has good 
manners well, Tom, you know you like them as well as 
anybody And now — but read for yourself ’ 

‘ Yah 1 ’ went old Tom. * The women have been play- 
Q 
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jng„the fool ynth him since he Tvas a baby, 1 read his 
rigmarole ^ No ’ 

lilr Andrew shnigged his shoulders, and opened the 
letter, saying * IVell, hsten * , and then he coughed, and 
rapidly skmimed the mtroductorj’- part * Excuses him- 
self for addressmg me formallv— poor Circum- 

stances have altered lus position towards the norld* 
found his father's affairs m a bad state ool}' chance of 
paying off father's debts to undertake management of 
busmess, and bind himself to so much a j car But there, 
Tom, if you won*t read it, you miss llie poor young 
fellow's character Ho says that he has forgotten Ins 
station fancied he was superior to tiade, but bates debt , 
and will not allow anybody to throw dirt at lus father's 
name, while he can woik to clear it , and will sacrifice 
lus pnde. Come, Tom, that 's manly, isn't it ^ I call it 
touching, poor lad • ’ 

Manly it may have been, but the touclung part of it u ns 
a feature missed m Sir Andrew's hands. At any rate, it 
did not appear favourably to impress Tom, m hose chm had 
gathered its ominous puckers, as he inquired 

* What 's the trade ? ha don't say ' 

Andrew added, with a wave of the hand * Out of a sort 
of feeling for his sisters— -I like him for it Nou uhat I 
want to ask you, Tom, is, whether we can’t assist him in 
some way ! Why couldn’t we take him mto our ofiSce, 
and fix him there, eh ^ If he works weU— we ’re both 
gettmg old, and my brats are obeks— we might, by-and- 
by, give him a share ’ 


‘ a breT(er o£ him * Ha ' there ’d be another 
mighty sacrifice for his pnde ^ ’ 

‘^me, ooine, Tom,’ said Andrew, ‘he’s my -mfe’s 
bmaer, and I ’m yo^, and-there, you know uhat 

ought to c^^naiLw ^ appearances, we^ 
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* Preserve appearances ^ ’ echoed Tom ‘ * ha I M^ho ’ll 
do that for them better than a tailor ^ ’ 

Andrew was an impatient httle man, fitter for a land 
action than to plead a cause Jeermg jarred. on him; 
and from the moment his brother began it, he was of small 
service to Evan He flung back against the partition of 
the compound, ratth ng it to the disturbance of many a 
quiet ig^tion. 

‘ Tom,’ he cned, ‘ I beheve you ’re a screw ^ ’r Cw 

‘ Never said I wasn’t/ rejoined Tom, as he finished his 
glass ‘ I ’m a bachelor, and a person — ^you ’re marned, 
and an object. I won’t have the tailor’s family at my 
coaVtafis.V'J^ . 1 

‘ Do you mean to say, Tom, you don’t like the young 
fellow ? The Countess says he ’s half engaged to an 
heiress , and he has a chance of appomtments — of course, 
nothmg may come of them. But do you mean to say, 
you don’t like him for what he has done ^ ’ 

Tom made his jaw disagreeably pronunent, ‘ ’Eraid 
I ’m guilty of that crime ’ 

* And you that swear at people pretendmg to be above 
their station > ’ exclaimed Andrew ‘ I shall get in a 
passion I can’t stand this. Here, waiter * what have 
I to pay % ’ 

‘ Go,’ cried the time-honoured guest of the Aurora to 
Jonathan advancmg ^ i 

Andrew pressed the very_roots of his hair back from his 
red forehead, and sat upnght and resolute, glancing at 
Tom And now ensued a cunous scene of family blood 
Eor no sooner did elderly Tom observe this bantam-hke 
demeanour of his brother, than he ruffled his feathers 
hkewise, and looked down on him, agitating his wig over 
a prodigious froim Whereof came the following sharp 
L '^colloquy, Andrew heginmng 

‘ I ’ll pay ofi the debts out of my oira pocket ’ 
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* You can make a greater fool of yourself, then * ’ 

‘ He shan’t be a tailor * ’ 

' He shan’t be a breirer I ’ 

^ ‘ I say he shall hve like a gentleman * ’ 

‘ I say he shall squat hke a Turk ^ ’ " . . f ^ 

Bang Trent AndreTv’s hand on the table ‘ I Ve pledged ' 
my \rord, mind ^ ’ 

Tom made a counter demonstration * And I ‘11 have 
my vray ^ ’ 

' Hang it ^ I can be as eccentnc as you,’ said Andiew. 

' And I as much a donkey as you, if I try haid/ said 
Tom 


Somethmg of the cobblei’s stall followed this , till wax- 
mg funous, Tom sung out to Jonathan, hovermg around 
them m watchful timidity, ‘ More Port * ’ and the Tvords 
immediately fell oily on the wrath of the brothers , both 
commenced wipmg their heads with their handlvorolnefs 
the faces of both emerged and met, with a half-laugh and, 
severally determined to keep to what they had spoken, 
there was a tacit accord between them to drop the subject 
lake s un s hin e after smart ram, the Port shone on ^ese 
brotiiera lake a voice from the pastures after the bellow- 
mg of the thunder, Andrew’s voice asked ‘ Got nd of 
that tymige of the gout, Tom * Did you rub in that omt- 
ment«’ while Tom rephed: ‘Ay How about that 
rheumatism of yours * Have you tned that Indy oil % ’ 
receiving a hke assurance 


The remainder of the Port ebbed m meditation and 
chance remarks. The bit of storm had done them both 
good , and Tom especiahy— the cynical, oarpm'£ gnin old 
^ntleman— Mas much improved by the nearer resem- 
cianco of his manner to Andrew’s 

' '‘““fitted fraternal concord, hoiiever. the 

piJs “ eccentncity was 

present. They had been nvala before . and antelor to 
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ilie date of 111*5 niarrangc, Andreir Jwd done o^c^c^ipsing 
things But Andrew required prompting' tp^t ; he 
required to ho put. upon Ins mettle. Whereas’, it was more 
nature uith Tom : nature and the absence of a wife, gave 
him advantages over Andrew, Besides, he had his char- 
acter to mnintain. lie had said the uord : and the first 
\ anity of your bom cccoiUnc is, that lie shall be taken for 
infallible. 

Presently -tVndrew ducked Ins head to mark the ovonmg 
cloud« flu*ihing over the court-yard of the Aurora. 

‘ Time to be off, Tom/ he said ; * u ife at home.’ 

‘ Ah 1 ’ Tom answered, ' Well, I haven’t got to go to 
bed so early ’ 

‘ AYliat an old rogue you are, Tom I ’ Andrew pushed 
his elbows forward on the table amiably. * ’Gad, we 
haven’t drunk wme together smee — by George I we ’U 
have another pint.’ 

‘ Many as you hke,’ said Tom. 

Over the succeeding pint, Andrew, in whose veins the 
Port w as merry, favoured his brother with an mutation of 
Jlajor Stnlce, and indicated his dislike to that officer 
Tom informed him that Major Strike was speculating 

‘ The ass eats at my table, and treats me with contempt,’ 

‘ Just tell him that you ’re putting by the bones for him. 
He ’ll want ’em ’ 

Then Andrew with another glance at the clouds, now 
violet on a grey sky, said he must really be off Upon 
w^hich Tom observed : ‘ Don’t come here agam ’ 

‘ You old rascal, Tom 1 ’ cned Andrew, swmgmg over 
the table : ‘ it ’s quite jolly for us to be hoWaiobbmg ^ 
together once more. ’Gad ' — ^no, we won’t though 1 I 
promised Harriet. Eh ? What say, Tom ^ ’ 

* ’Hother pmt, Nan ^ ’ 

Tom shook his head m a rqganfehh[-J2p3y,r^esifltiblo 
way Andreiv, from a shakigj^ 'demal and 
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mto fte same, and tliere sat tlie t\TO brothers— a, 

loUy picture 

The hour was ten, when Andrew Cogglesby, comforted 
by Tom's remark, that he, Tom, had a wig, and that he, 
Andrew, would have a wiggmg, left the Aurora , and he 
left it Bmgmg a song Tom Cogglesby still sat at his 
table, holding before him Evan’s lexiter, of which he had 
got possession , and knocking it round and round with a 
stroke of the forefinger, to the tune of, Tinker, tsilor, 
soldier, sailor, ’pot^ecary, ploughboy, thief ’ , each pro- 
fession hemg sounded as a comer presented itself to the 
point of bs nail After mdulgmg m this species of in- 
cantation for some length of time, Tom Cogglesby read 
the letter from begmnmg to end, and called peremptorily 
for pen, ink, and paper 


CHAPTER IX 

THE COHKTESS IN LOW SOCIETY 

By dint of stratagems worthy of a Court intngue, the 
Countess de Saldar contnved to traverse the streets of 
Lymport, and enter the house where die was bom, un- 
suspected and unseen, under cover of a profusion of lace 
and veil and mantdla, winch only her heioic, r^dye to 
keep her beauties hidden from the profane townspeople 
cordd have rendered endurable beneath the fervid summer 
sun Dress in a foreign style she must, as uithout it she 
lost that sense of supenonly, winch was the only comfort 
to her m her tribulations The penod of her amvai was 
ten days subsequent to the bunal of her father She had 
come in the coach, hko any common mortal, and tlie 
coachman, upon her request, had put her down at the 
Governor’s house, and the guard had knocked at the door, 
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and tile servant had mformed her that General Huokle- 
bndge was not the governor of Lymport, nor did Admiral 
Comhleman then reside m the town , which tidmgs, the 
coach then being out of sight, it did not disconcert the 
Countess to hear , and she reached her mother, havmg, at 
least, cut ofE communication with the object of convey- 
ance, > 

The Countess kissed her mother, kissed Mrs Fiske, and 
asked sharply for Evan liirs. Fiske let her know that 
Evan was m the house 

‘ Where ^ ’ mquired the Countess, ‘ I have news of the 
utmost importance for him. I must see him ’ 

‘ Where is he, aunt * ’ said Mrs Fiske ‘ In the shop, I 
thmk , I wonder he did not see you passmg, Louisa ’ 

The Countess went holt down mto a chair 
‘ Go to him, Jane,' said Mrs Mel. ‘ Tell him Louisa is 
here, and don't return ' 
kirs Fiske departed, and the Countess smiled 
‘ Thank you, Mama ^ you know I never could bear that 
odious, vulgar httle woman. Oh, the heat ' You talk of 
Portugal 1 And, oh 1 poor dear Papa • what I have 
suffered > ' 

Flappmg her laces for air, and wiping her eyes for 
sorrow, the Countess poured a flood of sympathy mto her 
mother's ears and then said 

' But you have made a great mistake, Mama, m allowing 
Evan to put his foot into that place He — beloved of an 
heiress ^ Why, if an enemy should hear of it, it would 
rum — ^positively blast him — for ever And that she 
loves liiTYi I have proof positive Yes ; with all her frank- 
ness, the httle tln-ng cannot conceal that from me now. 
She loves him * And I desire you to guess, Mama, 
whether nvals will not abound ^ And what enemy so 
much to be dreaded as a rival ^ And what revelation so 
awful as that he has stood in ar— in a— boutique ? 'i- " 
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Mrs Mel maintained her usual attitude for listening. It 
had occurred to her that it might do no good to tell the 
grand lady, her daughter, of Evan's resolution, so she 
simply said, ' It is disoiplme for him,' and left her to speak 
a private word with the youth 
Timidly the Countess inspected the funuture of the 
apartment, takmg chills at the dmgy articles she saw, in 
the midst of her heat That she should have sprung from 
this ^ The thought was painful , still she could forgive 
Providence so much But should it ever be known she 
had sprui^ from this I Alas I she felt she never could 
pardon such a dire betrayal. She had come m good 
spints, but the mention of Evan’s backshding had troubled 
her extremely, and though she did not say to herself, 
What was the benefit resultu^ from her father's dying, if 
Evan would be so base-minded « she thought the thing 
indefimtely, and was formmg the words on her mouth, One 
Harrmgton in a shop is equal to all * u hen Evan appeared 
alone 


‘ Why, goodness gracious * where 's your moustache ’ ' 
oned the Countess 

‘ Gone tlie way of hair I ’ said Evan, coldly stoopiM to 
her forehead 

‘ Suoli^tmotion ' ' the Countess continued, reproaoli- 

fuUy Why, mon Dieu ' one could hardly tell you, as 
you look now, from the veiy commonest tradesman— if 
you were not rather handsome and something of a figure 
It ^8 a disg^e, Evan— do you know that « ’ 

^ And I’ve paited with it-that’s all,’ said Evan 
Ao more disguises for me I ' 

ae Comtess nmediately took his arm, and walked 

mth him to a window His face was certainly changed 

SruZf for him! and 

that he niTOt leave it instantly, she bade him sit and 
attend to what she n as about to say 
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‘ While you hare been here, degenerating, Eran, day by 
day — as you ahvays do out of my sight — degeneratmg • 
no less a word 1 — ^I hare been slaving in your mterests 
Yes , I have forced the Jocelyns socially to acknowledge 
us I have not slept , I have eaten bare morsels. Bo 
abstinence_andjngils-clear the -wits ^ I know not ^ but 
indeed they have enabled me to do more in a week than 
would suffice for a hfetime, Hark to me I have dis- 
covered Rose's secret. Si > It is so f Rose loves you. 
You blush , you blush like a girl. She hvas you, and you 
have let yourself be seen in a shop I Contrast me the 
two things. Oh ! in verity, dreadful as it is, one could 
almost laugh But the moment I lose sight of you, my 
instructions vanish as qmokly as that hair on your superior 
lip, which took such time to perfect Alas * you must 
grow it again immediately. Use any perfumer's contriv- 
ance. Rowland I I have great faith in Rowland. With- 
out him, I beheve, there would have been many bald 
women committing suicide I You remember the bottle I 
gave to the Count de Villa Flor^^ Countess," he said to 
me, “ you have saved this egg-siiell from a cragk-by help- 
ing to cover it ” — ^for so he called his head — ^the top, you 
know, was beginning to shme like an egg. And I do fear 
me he would have done it. Ah * you do not conceive 
what the dread of baldness is ^ To a woman death 
death is preferable to baldness * Baldness ts death * 
And a wig — a wig • Oh, horror > total extmction is 
better than to nse agam m a wig ! But you are young, 
and play with hair. But I was saying, I went to see the 
Jocelyns. I was introduced to Sir Eranks and his lady and 
the wealthy grandmother. And I have an mvitation for 
you, Evan — you unmannered boy, that you do not how ! 
A gentle mcline forward of the shoulders, and the eyes 
fixed softly, your upper hds drooping tnflmgly, as if you 
thanked with gentle smcenty , but were mdifferent Well, 
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\rell, if you ^ not • An invitation for you to spend part 
of the autumn at BeoMey Court, the oncestial domain, 
urhere there wdl he company— the nobles of the land ^ 
Consider that You say it was bold m me to face them 
after that homble man committed us on board the 


vessel * A Harrington is anything but a coward I did 
go — and because I am devoted to your mterests That 
very mommg, I saw announced in the paper, just beneath 
poor Andrews hand, as he held it up at the breakfast- 
table, reading it, I saw among the deaths, Sir Abraham 
Harrington, of Torquay, Baronet, of quinsy ^ Twice that 
good man has come to my rescue ^ Oh > I welcomed him 
as a piece of Providence > I turned and said to Hamet, 
“ I see they have put poor Papa m the paper Hamet 
was staggered I took the paper from Andrew, and 
pointed it to her. She has no readiness. She has had no 
foreign training She could not comprehend, and Andrew 
stood on tiptoe, and peeped He has a bad cough, and 
coughed himsdf black m the face I attnbute it to 


excessive bad manners and his cold feelings He left the 
room I reproached Hamet But, oh ! the singularity 
of the excellent fortune of such an event at such a tune > 
It shoved that our Hamngton-luck had not forsaken us 
I hurried to the Jocelyns instantly Of course, it cleared 
av ay any BUspicions aroused m them by that homble man 
on board the vessel And the tears I uept for Sir Abra- 
ham, Evan, in venty they veie tears of deep and smeere 
gratitude is your mouth kmttmg the comers at * 

Ate you laughing ^ ’ 

Evan hastily composed his visage to the melanoholv 
that V. as no counterfeit m him just then 

• cvetS f ° J^'wtoss, easily reassured, ‘ I shaU 

J dsix- eav Abraham Harrington, of Torquay 

u , Atleasthehasdoneus 

than many anehaud titled relative. No ono 
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Btipposos ho yvoM oclmoivlcdgo poor Papa I can forgaro 
lum that. Evan I ' Tho Countess pointed out her linger 
'intli auournful and impressive majesty, ‘ As ue look down 
on tJmf monkey, people of ranknnd consideration m society 
look on 'ft hat poor dear Papa was.' 

This ^\as partly tnie, for Jacko sat on a chair, in Ins 
favourite attitude, copied accurately from the workmen of 
tlie estabhslunent at their labour vith needle and thread 
Growing cognizant of the infamy of his posture, the 
Conntes'? begged Evan to drive him out of her sight, and 
took a sniH at her smelling-bottle. 

She ft ent on : ‘ Koft', dear Van, you would hear of your 
sweet Rose ? ' 

‘ Kot a ft'ord ! ' Evan hastily answered. 

' Why, what does this indicate ^ Whims * Then you 
do love ’ ^ 

‘ I tell you, Louisa, I don't want to hear a word of any 
of them/ said Evan, with an angry gleam m his eyes. 

* Tlioy are nothmg to me, nor I to them, I — ^my walk in 
life IS not theirs ' 

‘ Paint heart I faint heart ^ ' the Countess lifted a 
proverbial forefinger, 

'Thank heaven, I shall have the consolation of not 
going about, and bowmg and smirkmg hke an impoitoH ' 
Evan exclaimed. 

There was a "wider intelligence in the Countess s arrested 
gaze than she chose to fashion mto speech. 

‘ I knew/ she said, ‘ I knew how the aar of this homble 
Lymport would act on you. But while I hve, Evan, you 
shall not sink m the dudge. You, ftith all the pains I 
have lavished on you ' and "with your presence ^ for you 
have a presence, so rare among young men m this Eng- 
land « You, who have been to a Court, and mterchanged 
bows with duchesses, and I know not what besides— nay, 
I do not accuse you ; but if you had not been a mere boy, 



108 EVM HARKINGTON 

and an English hoy— poor Eugenia herself confessed to 
me that you had a look-— a tender clca^nng of the undcr- 
hda— that made her catch her hand to her heart some- 
times it reminded her so acutely of false Bcluiarana 
Could you have had a greater coiuphnient than that ® 
You shall not stop hero another day I * 

* True/ said Evan, ' for I 'm going to Ijondon to-night/ 

* Not to London/ the Countes returned, inth a con- 
quermg glance, ‘ hut to Bcckley Court — and vith mo ' 

‘ToLondon, Louisa, vithSfr Goren’ 

Agam the Countess eyed lum largely , but took, as it 
Trere, a side-path from her broad thought, saying . * Yes, 
fortunes arc made m London, if you uould they should be 
rapid ’ 

She meditated At that moment Dandy knocked at 
the door, and called outside ‘Please, master, ^Ir 
Goren says there ’s a gentleman m the shop— u ants to 
see you * 

‘Very well,* rephed Evan, moving Ho im swung 
violently round 

The ^Duntess had clutched him by the arm A fearful 
expression was on her face 
‘ Whither do you go ^ * she said 

* To the shop, Louisa * 

T oo late to arrest the villanous word, she pulled at him, 
‘ Ai*^ you qmte msane ^ Consent to be seen by a gentle- 
* What has come to you ^ You must he 
IvmaUG * Are all to he utterly xumed — disgraced * 

* Is my mother to starve ^ ’ said Evan 

‘ Absurd re}oinder ! No I You should have sold every- 
thing here'^fore this She can live with Harriet — she — 
once out of homble elemeut-^e would not show it 
But, Evan, you ate getting away from me you are not 
gomg ?--speak l 

* X'am gon^> ^van 
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The Countess clung to him, exclaiming . ‘ Never, while 
I have the power to detain you > ’ but as he was finn and 
strong, she had recourse to her woman’s aids, and burst 
into a storm of sobs on his shoulder — a scene of which 
Mrs Mel was, for some seconds, a composed spectator, 

‘ What ’s the matter now ? ’ said Mrs. Mel, 

Evan impatiently explained the case Mrs Mel desired 
her daughter to avoid being ridiculous, and making two 
fools in her family ; and at the same time that she told 
Evan there was no occasion for him to go, contnved, with 
a look, to make the advice a command. He, in that state 
of mmd when one takes bitter dehght m domg an abhorred ^ 
duty, was hardly willing to be submissive , but the despair • 
of the Countess reduced him, and for her sake he consented 
to forego the sacrifice of his pnde which was now his sad, 
sole pleasure. Eeehng biTYi huger, the Countess relaxed' 
her grasp. Hers were tears that dned as soon as they had' 
served their end ; and, to give him the full benefit of bis! 
conduct, she said ; ‘ I knew Evan would be perauaded by^ 
me.’ 

Evan pitifully pressed her hand, and si^ed. 

‘ Tea IB on the table down-stairs,’ said Mrs. Mel. ‘ I 
have cooked somethmg for you, Louisa Do you sleep 
here to-night ^ ’ 

‘ Can I tell you, Mama ^ ’ murmured the Countess. ‘ I 
am dependent oU our Evan ’ 

* Oh * well, we will eat first,’ said Mrs. Mel, and they 
went to the table below, the Countess heggmg her mother 
to drop titles in designatmg her to the ser 7 ants, which 
caused Mrs. Mel to say 

‘ There is but one I do the cooking ’ , and the 


Countess, ever disposed to flatter and be sjiaye, even when 
stung by a fact or a phrase, added . / ^ 

‘ And a beautiful cook you used to he, dear Mama * ’ 
At the table, awaitmg them, sat Mrs. Wishaw, Mrs. 



110 


EVAN HARRINGTON 


Eiske, and Mr Goren, %vlio soon found tljcmsclvcs envel- 
oped m the Co\mt€ss*s graciousncsa. LIr Goren vould 
tdkof trade, and compare Lamport business v ith London, 
and the Countess, loftily mtcrcstcd m Ins remarks, drew 
Imn out to disgust her brother ]\Irs Wisbau , in v, horn 
the Countess at once discovered a fnvolous pretentious 
TToman of the moneyed trading class, she treated as ono 
T\ho was ahve to society, and surveyed matters fiom a 
station in the world, leading her to think that she tolerated 
ilr Goren, as a lady-Chnstian of the highest rank should 
tolerate the insects that toil for us ^Irs Fisko u as not so 
tractable, for Llrs. Eiske was hostile and armed. ]\Irs 
Eiske adored the great Mel, and she had never loved 
Louisa Hence, she scorned Lomsa on account of her lato 
behavioui toward her dead parent The Countess saw 
through her, and laboured to bo fnendly mlh her, Mhile 
she rendered her disagreeable in the eyes of Mrs Wislmu , 
and let Mrs Wisha;\ perceive that sympathy uas possible 
bet>\een them , — manceuvnng a tnllo too delicate, per- 
haps, for the people present, but sufficient to bhnd its 
keen-witted author to the something that n as being con- 
cealed from herself, of which somothmg, nevertheless, her 
senses apprehensively amed her and they might have 
spoken to hex wits, but that mortals cannot, unaided, 
guess, or ^y]]l not, unless struck m the face by the fact, 
credit, what is to their minds the last hoiror, 

‘ I came dovm m the coach, qmte accidental, vith this 
gentleman,’ said Mrs Wishaw, fanning a cheek and nod- 
dmg at Mr Goren * I ’m an old flame of dear Mel’s I 

knei\ him when he was an apprentice m London. Now, 

lady V suppose I must call you 

^ ‘ Spare me,’ a smile 

tuat added, among friends 1 ’ 

resumed ‘ Tour mother as an old flame 
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of this gentleman’s, I foimd out So there were two old 
flames, and I couldn’t help thmkmg • But I was so glad 
to hare seen dear Mel once more.’ 

‘ Ah * ’ sighed the Countess, 

‘ He was always a martial-lookmg man, and laid out, he 
was quite imposing, I declare, I oned so, as it remmded 
me of when I couldn’t have him, for he had nothing but 
his legs and arms — and I mamed Wishaw But it ’s a 
comfort to think I have been of some service to dear, dear 
Mel ’ for Wishaw ’s a man of accounts and payments , and 
I knew Mel had cloth from him, and,’ the lady suggested 
hills delayed, with two or three nods, * you know ’ and 
I ’ll do my best for his son ’ 

* You are kmd/ said the Countess, smilmg mtemally at 
the vulgar creature’s misconception of Evan’s require- 
ments 

‘ Did he ever talk much about Mary Eence ^ ’ asked Mrs 
Wishaw- * “ Polly Pence,” he used to say, “ sweet PoUy 
Pence « ” ’ 

‘Oh* I think so Frequently,’ observed the Countess 

Mrs. Piske pnmmed her mouth. jS%e had never heard 
the great Mel allude to the name of Pence 

The Goren-oroak was heard . 

‘ Painters have pamted out “ Melchisedec ” this after- 
noon Yes, — ah * and out — as the saying goes ’ 

Here was an opportiiuty to mortify the Countess. 

Mrs Piske placidly remarked - * Have we the other put 
up m its stead * It ’s shorter.’ 

A twinge of weakness had made Evan request that the 
name of Evan Harrington should not decorate the shop- 
front till he had turned his back on it, for a tune. Mrs. 
Mel crushed her venomous niece. 

‘ What have you to do uuth such thmgs « Shine m your 
oim afiairs first, Ann, before you meddle uuth others ’ 

Eeheved at hearmg that ‘ Melchisedec ’ -^vas pamted out, 
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and vmsuspioions of the announcement that should replace 
it, the Countess asked Sirs WishaM if she thought Evan 
hke her dear Papa 

* So hke,’ returned the lady, ‘ that I n ould not bo alone 
Tnth him yet, for vrorlds I should expect lum to ho 
makmg love to me for, you knou , my dear— I must ho 
famihan— Mel never could he alone v ith you, inthout * — 
It was his nature I speak of him before mairiagc But, 
if I can trust myself with him, I shall take charge of Jilr. 
Evan, and show him some London society ^ 

‘ That 18 mdeed kmd,’ said the Countess, glad of a thick 
veil for the utterance of her contempt ‘ Evan, thougli — 
I fear — ivill be rather engaged His fnends, the Jocelyns 
of Beckley Court, will — I fear — hardly dispense with him . 
and Lady Splenders— you know her * the Marchioness of 
Splendera « No by repute, at least : a most beautiful 
and most fasematmg woman , report of him alone has 
induced her to say that Evan must and shall form a part 
of her autumnal gathermg at Splendera Castle. And how 
he is to get out of it, I cannot tell But I am sure Ins 
multitudmous engagements will not prevent Ins paymg 
due court to Mistress Wishaw ’ 


As the Countess mtended, Mistress Wishaw ’s vanity 
was reproved, and her ambition excited a pretty double- 
stroke, only possible to dexterous players 
The lady rejoined that she hoped so, she was sure \ and 
forthwith (because she anddenly seemed to possess him 
more than his son), launched upon Mel’s incomparable 
personal attractions This caused the Countess to enlaigo 
upon Evan’s vast personal piospeots They talked across 
each other a httle, till the Countess remembered her breed- 
ing allowed Mrs Wishaw to run to an end m hollow 

^ undeclared con- 
thft mZl ^ of speech, as if she were takmg up 

the most important subject of their late colloquy, 4 ut 
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Evan is not m Ins oyvn liauds—he is in the hands of a 
lovely young woman, I must tell you Ho belongs to her, 
and not to us. You have heard of Rose Jocel}Ti, the 
celebrated heiress ^ ’ 

* Engaged ^ * Dilrs. Wisbaw whispered aloud. 

The Countess, an adept in the lie imphed — ^practised by 
her, that she might not subject herself to future punish- 
ment (m which she was so devout a bebever, that she 
condemned whole hosts to it) — deeply smiled. 

* Really ! ’ said ^Irs, Wishaw, and was about to inquire 
vhy Evan, with these brilhant expectations, could think 
of trade and tailoring, when the young man, whose fore- 
head had been grouing black, jumped up, and quitted 
them ; thus breaking the harmony of the table , and as 
the Countess had said enough, she turned the conversation 
to the always welcome theme of low society. She 
broached death and corpses , and became extremely 
interesting, and very sympathetic : the only difference 
between the ghostly anecdotes she related, and those of 
the other ladies, being that her ghosts were all of them 
titled, and walked mostly under the burden of a coronet. 
Eor instance, there was the Portuguese Marquis de Col. 
He had married a Spanish wife, whose end was mysterious. 
Undressmg, on the mght of the anniversary of her death, 
and on the point of getting into bed, he beheld the dead 
woman lying on her back before him AIL mght long he 
had to sleep with this freezing phantom f Regularly, 
every fresh amuversary, he had to endure the same 
penance, no matter where he might be, or m what strange 
bed. On one occasion, when he took the hve for the dead, 
a curious thing occurred, which the Countess scrupled less 
to relate than would men to bint at Ghosts were the one 
childish enjoyment !Mrs Mel allowed herself, and she 
listened to her daughter intently, ready to cap any nar- 
rative , but Mrs Fiske stopped the flood, 

H 
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* You hare improved on Peter Smitliers, Louisa/ she 
said 

The Countess turned to her mildly, 

* You are certainly thinking of Peter Smithers/ jMts 
F iske continued, bracing her shoulders ‘Surely, you 
remember poor Peter, Louisa ^ An old dame of your own I 
He was gomg to kill himselE, but mamed a Levonshire 
woman, and they had disagreeables, and sfte died, and 7ie 
was undressing, and saw her there m the bed, and wouldn't 
get into it, and had the mattress, and the curtains, and the 
counterpanes, and everything burnt He told us it him- 
self You must remember it, Louisa ^ ' 

The Countess remembered nothing of the sort No 
doubt could exist of its havmg been the Portuguese 
l^Iaiquis de Col, because he had confided to her the whole 
aSair, and mdeed come to her, as his habit was, to a^ her 
what he could possibly do, under the circumstances If 
liirs Piske's fnend, who mamed the Devonshire person, 
had seen the same thmg, the comoidence was yet more 
extraordmary than the case Mrs Fiske said it assuredly 
was, and glanced at her aunt, who, as the Countess now 
rose, declanng she must speak to Evan, chid Mrs. Fiske, 
and w ished her and Peter Smithers at the bottom of the 
sea 

‘No, no, Mama,' said the Countess, laughing, ‘that 
would hardly be proper/ and before Mrs 3?iske could 
reph", escaped to complam to Evan of the vulgarity of 
those women 

She was not prepared for the burst of wrath with which 
Evan met her 

Louisa, said he, taking her wnsfc sternly, ‘ you have 
done a thing I can't forgive I find it hard to bear dis- 
grace self * 1 w ill not consent to brmg it upon others 
y^^u dare to couple hliss Jocelvn's name with 

nunc f 
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The Countess gave him out her arm's length. ‘ Speak 
on, Van/ she said, admiring him mth a bright ga^, 

‘ Answer me, Louisa , and don't take me for a fool any 
more/ he pursued. ‘ You have coupled Miss Jocelyn's 
name with mme, in company, and I insist now upon your 
giving me your promise to abstain from doing it anywhere, 
before anybody.' 

‘ If she saw you at this instant, Van,' returned the in- 
corrigible Countess, ‘ would she desire it, t hink you ^ Oh ^ 
I must make you angry before her, I see that 1 You have 
your father's frown. You surpass him, for your delivery 
is more correct, and equally fluent. And if a woman is 
momentarily melted by softness in a man, she is for ever 
subdued by boldness and braveiy of mien ' 

Evan dropped her hand. ‘ Miss Jocelyn has done me 
the honour to call me her fnend. That was m other days ' 
His hp quivered. ‘ I shall not see Miss Jocelyn agam 
Yes , I would lay down my life for her , but that 's idle 
talk. No such chance will ever come to me But I can 
save her from being spoken of m alliance with me, and 
what I am, and I tell you, Louisa, I will not have it ' 
Saying which, and while he looked harshly at her, wounded 
pnde bled through his eyes. 

She was touched. ^ Sit down, dear , I must explam to 
you, and make you happy against your will,' she said, in 
another voice, and an English accent ‘ The mischief is 
done, Van If you do not want Rose Jocelyn to love you, 
you must undo it m your own way. I am not easily de- 
ceived On the morning I went to her house m town, she 
took me aside, and spoke to me Not a confession in 
words The blood m her cheeks, when I mentioned you, 
did that for her Everything about you she must know- 
how you bore your gnef, and aU. And not m her usual 
free manner, but timidly, as if she feared a surprise, or 
feared to be wakened to the secret in her bosom she half 
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suspects— Tell him ! ” she said, “ I hope he will not 
forget me " ' 

The Countess was mterrupted by a great sob , for the 
picture of frank Rose Jocelyn changed, and soft, and, as it 
were, shadowed under a veil of bashful regard for him, so 
filled the young man with sorro^vful tenderness, that he 
trembled, and was as a child, 

Markmg the impression she had produced on him, and 
having worn ofiE that which ho had produced on her, the 
Countess resumed the art m her style of speech, easier to 
her than nature 

* So the sweetest of Roses may be yours, dear Van ; and 
you have her in a gold settmg, to wear on your heart Are 
you not enviable ^ I will not — ^no, I will not tell you she 
IS perfect. I must fashion the sweet young creature 
Though I am very ready to admit that she is much im- 
proved by this— shall I coll it, desired consummation ^ ^ 

Evan could listen no more Such a struggle was nsmg 
m his breast • the effort to quench what the Countess had 
BO shrewdly kmdied , passionate desire to look on Rose 
but for one hghtnmg flash desire to look on her, and 
muffled sense of shame twm-bom with it wild love and 
leaden misery mixed dead hopelessness and vivid hope 
to the neck m Pmgatory , hut hia soul ^turated with 
visions of Bhss ^ TSefSTorb of Love was all that was 
wanted to complete his planetary state, and aloft it 
sprang, showing many famt, fair tracts to him, and p d mg , 
,hug6 Hfl.rlrnftgaAq ^ 

As if m search of somethmg, ho suddenly went from the 
room 

' I have mtoxicated the poor boy,^ said the Countess, 
and consulted an attitude by the evemng hght m a mirror. 
Approving the result, she rang for her mother, and sat 
with her till dark ; telhng her she could not and would not 
leave her dear Mama that night At the supper-table 
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Evan did not appear, and IMr. Goren, after taking counsel 
of ilrs. Mel, di^ersed the news that Evan was off to 
London* On the road again, with a purse just as lU- 
fumished, and in his breast the light that sometimes leads 
gentlemen, as well as ladies, astray. 


CHAPTER X 

MT GENTLEMAK OH* THE EOAD AGAEfT 

Near a milestone, under the moonlight, crouched the 
figure of a woman, huddled with her head against her 
knees, and careless hair falling to the summer's dust. 
Evan came upon this sight within a few miles of Fallow- 
field. At first he was rather startled, for he had inherited 
superstitious emotions from his mother, and the road was 
lone, the moon full. He went up to her and spoke a gentle 
word, which provoked no reply. He ventured to put his 
hand on her shoulder, contmmng softly to address her 
She was flesh and blood, Evan stooped his head to catch 
a whisper from her mouth, but nothing save a heavier fall 
of the breath she took, as of one painfully waking, was 
heard, 

misery beyond our own is a wholesome picture for 
youth, and though we may not for the moment compare 
thp^dp ep with j^^QWj^deepj we, if we have a heart for 
outer sorrows, can forget ourselves in it, Evan had just 
been accusing the heavens of conspiracy to disgrace him. 
Those patient heavens had listened, as is their wont . They 
had viewed and had not been disordered by his mental 
frenzies. It is certamly hard that they do not come down 
to us, and condescend to tell us what they mean, and be 
dumb-f oundered by the perspicuity of our arguments — the 
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argument, for instance, tbnt they have not fa'^bonetl 
for the science of the shears, and do yot nnlpcl m to it Id 
them. Nevertheless, they lo %>hom mortal life has ceaRcd 
to ho a long matter perceive that onr append for oonvic* 
tion are answered, — IlO^^ and then von* clo-^elv upon the 
call When wo have cast off the scales of hope and fanoj * 
and BUttendcr our clams on mad chance, it is gi\ cn us to 
see that some plan is working out that the heavens, icy 
as they are to the pangs of our blood, have been througli- 
out speaking to our souls , end, according to the strength 
there existing, wo leam to comprehend them. But their 
language is an clement of Time, whom pnmaril} w o have 
to know. 

Evan Hamngton w os young Ho w ishcd not to clothe 
the generation IVhat w as to the remainder of the exiled 
sons of Adam simply the brand of expulsion from Para- 
disc, was to him hell In his agony, anything less than 
an angel, soft-voiced m his path, would not have «alisficd 
the poor hoy, and hero was this w^rotched outcast, and 
instead of bemg rehoved, he was to act the robever 1 

Striving to rouse the desolate creature, ho shook her 
shghtly. She now^ raised her head with a slow, gradual 
motion, like that of a w ax-work, showing a u lute voung 
face, tearless, --dreadfully drawn at the hp? 'After 
gazmg at him, she turned her head mechanically to her 
shoulder, as to ask him why he touched her. He in thdrew 
his hand, saymg : 

‘Why are you here « Pardon me , I w ant, if possible, 
to help you * 

A hght sprang m her eyes She jumped from the stone, 
and ran forward a step or two, with a gasp 

‘Oh, my God * I want to go and drown myself ’ 

Evan lingered behmdhertillhesaw her body swav, and 

m a fit of trembling sbe half fell on his outstretched arm. 
Ue led her to the stone, not knowing what on earth to do 
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hh !ior There ns no sign of a house near ; they were 
ijiuto bolitnn' ; to all hn questions she gave an uiuntclii- 
giblc moan. He had not the heart to leave her, so, talung 
a s]inr|i seat on n licap of fhnls, thus possibly furnishing 
future occupation for one of his craftsmen, he uaited, 
and amu'jcd himself by marking out diagrams mth his 
stick m Die thick du^t 

His tlioughts Mere far an ay, ’when he hcaid, faintly 
uttered 

* Wily do you stop hero ? ’ 

* To help you ’ 

‘ Please don't. Let mo be I can’t be helped,’ 

* My good creature/ said Evan, ‘ it ’s quite impossible 
that I should leave you in this slate. Tell mo where you 
were going ulien your illness seized j-ou ? ’ 

‘ I u as going/ *>lic commenced vacantly, * to the sea — 
the water/ ‘«hc added, w'lth a Bhivenng lip. 

The foohsli youth asked her if she could be cold on such 
a night. 

‘ No, I ’m not cold,’ she rephed, dra'wing closer over her 
lap the ends of a sba^tl which would m that period have 
been thought rather gaudy for her station 

‘ You wxre going to Lymport ^ ’ 

* Yes, — ^Lymport ’s nearest, I think ’ 

* And why were you out travelling at this hour * ’ 

She dropped her head, and began rockmg to nght and 
left 

While they talked the noise of waggon-wheels was heard 
approaching. Evan went into the middle of the road, 
and beheld a covered waggon, and a fellow w^hom he ad- 
vanced to meet, plodding a httle to the rear of the horses 
He proved kindly. He w'as a farmer’s man, he saad, and 
was at that moment employed m removing the furniture 
of the farmer’s son, ■who had failed as a com-chandler in 
Lymport, to Hillford, which he expected to reach abour 
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mom He anav^eredEvon^s nsq^uc^t thatliCMould afFord 
the young 'ooman conro}anco as fnr as PftUowfitltl . 

‘TakMiormt Tliatlvnir 

^ She 'vmn't hurt tho ImrscV kc purjiicd, pointing Uh 
whip at the vehicle ‘ there ’s my mnlo, Ccaigo Slouhe^, 
he *6 m there, snonn’ Ins turn C’ln't \o\\ hcar’n n- 
Buorm’ tUraugh the wheels ^ T can , 1 c been Jaughni^ * 
Ho do snore that loud — Geargo do ! * 

Proceedmg to inform Evan how George StoUc’i had 
snored m that charaotenslio manner from bo}}iood, over 
smee he and George Imd slept m a linjloft together , and 
how he, kept wakeful and dnven to distraction by George 
Stokes’ nose, had been occasionally compelled, in sheer 
self-defence, madly to start up and liolcl that pertinacious 
alarum m tight compression between tliiimb aW fore- 
finger , and how Geoigo Stokes, thus severely handled, 
had burst his hold inth a tremendous snort, n't big oii 
a bull, and had mvanabl)* uttered the cxclamalion, 
‘ Hulloa '—same to you, my lad I ’ and rolled over to snore 
as fresh aa ever , — -all this mtli singular rusiio com- 
pansona, racy of the soil, and in raw Hamp^^hiro dialect, 
the waggoner came to a halt opposite the stone, and, 
while Evan strode to assist the gu-l, addressed himself 
to the great task of arousmg the sturdy sleeper and 
qmetmg his trumpet, heard by all cars now that the 
accompaniment of the wheels w’ns at an end 

George, violently awakened, complained that it 'wrs 
before hie time, to vrhioh ho was truo , and was for going 
off again Tnth exalted contentment, though his hods had 
been tugged, and were danghng some length out of tlio 
mohme , but his comrade, mth a dotonnmed blow of 
the lun^, gave another vahant pull, and Goorgo Stokes 
WM on his legs, morvdhng at the world and man Evan 
had less difficulty with the girl She rose to meet him, 
put up her arms for him to clasp her waist, whispering 
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s!hnr|)ly in m im atfl breath : * Wliat are you going to 
do uith ino 1 ^ and indifferent to his verbal response, 
iniptingly yielded her limbs to his guidance. Ho could 
see biood on Iicr bitten underhp, ns, with llio help of the 
wGgconcr. ho lifted her on the inaUrcss, backed by a 
portly bundle, vinch tlie sagacity of Sir. Stokes had 
selected for ln« couch. 

The ^^aggoncr cracked lus vhip, laughing at George 
Stokes, vho yawned and settled into a composed plough- 
swdng, without asking questions , apparently resolved to 
finish Ills nap on his legs 

' IVam’fc he like that M^'zepper chap, I sec at the circus, 
bound athert gray mare ! ’ chuckled the w nggoncr * So 
he ’d n gone on, had ye ’a let ’n No 'inilves waddn't 
wake Gcarge till he’d slept it out. Then he’d say, 
** mamin* 1 ” to ’m. Are ye Vake now, Geargo ? ’ 

Tlie admirable sleeper preferred to be a quiet butt, and 
the w aggoner leisurely exhausted the fun that was to be 
had out of lum ; returning to it with a persistency that 
evinced more concentration than vanety m his mind At 
last Evan ‘^aid ' Your pace is rather slow. They ’ll be 
shut up m Pallowfield, I *11 go on ahead You ’U find 
me at one of the inns — ^the Green Dragon.* 

In return for this speech, the w'aggoner favoured him 
with a stare, foUow^ed by the exclamation * 

‘ Oh, no 1 dang that • ’ , j 

* Why, what *b the matter ^ ’ quoth Evan. 

* You en’t goin’ to be off, for to leave me and Gearge in 
the lurch there, with that ther’ young woman, m that ther’ 
pickle I * returned the w^aggoner. 

Evan made an appeal to his reason, but findmg that im- 
pregnable, he pulled out his scanty purse to guarantee his 
sincerity wdth an offer of pledge-money. The waggoner 
waved it aside. He wanted no money, he said 

‘Look beer,’ he went on, ‘if you’re for a start, I 



122 EVAN HxVRKINGTOX 

tells ye plain, I chucks that ther^ young woman ini’ 
the road ’ 

Evan bade him not to be a brute. 

‘ Nack and crop ! * the unggonor doggedly ejaculated. 

Very much surprised that n fellou ulio apprartd souiul 
at heart, should threaten to behave so bnijcly, Kvun n'-kcil 
an explanation upon uhich the unggoncr demanded to 
know what he had eyes for and us tins query faded to 
enlighten the youth, ho let him understand that lie vas 
a man of family oxporience, and that it uns easy to tell 
at a glance that Iho complaint tlio 3 oung u oman laboured 
under was one common to the daughters of Eve IIo 
added tliat, should an omergcncy arise, ho, though a 
family man, would bo useless that he always vacated 
the premises wlnle those incidental scenes wem being 
enacted at homo , and that for him and Geoigc Stokes 
to he left alone with the 3'oung woman, whj* the}’ would 
be of no more service to her than a couple of babies now - 
bom themselves Ho, for his part, ho assured Evan, 
should take to his heels, and relinquish waggon, and 
horses, and all , wdnlo George probably would stand and 
gape , and the end of it would be, they would all bo had 
up for murder Ho diverged from the alarming prospect, 
by a renew^al of the foregoing altcmaiive to the gentleman 
who had constituted himself the young woman’s pro- 
tector If he parted company wnth them, they would 
immediately part company with the young w oman, w hose 
condition was evident 

Why, couldn t you tall that ^ ' said the waggoner, as 
E'ron, tmglmg at the oars, remained silent 

‘I know nothing of such thugs,’ he nns« ored, hnstilv, 
like one hurt 

1 have to repeat the statement, that ho was a youth, and 
a modest one. He felt unaooounUbly, unreasonably, hut 
horridly, ashamed. The thought of Ins actual position 
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stamped the sickening disgust at tailordom. Worse, 
then, might happen to us in this extraordmary world I 
There was something more abhorrent than sitting with 
one's legs crossed, pubhcly stitching, and scoffed at I 
He caDed vehemently to the waggoner to whip the horses, 
and hurry ahead into EaUowfield , but that worthy, what- 
ever might be his dire alarms, had a regular pace, that was 
conscious of no spur: the reply of ‘Ail nghtl' satisfied 
him at least , and Evan’s chaste sighs for the appearance 
of an assistant petticoat round a turn of the road, were 
offered up duly, to the measure of the waggoner’s steps. 

Suddenly the waggoner come to a halt, and said . 
* Blest if that Gearge bain't a snorm’ on his pins ! ' 

Evan lingered by him with some ounosity, while the 
waggoner thumped his thigh to, ‘Yes he he I no he 
bam’t I ’ several times, in eager hesitation. 

* It ’s a fellow calling from the downs,’ said Evan, 

‘ Ay, so ! ’ responded the waggoner. ‘ Bang’d if I 
didn’t think 'twere that Gearge of our'n Hark awhile,’ 
At a repetition of the call, the waggoner stopped his 
team. After a few minutes, a man appeared panting on 
the bank above them, down which he ran precipitately, 
knocked agamst Evan, apologized with the httle breath 
that remained to him, and then held his hand as to 
entreat a hearing. Evan thought him half-mad, the 
waggoner was about to imagine bim the victim of a mid- 
night assault. He undeceived them by requestmg, m 
rather flowery terms, conveyance on the road and rest 
for his limbs. It bemg esplamed to him that the waggon 
was already occupied, he comforted himself aloud with 
the reflection that it was something to be on the road 
again for one who had been belated, lost, and wandering 
over the downs for the last six hours. 

‘ Waloome to.^t^m, when young woman gits out,’ said 
the wagoner. ‘ I ’ll gi* ye my j^eep on t’ Hillf ord ' 
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‘ Thanks, worthy fnend,^ returned the new comer, 
* The state of the case is this— I *m happy to take from 
humankind whatsoever I can get. If this gentleman 
will accept of my company, and my legs hold out, all 
will yet he well ' 

Though he did not wear a petticoat, Evan was not sony 
to have hnn. Next to the mterposition of the Gods, we 
pray for human fellowship when we are m a mess. So he 
mumbled pohtely, dropped with him a httle to the rear, 
and they all stepped out to the crack of the wagoner’s 
whip 

* Rather a slow pace,’ said Evan, feeling bound to con- 
verse, 

‘ Six hours on the downs mokes it extremely suitable 
to me,’ rejomed the stranger, 

‘ You lost your way ’ ’ 

* I did, BIT. Yes , one does not court those desolate 
regions wittingly, I am for life and society. The em- 
braces of Diana do not agree with my constitution. If 
classics there be who differ from me, I beg them to take 
SIX hours on the downs alone with the moon, and the last 
prospect of bread and cheese, and a chaste bed, Beemingly 
utterly extmgmshed I am cured of my romance Of 
course, when I say bread and cheese, I speak figuratively. 
Food 13 imphed ' 

Evan stole a glance at hia compamon 

‘Besides,* the other oontmued, with an inflexion of 
grandeur, ‘ for a man accustomed to his hunters, it is, 
you will confess, unpleasant— I speak hypothetically— 
to be reduced to his legs to that extent that it strikes him 
shrewdly he will run them mto stumps ■* ( - * ^ * 

The stranger laughed. * 

fair lady of the night iliummed his face, like one 
who recogmzed a subject Evan thought he knew the 
voice. A cunouB struggle therem between native face- 
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tionsness and an attempt at dignity, appeared to Evan 
not unfamiliar , and the egregiousiailure of ambition and ^ 
trinmph of the instinct, helped him to join the stranger 
in his mirth. 

‘ Jack Raikes ? ^ he said : * surely ^ ' 

^ The man I * it \ras answered to him. ' But you ^ — 
and near our old school— Viscount Harrington ^ These 
marvels occur, you see— we meet agam by mght. ' 

Evan, with little graMcation at the meetmg, fell into 
their former comradeship ; tickled by a recollection of his 
old schoolfellow's mdia-rubber mind. 

Mr. Haikes stood about a head under him. He had 
extremely mobile features ; thick, flexible eyebrows ; a 
loose, voluble mouth ; a ridiculous figure on a dandified 
foot. He represented to you one who was rehearsing a 
part he wished to act before the world, and was not aware 
that he took the world into his confidence. 

How he had come there his elastic tongue explained 
) m teopes. and puns and lines of dramatic verse. His ' 
patamony spent, he at once believed himself an 
actor, and he was hissed off the stage of a provincial 
theatre. 

‘ Ruined, the last ignominy endured, I fled from the gay 
vistas of the Bench— for they live who would thither lead 
me 1 and determined, the day before the yesterday — ^what 
thmk'st thou ^ why to go boldly, and offer myself as 
Adlatus to blessed old Cudford ! Yes * a little Latin is 
all that remains tp me, and I resolvej3,iike the man I 
am, to turn, 7iic,*'^cEc,''Jioc,'*'into bread ahd cheese, and 
beer. Impute nought fore^ to me, in the matter of 

' IJsher >m our^bld school — poor old Jack ^ ' exclaimed 
Evan. 

* Lieutenant in the Cudford Academy ^ * the latter re- 
joined ' I walked the distance from London. I had my 
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interview with the respected principnl He gave mo of 
mutton nearest the bone, which, they say, is sweetest ; 
and on sweet things jou should not regale m eveess 
Endymion watched tho sheep that bred that mutton * 
He gave me the thin hcor of oiu boyhood, that I might 
tho more soberly state my mission That beer, my 
friend, was breued by one who wished to form a study 
for pautomunio masks Ho hstened wub tho gravity 
which 13 all hiB own to tho recital of my career ; ho 
pleasantly compared mo to Phnolhon, congratulated the 
river Thames at my not sotting it on firo in my rapid 
descent, and extended to mo tho throe fingers of affection- 
ate farewell “You an usher, a rcnicr of youth, Mi 
Eaikes^ Oh, noi Oh, noT* That \s as all I could 
get out of him ^Gad I ho might have seen that I didn't 
]oke with tho mutton-bone If I lunccd nt tho beer 
it was imperceptible Non a man who can do that is 
what I call a man in earnest ' 

* You 've 3 uat come from Cudford * ’ said Evan, 

‘ Short IS tho tale, though long the u ay, fnond Harring- 
ton Prom Bodloy is ten miles to Bcoldoy. I walked 
them. Prom Beckley is fifteen miles to Pallon field 
Them 1 was traversing, \vhcn, lo > near sweet eventide a 
fair horsewoman nding with her groom at her horse's 
heels “ Lady/* says I, addressing her, as much out of 
the style of the needy as possible, “ will you condescend 
to direct me to PaUowficld ^ ” “ Are you going to tho 
match ^ “ says she I answ^ered boldly that I was. 
“ Beckley 's in," says she, “ and you '11 be in tune to see 
them out, if you out across the downis there ” I hfted 
my hat — a desperate measure, for tho bnm won't bear 
much — ^but honour to women though wo perish. She 
bowed I out across the downs. In fine, Hamngton, 
old boy, I Ve been wandeimg among those dowms for the 
last seven or eight hours I was on tho point of turmng 
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m}* back on ihc road for the tv^entietli time, I believe — 
when I heard your welcome vehicular music, and hailed 
you , and I ask you, isn't it luclc for a fellow who hasn't 
got a penny in his pocket, and is as hungry as five hundred 
hunters, to drop on an old friend like this ^ ' 

Evan answered with the question 
* Where w'as it you said 3’^ou met the young lady ^ ' 

' In the first place, 0 Amadis I I never said she was 
young. You 're on the scent, I see ' 

Nursing the fresh image of his darhng in his heart's 
recesses, Evan, as they entered Fallow^eld, laid the state 
of his purse before Jack, and earned anew the epithet of 
Amadis, when it came to be told that the occupant of the 
waggon was likewise one of its pensioners. 

Sleep had long held its reign in EalloAvfield. Neverthe- 
less, Mr. Raikcs, though bhnd windows alone looked on 
him, and nought foreign w^as to bo imputed to him in the 
matter of pride, had become exceedingly sohcitous con- 
cerning his presentation to the inhabitants of that quiet 
little country town ; and while Evan and the waggoner 
consulted — the former with regard to the chances of pro- 
curing beds and supper, the latter as to his prospect of 
beer and a comfortable nddance of the femmme burden 
weighing on them all — llr. Raikes was engaged in per- 
suading his hat to assume something of the gentlemanly 
polish of its youth, and might have been observed now 
and then furtively catchmg up a leg to be dusted, Ere 
the wheels of the waggon stopped he had gained that ease 
of mmd which the knowledge that you have done all a 
man may do and circumstances warrant, establishes 
Capacities conscious of their limits may repose even 
proudly when they reach them ; and, if Sir. Raikes had 
not quite the air of one come out of a bandbox, he at 
least proved to the discemmg intelhgence that he knew 
what sort of manner befitted that happy occasion, and 
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Tvas enabled by the pains bo had taken to glanco with 
a challenge at the sign of the hostcln% under Clinch they 
'vrere now lanked, and from which, though the liour was 
late, and Fallow field a smgulaily somnolent little town, 
there issued signs of hfo approaching to festivity. 


CHAPTER XI 

DOrSGS AT AN INN 

TVhat every traveller sighs to find, was palatably fur- 
nished hy the Green Dragon of Fallow fidd — a famous inn, 
and a constellation for wandering coachmen. There 
'pleasant smiles seasoned plenty, and the bill was gilded 
m a manner unknown to our days 'WTioso drank of the 
ale of the Green Dragon kept in his memory a place apart 
for it The secret, that to give a warm welcome is the 
breath of life to an inn, was one the Green Dragon boasted, 
even then, not to share with many Red Lions, or Cocks 
of the Homing, or Kmgs’ Heads, or other fabulous 
monsters , and as if to show that when you arc in the 
nght track you are sure to be seconded, there was a 
fnend of the Green Dragon, who, on a paitioular night 
of the year, caused its renown to enlarge to the 
dimensions of a miracle But that, for the moment, is 
my secret 

Evan and Jack w ere met m the passage by a chamber- 
maid Before either of them could speak, she had turned 
and fled, with the words 

* More commg I * which, with the addition of ‘ My 
goodness me • ’ were echoed by the hostess m her recess, 
Humed directions seemed to be consequent, and then 
the hcfitess sallied out, and said, with a curtsey 
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‘ Plca ‘50 to stop m, gentlemen. Tins is tlio room, to- 
night ' 

Evan lifted his bat ; and bo'snng, requested to know 
A\hetlicr they could have a supper and beds, 

* Beds, sir 1 ' cned tiic hostess. ‘ Wliat am I to do for 
bods ^ Yc^j beds indeed 3 'ou may have, but bed-Joom^— 
if you aslv for them, it really is more than I can supply you 
with. I liavc given up mj’’ own I sleep vnth my maid 
Jane to-niglit ’ 

‘ Anything will do for us, madam,’ leplied Evan, renew- 
ing his foreign courtesy. ‘ But there is a poor young 
u Oman outside ’ 

‘ Another 1 * The hostess instantly smiled down her 
inhospitable outcry. 

‘ She,’ said Evan, * must have a room to herself. She 
is ill’ 

‘Must is must, sir,’ returned the gracious hostess. 

‘ But I really haven’t the means ’ 

‘ You have bed-rooms, madam ^ ’ 

‘ Every one of them engaged, sir.’ 

‘ By ladies, madam ? ’ 

‘ Lord forbid, sir I ’ she exclaimed with the honest 
energy of a woman who knew her sex. 

Evan bade Jack go and assist the waggoner to brmg in 
the girl. Jack, who had been all the time pulhng at his 
ivnstbands, and settling his coat-collar by the dim re- 
flection of a window of the bar, departed, after, on his 
own authority, assuring the hostess that fever was not 
the young woman’s malady, as she protested against 
admitting fever mto her house, seeing that she had to 
consider her guests. 

‘ We ’re open to all the world to-night, except fever,* 
said the hostess. ‘ Yes,’ she rejomed to Evan’s order 
that the waggoner and his mate should be supphed with 
ale, ‘ they shall have as much as they can dnnk,’ which 
1 
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as not a speech usual at inns, lien ou^' man gh c < nn order 
for others, but Evan passed it by, and politely 
to be sho'i^'n an to one of the gentlemen v lio had engaged 
bed-rooms 

‘ Oh 1 if you can pemundo nn\ of them, Mr. 1 *m «nrc 
I Vo nothing to saj / oh^erv ctl liio hode's, ‘ Pray, don't 
ask mo to stand by and back it, that V all ' 

Had Evan been familiar uith the Orren Dntjon, lie 
A\ould have noticed that the landlady, it'? pre'Mthng 
gemus, uas stificr than usual , the to^\ tunile more ^ 
constrained, ns if a great host had to l>c embraced, and 
wero liying it to tho utmost kI retch TJiere \sns hou- 
over, no aspenty about her, and wlien she had hd Idm 
to tho door ho Mas to enter to prefer his suit, and nho had 
asked ‘whether the young woman was quite common, 
and ho had replied that ho had picked her up on the road, 
and that sho v> as ccrtainlj poor, tho ho'*te^w *» ud , 

* I *ra sure you ’re a voiy good gentleman, Mr, and if I 
could Bpato your asking at all, I would ’ 

With that sho wont back to encounter Mr, Raikos and 
hiB charge, and prime the waggoner and his mate. 

A noise of laughter and talk was stilled gradually, as 
Evan made his bow^ into a spacious room, wherein, as tho 
tops of pmes are seen swimming on tho morning mist, 
about a couple of dozen guests of divers conditions sat 
partially revealed through wnvj’ clouds of tobacco-smoko. 
By thoir postures, which Evan’s appearance by no means 
disconcerted, you read in a glance men who had been at 
ease for so many hours that they had no troubles in tho 
world save tho two ultimate porploxitios of the British 
Sylmnto, whose bed of roses is harassed by tho pair of 
problems * first, wrhat to do with his legs , seoondlv, how 
to imbibe hquor with tho slightest possible dorangomont 
of those members subordinate to bis upper structure. Of 
old the Sybanto complained Not so our self-helpful 
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I tW mild not. now llm! work dono 

nv? jo’jtty Ihr’ Ukc off tluir they gol awny 
from th‘'m for tii(y tnight. in fii^hion'' ongiiml or 
irnUiitive : mno hy thni^fing them out ni full Icnglli ; 
♦'ome ly crAmpiug them under thoir cimns . while Bomc, 
tnkinc refuri* in a mrntol cfTort, forgot them, a process 
to be p'romnu ndiKl if it did not invoU e oecosionnl pnngs 
of couKioti'-ne 's to th*' leg'* of their ncighhour*. Wc Fee 
in our cou'^me Wt^t of the great water, who nro Fnid to 
c\agceratc our pceulmnlie^, beings Inbounng under the 
c'lme difficult), and intent on its*? Fohition. Af to the 
second problem , tlinl of dnnkmg witliout di<?composuro 
to she Mii)«cnnent hmhs : the corapnn)' present worked 
out this rcpuhlicnn principle mgcnioudy, hut in a manner 
beneath the attention of the Mu‘;c. I^ot Clio record that 
mugs and glns'Jcs, tobacco and pipes, w'crc atrowTi upon 
the table. But if tlie guests had arrived nt that stage 
wlicn to reach the arm, or arrange the person, for a sip 
of good stuff, cnuBCS moral debates, and presents to the 
mind impediments equal to what would bo raised in 
active men by the prospect of a great excursion, it is 
not to be wondered nt tliat the presence of a stranger 
produced no immediate commotion. Tw^o or three 
heads were half turned ; such as faced him imperceptibly 
lifted their eyelids. 

‘ Good evemng, sir/ said one who sat as chairman, wuth 
a decisive nod. 

' Good night, ain’t it ? ’ a jolly-looking old fellow 
queried of the speaker, in an under-voicc. 

‘ ’Gad, you don’t eiqiect mo to be wishing the gentle- 
man good-bye, do you ? ’ retorted the former, 

‘Hal ha I No, to bo sure,’ answered the old boy; 
and the remark w'as variously uttered, that ‘ Good night,’ 
by a caprice of our language, did sound hke it 

‘ Good evemng ’s “ How d’ ye do ? ” — “ How are ye ? ” 
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Good DigM ’b “ Be ofi, and bo blowed to you/* * observed 
an interpreter with a positive mind , and another, whose 
intelhgenco was not so clear, but whose perceptions had 
seized the point, exclaimed ‘ I never says it when I hails 
a chap , hut, dash my buttons, if 1 nughtn*t *a done, one 
day or another 1 Queer * ’ 

The chairman, warmed by his ]oke, added, with a sharp 
wink ‘ Ay , it would be queer, if you haded “ Good 
night ** m the middle of the day i ’ and this among a 
company soaked m npe ale, could not fad to run the 
eleotno circle, and persuaded several to change their 
positions , m the rumble of which, Evan’s reply, if he 
had made any, was lost Few, however, were there who 
could think of him, and ponder on that glimpse of fun, at 
the same time , and he would have been passed over, had 
not the chairman said , ‘ Take a seat, sir , make yourself 
comfortable ’ 

‘ Before I have that pleasure,* rephed Evan, ‘ I — ’ 

* / see where ’tis,’ burst out the old boy who had pre- 
viously supermduced a diversion ‘ he ’s gomg to ax if 
he can’t have a bed • ’ 

A roar of laughter, and ‘ Don’t you remember this day 
last year ^ ’ followed the cunning guess For awhde 
exphcahon was impossible; and Evan coloured, and 
snuled, and waited for them 
‘ I was gomg to ask—’ 

‘ Said so I ’ shouted the old boy, gleefully 

one of the gentlemen who has engaged a bed-room to 
do me the extreme favour to step aside with me, and 
allow me a moment’s speech with him ’ 

Long faces were drawn, and odd stares were directed 
toward him, in reply 

^ 1 ^ see where tis ’ , the old boy thumped his knee* 
‘ Ain’t it now « Speak up, sir 1 There ’s a lady in the 
case * ’ 
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‘ I may foil you thus much/ answered Evan, ‘ that it is 
an unfortunate young woman, very ill, who needs rest 
and quiet/ 

‘ Didn’t I say so ^ ’ shouted the old boy. 

But this time, though his jolty red jowl turned all 
round to demand a confirmation, it was not generally 
considered that he had divined so correctly. Between 
a lady and an unfortunate young woman, there seemed 
to be a strong distmction, m the minds of the company. 

The chairman was the most affected by the commum- 
cation. His bushy eyebrows fronned at Evan, and he 
began tuggmg at the brass buttons of his coat, like one 
preparing to arm for a conflict, 

‘ Speak out, sir, if you please/ he said * Above board — 
no asides — no takmg advantages You want me to give 
up my bed-room for the use of your young woman, sir ® ’ 

Evan rephed quietly : * She is a stranger to me ; and 
if you could see her, sir, and know her situation, I think 
she would move your pity.’ 

‘ I don’t doubt it, sir— I don’t doubt it,’ returned the 
chairman. * They all move our pity That ’s how they 
get over us. She has diddled you, and she would diddle 
me, and diddle us aE — diddle the devil, I dare say, when 
her time comes. I don’t doubt it, sir ’ 

To confront a vehement old gentleman, sitting as presi- 
dent m an assembly of satelhtes, requires command of 
countenance, and Evan was not browbeaten: he held 
him, and the whole room, from where he stood, under a 
serene and serious eye, for his feelings were too deeply 
stirred on behalf of the ^1 to let him think of himself. 
That question of hers, ‘ What are you gomg to do with 
me ? ’ implymg such helplessness and trust, was stall 
sharp on his nerves. 

‘ Gentlemen,’ he said, ‘ I humbly beg your pardon for 
difituibmg you as I do/ 
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But a sudden idea that a general address on behalf 
of a particular demand must ncccssanly fail ho let lij^^ 
eyes rest on one there, 'whoso face ^^as nedher stupid 
nor repellent, and uho, though he did not look up, had 
an attotiYe, thoughtful cast about the mouth 

* May I entreat a word apart u itli you, sir ’ ' 

Evan was not mistaken in the index he had perused 
The gentleman seemed to feel that ho u ns selected from 
the company, and ahglitly raising his head, carelessly 
replied : ‘ My bed is entirely at } our disposal/ resuming 
his contemplative pose 

On the pomt of thanking him, Evan advanced a step, 
when up started the irascible chairman 

* I don’t permit it 1 I u on’t allou it ! * And before 
Evan could ask his reasons, ho had rung the bell, mutte^ 
mg * They follou us to our inns, now, the baggages ! 
They must harry us at our inns I We can’t have peace 
and qmet at our itihr I * 

In a state of combustion, ho cried out to the waiter 
‘Here, Mark, this gentleman has brought m a dirty 
wench pack her up to my bed-room, and lock her in ‘ 
look her m, and bnng down the key ’ 

Agreeably deceived m the old gentleman s mtentions, 
Evan could not refram from joining the murmured 
hilanly created by the conclusion of his order The 
latter glared at him, and added ' * Nou , sir, you ’vo done 
your worst Sit down, and he merry/ 

Eeplymg that he had a friend outside, and would not 
fail to accept the invitation, Evan retired. Ho was 
met by the hostess with the reproachful declaration on 
her bps, that she was a widow woman, wise in appear- 
ances, and that he had brought mto her house that night 
work she did not expect, or bargain for Bather (smee 
I must speak truth of my gentleman) to silence her on the 
subject, and save his ears, than to propitiate her favour 



DOINGS AT AN INN 135 

towards the girl, Evan drew out his constitutionally lean 
purse, and dropped it in her hand, praying her to put 
every expense incurred to his charge She exclaimed . 
* If Dr. Pilhe has his full sleep this mght, I shah be 
astonished and Evan hastily led Jack mto the passage 
to impart to him, that the extent of his resources was 
reduced to the smallest of s ums m shillings, 

‘I can beat my fnend at that reckoning,’ said Mr. 
Raikes ; and they entered the room 

Eyes were on him This had ever the effect of causmg 
him to swell to monstrous proportions m the histnomc 
line. Asking the waiter carelessly for some hght supper 
dish, he suggested the various French, with ‘ not that ^ ’ 
and the affable naming of another. ‘ Nor that ^ Dear 
me, we shall have to sup on chops, I beheve • ’ 

Evan saw the chairman sorutmisang Raikes, much as 
he himself might have done, and he said • * Bread and 
cheese for me.’ 

Raikes exclaimed * Really 1 Well, my lord, you lead, 
and your taste is mme ^ ’ 

A second waiter scudded past, and stopped before the 
chairman to say ‘If you please, sir, the gentlemen 
upstairs send their compliments, and will be happy to 
accept,’ 

‘ Ha ^ ’ was the answer * Thought better of it, have 
they I Lay for three more, then. Five more, I guess,’ 
He glanced at the pair of mtruders. 

Atnong a portion of the guests there had been a return to 
common talk, and one had observed that he could not get 
that * Good Evening,* and ‘ Good Night,’ out of his head 
which had caused a fnend to explain the meamng of these 
terms of salutation to iiim : while another, of a philo- 
sophic turn, pursued the theme ‘ You see, when we 
meets, we makes a mght of it. So, when we parts, it ’s 
Good Night— -natural > am’t iiV A proposition as- 
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sented to, and considerably dilated on , but whether he 
was laughing at that, or what had aroused the fit, the 
ohaiiman did not say 

Gentle chuckles had succeeded his laughter by the tune 
the bread and cheese appeared 
In the rear of the provision came three young gentle- 
men, of whom the foremost lumped m, smgmg to one 
behmd him, — ‘ And you shall have httle Rosey I ’ 

They weie clad m onckoting costume, and exhibited the 
health and manners of youthful Englishmen of station 
Erohesome young bulls burstmg on an assemblage of 
sheep, they might bo compared to The chairman 
welcomed them a trifle snubbmgly The colour mounted 
to the cheeks of Mr Baikes as he made mcision m the 
cheese, under their eyes, kmttmg hiS'brows fearfully, as 
if at hard work. 

The chairman entreated Evan to desist from the 
cheese , and, pulhng out his watch, thundered ‘ Tune ^ * 
The company generally jumped on their legs , and, in 
the midst of a hum of talk and laughter, he informed 
Evan and Jack, that he mvited them cordially to a supper 
up-stairs, and would be pleased if they would partake of 
it, and in a great rage if they would not 
Baikes was for condesoendmg to accept 
Evan sprang up and cned * Gladly, sir,’ and gladly 
Mould he have cast his cockney schoolmate to the wmds, 
m the presence of these young onoketera , for he hod a 
prognostication ' i 

The door was open, and the company of joUy yeomen, 
tradesmen, fanners, and the hke, had become mtent on 
observing all the ceremonies of precedence not one would 
broaden his back on the other , and there was howmg, 
and sorapmg, and grimacmg,' till Farmer Broadmead was 
hailed aloud, and the old boy stepped forth, and was 
summarily pushed through the ohainnan oaUmg from 
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the rear, ‘ HuUoa ^ no names to-night ^ ’ to which was 
answered lustily : ‘ AH nght, Mr. Tom i ’ and the speaker 
was reproved with, * There you go 1 at it again I ’ and 
out and up ihey hustled. 

The chairman said quietly to Evan, as they were as- 
cending the stairs . ‘ We don’t have names to-night ; 
may as well drop titles,’ Which presented no pecuhar 
. meaning to Evan’s mind, and he smiled the usual smile. 

To Baikes, at the door of the supper-room, the chairman 
repeated the same ; and with extreme affability and * 
lalE^cri^of abnegation, the latter rejomed, ‘ Oh, certainly ! ’ 

"No wonderThat he rubbed his hands with more dehght 
than aristocrats and people with gentlemanly connections 
are in the habit of betraying at the prospect of refection, 
for the release from bread and cheese was rendered over- 
poweringly glorious, in his eyes, by the bountiful contrast 
exhibited on the board before him. _ 


CHAPTER Xn 

IN WHICH AiB IS SHOWN TO HA.VE ONE QUALITY OF WINE 

To proclaim that yon ribs of beef and yonder ruddy 
Britons have met, is to furnish matter for an hour’s 
comfortable meditation. 

Digest the fact] Here the Pates have put their seal to 
something Nature clearly devised Itwasmtended , and 
it has come to pass. A thmg has come to pass which we 
feel to be right 1 The machinery of the world, then, is not 
entirely dislocated : there is hannony, on one point, 
among the mystenous powers who have to do with us. 
Apart from its eloquent and consolmg philosophy, the 
picture is pleasant. You see two rows of shoulders 
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resolutely set for action heads m divers degrees of 
proximity to their plates eyes vanously twinlclmg, or 
hypocritically composed chaps in vigorous exercise. 
Now leans a fellow nght back uith his whole face to the 
firmainent Ale is his adoration He sighs not till he sees 
the end of the mug Now from one a laugh is sprung , 
but, as if too early tapped, he turns off the cock, and 
prunes himself anew Occupied by their own require- 
ments, these Bntons allow that their neighbours have 
rights * no cursmg at waste of time is heard when plates 
have to be passed disagreeable, it is still duty. Field- 
Marshal Duty, the Briton's chief star, shmes hero. If 
one usurps more than hia allowance of elbow-room, bring 
your charge against them that fashioned him : w^ork aw ay 
to arrive at some compass yourself 

Now the mustard ceases to travel, and the salt * the 
guests have leisure to contemplate their achievements 
Laughs are more prolonged, and come from the depths 

Now Ale, which is to Beef what Eve was to Adam, 
threatens to take possession of the field Happy they 
who, following Nature's direction, admitted not bright ale 
into their Paradise till their manhood was strengthened 
with beef Some, impatient, had thirsted , had satisfied 
their thirst ; and the ale, the hght though lovely spint, 
with nothing to hold it down, had mounted to their heads ; 
just as Eve will do when Adam is not mature lust as she 
did — ^Alas I 

Now, the rums of the feast being removed, and a clear 
course left for the flow of ale, Farmer Broadmead, facing 
the chairman, rises He stands m an attitude of midway. 
He speaks 

Gentlemen l 'Tamt fust time you and I be met here, 
to salbrate this here occasion I say, not fust tune, not 
by many a time, 'taint. Well, gentlemen, I am't much of 
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a speaker, gentlemen, as you know* Howsever, here I be. 
No denyin' that. I on my legs. This here *b a strange 
enough world, and a man as a gentleman, I say, we 
ought for to be glad when we got 'm. You know . I *m 
coining to it shortly. I ain’t much of a speaker, and if 
you wants somethin’ new, you must ax elsewhere . but 
what I say is — dang it 1 here ’s good health and long life 
to Mr. Tom, up there ^ ’ 

* No names I ' shouts the chairman, in the midst of a 
tremendous clatter. 

Earmer Broadmead moderately disengages his breadth 
from the seat He humbly axes pardon, which is accorded 
him with a blunt nod 

Ale (to Beef what Eve was to Adam) circulates beneath 
a d^zling foam, fair as the first woman. 

Mr. Tom (for the breach of the rules m mentioning 
whose name on a night when identities are merged, we 
offer sincere apologies every other minute), Mr. Tom is 
toasted. His parents, who selected that day sixty years 
ago, for his bow to be made to the world, are alluded to 
with raoproimns, and float down to postenty on floods of 
liquid amber. 

But to see all the subtle merits that now begin to bud 
out from Tom, the obaimian and giver of the feast ; 
and also nghtly to appreciate the speeches, we require to 
be enormously charged with Ale, Mr. Raikea did his 
best to keep his head above the surface of the rapid flood 
He conceived the chairman in brilliant colours, and pro- 
bably owing to the energy called for by his brain, the legs 
of the young man failed him twice, as he tried them. 
Attention was demanded. Mr. Baikes addressed the 
meeting. 

The three young gentlemen-cricketers had hitherto 
behaved with a certain propriety. It did not offend Mr 
Baikes to see tiiem conduct tiiemselves as if they were at 
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a play, and the rest of the company paid actors. He had 
likewise taken a position, and had been the first to laugh 
aloud at a particular shp of grammar , while bs shrugs at 
the aspirates transposed and the pronunciation prevalSt, 
had almost established a free-masonry between hire and 
one of the three young gentlemon-orio^ters — a fair-haired 
youth, with a handsome, reckless face, who leaned on the 
table, humorously eyeing the several speakers, and 
exchangmg by-words and laughs with his friends on each 
Bide of him 

But Mr Raikes had the disadvantage of having come to 
the table empty in stomach — thirsty exceedingly ; and, I 
repeat, that as, without experience, you are the victim of 
divinely-given Eve, so, with no foundation to receive it 
upon, are you the viotun of good sound Ale He very 
soon lost his head. He would otherwise have seen that 
he must produce a wonderfully-telhng speech if he was to 
keep the position he had taken, and had better not 
attempt one The three young cricketers were host^e 
from the begmmng All of them leant forward, calhng 
action loudly laughing for the fun to come 

Gentlemen t he said and said it twice The gap 
was wide, and he said, * Gentlemen I * again 
^nus commencement of e speech proves that you have 
made the plunge, but not that you can swhn At a 
repetition of Gentlemen * * expeotanoy resolved into 
cynicism, 

Gie n a help, sang out a son of the plough to a neigh- 
bour of the orator 

Hang it I murmured another, * we ani*t such gentle- 
men as that comes to * 

^ Raikes was pohtely requested to ' tone his pipe ’ 
With a gloomy curiosity as to the results of Jack's 
adventurous undertakmg, and a touch of anger at the 
three whose bearing throughout had displeased him, Evan 
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regarded his fnend. He, too, had drunk, and upon 
emptiness. Brigh^ale had mounted to his brain. A hero 
should be held as sacred as the Grand Llama : so let no 
more be said than that he drank still, nor marked the 
replenishmg of his glass, 

Raikes cleared his throat for a final assault ; he had got 
an image, and was dashing off ; but, unhappdy, as if to 
make the start seem fair, he was guilty of hs reiteration. 

Everybody knew that it was a real start this time, and 
indeed he had made an advance, and had run straight 
through sentence. It was therefore manifestly 

unfair, inimical, contemptuous, overbearing, and base, foi 
one of the three young cricketers at this period to fling 
back weanedly and exclaim , * By the Lord , too many 
gentlemen here I ' 

Evan heard him across the table Lackmg the key of 
the speaker's previous conduct, the words might have 
passed. As it was, they, to the ale-mvaded head of a 
young hero, feehng himseK the world's equal, and con- 
demned nevertheless to bear through Me the insignia of 
Tailordom, not unnaturally struck with peouhar offence. 
There was arrogance, too, in the young man who had 
interposed. He was long m the body, and, when he was 
not refreshing his sight by a careless contemplation of his 
fii^er-nails, looked down on bs company at table, as one 
may do who comes from Ipftierjatudies. He had what is 
popularly known as the nose of our aristocracy ' a nose 
that much culture of the external graces, and affectation 
of suavity, are required to soften. Thereto were jomed 
thin lips and arched brows. Birth it was possible he could 
boast, hardly brains. He sat to the right of the fair- 
haired youth, who, with his remammg comrade, a qmet 
smiling fellow, appeared to be better liked by the guests, 
and had been hailed once or twice, under correction of the 
ohanman, as Mr. Hany, The three had distinguished one 
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there by a few friendly passages , and this was ho who had 
offered his bed to Evan for the service of the girl The 
recognition they extended to him did not affect him 
deeply. He was called Drummond, and had his place 
near the chairman, vhose humours ho seemed to relish. 

The ears of Mr Raikes were less keen at the moment 
than Evan's, but his openness to ndicule was that of a 
man on his legs solus, amid a company sittmg, and his 
sense of the same — ^when he saw himself the victim of it 
— acute His face was rather comic, and, under the 
shadow of embarrassment, twitching and workmg for 
ideas — migh t excuse a want of steadmess and absolute 
gravity m the countenances of others 
The chairman's neighbour, Drummond, whispered him , 

* Laxley will get up a row with that fellow ' 

‘ It 's young Jocelyn eg^g hini on,' said the chairman 
* TJm * * added Drummond . ‘ it 's the f nend of that 
talkative rascal that 's dangerous, if it comes to anything * 
Mr Raikes perceived that his host desired him to con- 
clude So, lifting his voice and swinging his arm, he 
ended ‘ Allow me to propose to you the Ely in Amber. 
In other words, our excellent host embalmed m hrilhant 
ale • Dnnk him I and so let him hvo m our memones for 
ever * ' 

He sat down veiy well contented with himself, very 
httle comprehended, and applauded loudly. 

‘ The Elym' Number I ' echoed Farmer Broadmead, 
confidently and with clamour , adding to a fnend, when 
both had drunk the toast to the dfegs, ‘ But what number 
that he, or how many 'tis of 'em, chides me I But that ’b 
ne’ther here nor there ' f J ^ 

The ohamnan and host of the evening stood up to reply, 
welcomed by thunders — * There ye be, Mr Tom 1 ^ad I 
hvea to see ye ! ' and * No names ! ' and * Long life to 
himl ' 



ALE nAS om QUALITY OF WINE 143 

Tbis having subsided, the chairman spoke, first noddmg. 

* You don't ant many words, and if you do, you won't 
get 'em from me/ 

Cries of * Got something better I ' took up the blunt 
address. 

‘ You 're been true to it, most of you. I like men not 
to forget a custom.' 

‘ Good reason so to be,' and * A jolly good custom,' 
replied to both sentences, 

* As to the beef, I hope you didn't find it tough ; as to 
the ale — I know all about that ! ' 

* Aha I good I ' rang the verdict 

* All I can say is, that this day next year it will be on the 
table, and I hope that every one of you wdl meet Tom — 
will meet me here punctually. I 'm not a Parliament 
man, so that '11 do.' 

The chairman's breach of his own rules drowned the 
termination of his speech m an uproar 

Be-seating himself, he lifted his glass, and proposed : 
* The Ante^uvians 1 ' 

Farmer Broadmead echoed : * The Antedtloovians • ' 
appendmg, as a private sentiment, * And dam rum chaps 
they were ^ ' "/ \ 

The Antediluvians, undoubtedly the toast of the even- 
ing, were enthusiastically drunk, and in an ale of treble 
brew. 

When they had quite gone down, Mr. Raikes ventured 
to ask for the reason of their receiving such honour from a 
posterity they had so httle to do with He put the 
question mildly, hut was impetuously snapped at by the 
chairman. 

' You respect men for their luck, sir, don t you ? Don t 
be a hypocrite, and say you don't — ^you do Very well ; 
so do I. That 's why I dnnk “ The Antediluvians " 1 ' 

* Our worthy host here ' (Drummond, gravely smiling. 
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imdertook to elucidato llio ca'io) ft theory that tho 
constitutions of the Posldiluvians ha^c been dcrangc<l, 
and their lives shortened, by the miasniius of the 3)cbigc» 

I beliovo ho cacncs it so far as lo say that Xonh, in the 
hght of a progenitor, is infcnor to Adam, owing to the 
shaking he had to endure m the ark, and which he con- 
ccives to have damaged tho patriarch and the nervous 
systems of his sons It 's a tlicory, jou know * 

* They lived close on a thousand yenr^, hale, henriy — 
and no water ^ ' said tho cliairraan 

* Well * ' exclaimed one, bomo way down the table, a 
young farmer, red as a cock's comb • * no fools they, eh, 
master ? WHierc there 's ale, w ould you dnnk water, my 
hearty ^ ' and back ho leaned to enjoy the tribute to bi^ 
'Wit , a wit not remarkable, but nevertheless sufficient in 
tho noise it created to excite the emy of Mr Raikcs, w ho, 
mveterately sill}" when not engaged in a contest, now 
began to play on the names of tho sons of Xoah. 

Tho chairman lanced a keen light at him from boncatli 
his bushy eyebrows 

Before long he had again to call tw o parties to order. 
To Raikes, Laxloy was a puppy to Laxley*, Mr. Baikea. 
was a snob. Tho antagonism w as natural . alo did but 
put tho match to tho magazine But previous to an 
explosion, Laxley, who had observed Evan's disgust at 
Jack's exhibition of himself, and bad been led to think, by 
his conduct and clothes in conjunction, that Evan was liis 
ovra equal , a gentleman condescending to tho society 
of a low-bom acquaintance , — ^had sought with sundiy^ - 
propitiations, intelhgent glances, light shrugs, and such 
W:e, to divide Evan from Jack Ho did this, doubtless, 
b^use he partly sympathized with Evan, and to assure 
him that he took a sepaiate view of him. Probably Evan 
was ^eady offended, or ho held to Jack, as a comrade 
s ould, or els© it was that Tailordom and the pnde of lus 
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accepted humiliation bellowed m his ears, eveiy fresh 
minute ‘ Nothing assume ^ ' I mohne to think that the 
more aie he drank the fiercer rebel he grew against con- 
ventional ideas of rank, and those class-bamers which we 
scorn so vehemently when we find ourselves kickmg at 
them Whatsoever the reason that prompted him, he did 
not respond to Laxley's advances , and Laxley, disregard- 
ing him, dealt with Baikes alone 

In a tone plainly directed at him, he said ; * Well, 
Harry, tired of this 1 The agnculturals axe good fun, but 
I can't stand much of the small cq^mey A blackguard 
who tries to make jokes out of the Sonptures ought to be 
kicked > ' * - ' - 

Harry rejomed, with wet hps ‘Wopping stufi, this 
ale 1 '^o 's that you want to kick ? ' 

‘ Somebody who objects to his bray, I suppose/ Mr. 
Raikes struck in, across the table, negligently thrusting 
out his elbow to support hia head 

‘ Did you allude to me, sir ^ ' Laxley mquired. 

‘ I alluded to a donkey, sir * Raikes hfted his eyehds to 
the same level as Laxley's ‘ a passing remark on that 
interesting animal/ 

His friend Harry now came mto the nng to try a fall 

‘ Are you an usher m a school ^ ' he asked, meaning by 
his looks what men of science m ^ticufis call busmess 

Mr Raikes started m amazement He recovered as 
quickly. 

‘ No, sir, not quite , but I have no doubt I should be 
able to instruct you upon a point or two ' 

* Good manners, for instance ^ ' remarked the third 
young cricketer, without disturbing his habitual smile 

* Or what comes from not observing them,' said Evan, 
unwilling to have Jack over-matched. 

‘Perhaps you'll give me a lesson now V Harry 
indicated a readiness to nse for either of them. 


K 
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At this juncture the chairman interposed. 

‘ Harmony, my lads '—harmony to-night ’ 

Farmer Broadmead, imagming it to be the signal for a 
song, returned 

‘All right, Mr. Mr Chair » but we an't got pipes m 

yet. Pipes before harmony, you know, to»mght ' 

The pip^s were summoned forth^uth System appeared 
to regulate the proceedings of this particular night at the 
Green Dragon The pipes charged, and those of the guests 
who smoked, well fixed behmd them, celestial Harmony 
was mvoked through the slowly curlmg clouds In Biitam 
the Goddess is coy She demands pressure to appear, and 
great gulps of ale Vastly does she swell the chests of her 
island children, but with the modesty of a maid at the 
commencement. Precedence agam disturbed the minds 
of the company At last the red-faced young farmer led 
off with ‘ The Rose and the Thom * In that day Chloe 
still hved , nor weie the amorous transports of Strephon 
quenched. Mountamous inflation — mouse-hke issue char- 
acterized the young farmer’s first verse Encouraged 
by manifest approbation he now told Chloe that he * by 
Heaven I never would plant m that bosom a thorn,' 'ivith 
such a volume of sound as did mdeed show how a lover’s 
oath should be uttered m the ear of a British damsel to 
subdue her 

* Good I ' cned Mr Raikes, anxious to be convivial 

Subsiding into impertmence, he asked Laxley, ‘ Could 

you tap us a Strephonade, sir ? Rejoiced to listen to you, 
I ’m sure i Promise you my applause beforehand ' 

Harry rephed hotly * ‘ Will you step out of the room 
with me a mmute ^ ' 

* Have you a confession to make ? ' quoth Jack, un- 
moved, ‘Have you planted a thorn m the feminme 
flower-garden ^ Make a dean breast of it at the table. 
Confess openly and be absolved ' 
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While Evan spoke a word of angry reproof to Raikes, 
Harry had to be restra iged^by his two friends. The rest 
of the company looked on Avith curiosity , the mouth of 
the chairman was bunched, Drummond had his eyes on 
Evan, who was gazing steadily at the three. Suddenly 
' The fellow isn't a gentleman * ' struck the attention of 
111 , Raikes with alarming force, 

Raikes — and it may be because he knew he could do 
more than Evan m this respect — vociferated^ ' I 'm the 
son of a gentleman 1 ' 

Dmmmond, from the head of the table, saw that a 
diversion was imperative. He leaned forward, and with a 
look of great interest said . 

‘ Are you * Pray, never disgrace your ongin, then.' 

* If the choice were offered me, I think I would rather 
have known bis father, said the smiling fellow, yawmng, 
and rocking on his chair 

^ You would, possibly, have been exceedmgly intimate 
— ^with his right foot,' said Raikes. 

The other merely remarked : ' Oh > that is the language 
of the son of a gentleman ' 

The tumult of irony, abuse, and retort, went on despite 
the efforts of Drummond and the chairman. It was 
odd, for at Parmer Broadmead's end of the table, 
friendship had grown maudlin: two were seen in a 
drowsy embrace, with crossed pipes , and others were 
vowing deep amity, and offering to fight the man that 
might desire it 

' Are ye a fnend ^ or are ye a foe * ' was heard re- 
peatedly, and consequences to the career of the respondent, 
on his choice of affirmatives to either of these two m- 
fcerrogations, emphatically detailed 

It was likewise asked, in reference to the row at the 
gentlemen s end , * Why doan' they stand up and have 't 
out? ' 
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‘ They talks, they speechifies— why doan’ they fight 
for ^t, and then be fnendly * ’ 

‘ TOere 's the yarmony, Mr Chair, I axes— so please 
ye ^ ' sang out Earmer Broodmead 
* Ay, ay ! Silence < ’ the chairman called 
Mr Raikes begged permission to pronounce his excuses, 
but lapsed mto a lamentation for the squandermg of 
property bequeathed to him by his respected uncle, and for 
which— as far as he was mtelhgible— he persisted m oallmg 
the three offensive young oncketers opposite to account 
Before he could desist, Harmony, no longer coy, burst 
on the assembly from three different sources ‘ A Man 
who IS given to Liquor/ soared aloft with ‘ The Maid of 
sweet Seventeen,* who participated m the adventures of 
* Young Molly and the Kicking Cow * , while the guests 
selected the chorus of the song that first demanded it 
Evan probably thought that Harmony was herself only 
when she came single, or he was weaned of his fellows, and 
wished to gaze a moment on the skies whose arms were 
over and around his young beloved He went to the 
wmdow and threw it up, and feasted his sight on the moon 
standmg on the downs He could have wept at the bitter 
Ignominy that severed him from Rose And again he 
gathered his pnde as a cloak, and defied the world, and 
gloned m the saonfioe that degraded him. The beanty of 
the night touched him, and mixed these feehngs nith^ a 
moumfulness He quite foi^ot the beUo'v^and'' clatter*! 
behmd The beauty of the night, and heaven knows 
what treacherous hope m the depths of his soul, coloured 
existence warmly ^ 

He was roused from his reyene by an altercation, un- 
mistakeably fierce 

Raikes had been touched on a tender pomt In reply to 
a bantenng remark of his, Laxley had hummed over bits 
of his oration, amid the (Ruckles of his comrades Un- 
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fortunately at a loss for a bitmg retort, he was reduced to 
that plain confession of a lack of wit ; he offered combat. 

‘ I 'U tell you what/ said Laxley, ^ I never sod my hands 
with a blackguard , and a fellow who tnes to make fun of 
Scnpture, in my opimon os one. A blackguard — do you 
hear ? But, if you T give me satisfactory proofs that you 
really are what I have some difficulty m behevmg — the son 
of a gentleman— I meet you when and where you 
please.' 

‘ Eight him, anyhow,' said Harry. ‘ I 'll take him my- 
self after we finish the match to-morrow ' 

Laxley rejoined that Mr Eaikes must be left to him. 

‘ Then I 'll take the other/ said Harry, * Where is he ? ' 
Evan walked round to his place. 

‘ I am here/ he answered, ‘ and at your service ' 

' Will you fight ^ ' cried Harry, 

There was a disdainful smile on Evan's mouth, as he 
rephed : ‘ I must first onhghten you I have no preten- 
sions to your bluo blood, or yellow. If, sir, you will deign 
to challenge a man who ic not the son of a gentleman, and 
consider the expression of his thorough contempt for your 
conduct sufficient to enable you to overlook that fact, you 
may dispose of me My friend hero has, it seems, reason 
to be proud of his connections That y-u may not subse- 
quently bring the charge against me of having led you to 
" soil your hands " — as your f nend there terms it — I, with 
all the willingness m the world to chastise you or him for 
your impertmence, must first give you a fair chance of 
escape, by telling you that my father was a tailor ' 

The countenance of Sir. Eaikes at the conclusion of this 
speech was a painful picture. He knocked the table 
passionately, exclaiming: 

‘ Who 'd have thought it ^ ' 

Yet he had known it. But he could not have thought it 
possible for a man to own it pubholy. 
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Indeed, Evan could not have montioncd it, but for hot 
fury and the alo It was tlio ale m lura expelling truth ; 
and certainly, to look at him, none u ould have thought it. 

‘ That will do/ said Laxloy , lacking the mngnammity to 
despise the advantage given him, *you ha^o chosen the 
very best means of saving your skins * 

‘ We T come to you when our supply of clothes runs 
short,' added Harr}^ ^ A snip ' ' 

' Pardon mo * ' said Evan, xnth. his eyes slightly widcn^ 
ing, ' but if you come to mo, I shall no longer give you a 
choice of behaviour. I wish you good-night, genllcmcn 
I shall be m this house, and am to bo found here, till ten 
o'clock to-morrow mommg Sir,' ho addressed the chair- 
man, * I must apologize to j'ou foi this interruption to 
your kmdness, for which E thanlc you very sincerely. It 's 
“ good-mght,” nou , sir,' ho pursued, bouing, and holding 
out his hand, with a smile 

The chamman grasped it ‘ You 're a hot-headed young 
fool, sir* you're an ill-tempercd ferocious young ass 
Can't you see another young donlcoj” ^^’lthout joining 
company m kicks — eh ^ Sit doTO, and don't daro to 
spoil the fun any moic You a tailor * Who 'll behove 
it ? You 're a nobleman m disguise. Didn't your fnend 
say BO *ha I ha ^ Sit do^Yn ' Ho pulled out his watch, 
and proclaiming that he was bom into this world at the 
hour about to strike, called foi a bumper all round 
While such of the company as had yet legs and eyes 
unvanquished by the potency of the ale, stood up to drmlc 
and cheer, Mark, the waiter, senmed into the room, and, 
to the immense stupefaction of the chairman, and amuse- 
ment of his guests, spread the news of the immediate birth 
of a httle stranger on the premises, who was declared by 
Dr Pilhe to he a lusty boy, and for whom the loudly 
landlady sohcited good luck to be drunk 
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CHAPTER Xni 

THE MATCH OE FAUiOWETELD AGAIHST BBOKLBY 

The dr amatio p^pp ortions to which ale will exalt the 
sentiments within us, and our dehvery of them, are apt to 
dwindle and shrink even below the natural el evation when 
we look back on them from the hither shore of the river of 
sleep — other words, wake m the morning . and it was 
with no very self-satisfied emotions that Evan, dressmg by 
the ML light of day, reviewed his share m the events of the 
preceding mght. Why, since he had accepted his fate, 
should he pretend to judge the conduct of people his 
superiors in rank * And where was the necessity for him 
to thrust the fact of his being that abhorred social^pariah 
^wn the-throats of an assembly of worthy good fellows ? 
The answer was, that he had not accept d his fate . that 
he considered himself as good a gentleman as any man 
living, and was m absolute hostihty with the prejudices of 
society. That was the state of the case ; but the evapora- 
tion of ale in his bram caused him to v*ew his actions from 
the humble extreme of that delightful liquor, of which the 
Bpmt had flown and the cqijise remamed. 

Having revived his system with soda-water, and findmg 
no sign of his antagonist below, Mr. Raikes, to disperse the 
scep^aVdimples^on his friend's face, alluded during 
feeakfast to a determination he had formed to go forth 
and show on the cricket-field, 

^Eor, you know,' he observed, " they can't have any 
objection to fight T/ie,' 

Evan, shghtly colouring, answered ‘ Why, you said 
up-stairs, you thought fighting duels disgraceful folly ' 
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‘So it 15 , BO it IS, everybody kno^^s that/ returned 
Jack , ‘ but what can a gentleman do ^ ' 

‘Be a disgraceful fool, I suppose,' said Evan and 
Baikes went on with his breakfast, as if to bo such 
occasionally was the distinguished fate of a gentleman, of 
which others, not so happy m their birth, might well he 
envious 

He could not help betraying that he bore m mind the 
main incidents of the festival over-night , for nhen he 
had inquired who it might be that had reduced his friend 
to wear mourning, and heard that it was his father (spoken 
by Evan with a quiet sigh), Mr Baikes tappW’ ari egg, and 
his flexible brows exhibited a ^hole Bar of contending 
arguments withm More than for the love of pleasure, he 
had spent his money to be taken for a gentleman He 
naturally thought highly of the position, havmg bought it 
But Radres appreciated a capital fellow, and felt warmly 
to Evan, who, moreover, was feedmg him. 

If not bom a gentleman, this Harrmgton had the look of 
one, and was pleasmg m female eyes, as the landlady, now 
present, bore witness, wishmg them good morning, and 
hoping they had slept well She handed to Evan his purse, 
telling him she had taken it last mght, thuilnug it safer 
for the time being m her pocket , and that the chairman of 
the feast paid for all in the Green Dragon up to twelve that 
day, he having been bom between the hours, and liHug to 
make certam and that every year he did the same , and 
was a seemmgly rough old gentleman, but as soft-hearted 
as a chicken His name must positively not be inquired, 
she said , to be thankful to him was to depart, asking no 
questions 

And With a dart in the bosom from those eyes — ^those 
eyes I cned Jack, shakmg his head at the landlady's 
resistless charms 

I hope yon was not one of the gentlemen who came 
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and disturbed us last night, sir * ' she turned on him 
sharply ’ ' » r 

Jack dallied with the imputatioii, but denied his guilt 

* No ; it wasn't your voice^' continued the landlady. 
' A parcel of young puppies calling themselves gentlemen ^ 
I know him. It 's that young Mx, Laxley and he the 
nephew of a Bishop, and one of the Eonourables • and 
then the poor gals get the blame I call it a shame, I do 
There 's that poor young creature up-stairs — somebody's 
victim she is ; and nobody *s to suffer but herself, ^e 
little fool t ' 

* Yes,' said Eaikes. ' Ah I we regret these thmgs in 
after life • ' and he looked as if he had many gentlemanly 
burdens of the kind on his conscience 

* It 's a wonder, to my mind,' remarked the landlady, 
when she had placidly surveyed Mr Eaikes, ' how young 
gals can let some of you men-folk^^slead 'em.' 

She turned from him hulfi^^, and addressed Evan : 

‘ The old gentleman is gone, sir He slept on a chair, 
breakfasted, and was off before eight He left word, as 
the child was bom on his birthnight, he 'd provide for it, 
and pay the mother's bill, unless you claimed the right 
I 'm afraid he suspected — ^what I never, never— no ^ but 
by what I've seen of you — never will beheve For 
you, I 'd say, must be a gentleman, whatever your com- 
pany, She asks one favour of you, sir — for you to go 
and let her speak to you once before you go away for good. 
She 's asleep now, and mustn't he disturbed. Will you 
do it, by-and-by ^ Please to comfort the poor creature, sir.' 

Evan consented. I am afraid also it was the landlady's 
flattering speech made him, without reckoning his means, 
add that the young mother and her child must be con- 
sidered under his care, and their expenses charged to him. 
The landlady was obhged to think him a wealthy as well 
as a noble youth, and admiringly cu rbed. 
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Mr, John Raikes and Mr, Evan Harrington then strolled 
into.the air, and through a long oourt^^ard, vnth brew- 
house and dairy on each side, and a pleasant smell of 
bakmg bread, and dogs winking in the sun, cats at the 
comers of doors, satisfied with life, and turkeys pmdmg, 
and fowls, stmittmg cocks, that overset the dignity of Mi\ 
Raikes by awakening bis imitative propensities CJertain 
white-capped women, who wore washing in a tub, laughed, 
and one observed * He 's for all the woild like the httle 
bantam cock stickm’ 'self up m a crow against the 
Spamar* ’ And this, and the landlady’s marked deference 
to Evan, induced Mi Raikes contemptuously to glance at 
our national blindness to the true diamond, and worship^ 
of the mere plumes m which a person is dressed ' ' 

They passed a pretty flower-gaiden, and entering a" 
smooth-diom meadow, beheld the downs beautifully clear 
under sunhght and slowly-sailmg images of cloud At 
the foot of the doiras, on a plam of grass, stood a white 
booth topped by a flag, which signalled that on that spot 
Pallowfield and Becklcy weio contending 
‘ A singular old gentleman I A very singular old 
gentleman, that * ’ Raikes obseived, following an idea 
that had been occupj-ing him ‘ Wo did wrong to miss 
him Wg ought to have waylaid him m the morning. 
Never miss a chance, Harrmgton ’ 

‘ Wliat chance ^ ’ Evan inquired 
^ ‘Those old gentlemen are very odd,* Jack pursued 
very strange He wouldn’t have judged mo by my 
attire Admefcus* flocks I guard, yet am a God 1 Dress 
13 nothing to those old cocks Ho *s an eccentnc, I know 
^ ^ ^ corrective of Cudford, who is 

a to my soul To givo you an instance, non , of 

those old boys niU do-I remember my fathei 
taking mo nl,cn I was quite a youngster, to a tavern he 
irequontcd, and no met one night just such an old fellow 
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as this ; and the waiter told us afterwards that he noticed 
me particularly. He thought me a veiy remarkable boy 
— ^predicted great things. For some reason or other my 
father never took me there again. I remember our having 
a Welsh rarebit there for supper, and when the waiter last 
mght mentioned a rarebit, ^gad he started up before me. 
I gave chase into my early youth. However, my father 
never took me to meet the old fellow again. I beheve it 
lost me a fortune ' 

Evan's thoughts were leaping to tho cricket-field, or he 
would have ^fiS'diedf irilh fc. Eaikes for a loss that 
evidently afflicteSHEim still. 

Now, it must be told that tho lady's-maid of Mrs 
Andrew Cogglesby, borrowed temporarily by the Countess 
de Saldar for service at Beokley Court, h^ slept m charge 
of. the Countess’s boxes at tho Green Dragon • the 
Countess having told her, with tho candour of high-born 
dames to their attendants, that it would save expense , 
and that, besides, Admiral Combleman, whom she was 
going to see, or Sir Perkins Ripley (her father's oldfnend), 
whom she should visit ii Adimr^ Combleman was not at 
his mansion — both were hkely to have full houses, and she 
could not take them by storm. An arrangement which 
left her upwards of twelve hours’ hberty, seemed highly 
proper to Maria Conning, this lady’s-maid^ a very demure 
young person She was at her bed-room window, as 
Evan passed up the courtyard of the inn, and recognized 
Tiim immediately ‘ Can it be him they mean that 's the 
low tradesman ^ ’ was Maria’s mysterious exclamation 
She examined the pair, and added . ' Oh, no It must be 
the tall one they mistook for tho small one But Mr. 
Harrington ought not to demean himself by keeping 
company with such, and my lady should know of it ’ 

My lady, alighting from the Lymport coach, did know 
of it, within a few mmutes after Evan had qmtted the 
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Greon Dragon, and turned pale, Iugh*bom dantoa 
naturally do they bear ol a rclnhvo’a disregard of ibo 

oompany bo kcepa, 

* A tailor, my lady I " said scornful Maria , and llio 
Countess jumped and complained of a pm, 

‘ How id you hear of tins, Conning ] * abo presently 
asked ^^tb composure. 

* Ob, my lady, ho u as tipsy last mgbt, and kept fiwear- 
ing out loud bo was a gentleman ' 

‘ Tipsy * ' ibo Countess murmured in terror, Sho bad 
beard of inaccessible truths brought to bglit by tbo rangio 
wand of alcohol Was Evan mtoxicalcd , and his dreadful 
secret unlocked last mgbt ’ 

* And who may have told you of this, Conning « ' bbo 
asked 

Mana plunged into one of the boxes, and was under- 
stood to say that nobody m particular bad told her, but 
that among other fljung matters it bad come to her ears, 

‘My biothcr is Chanty itself,' sighed tbo Countess, 
‘ He welcomes high or low ' 

‘ Yea, but, my lady, a tailor I ' Mana repeated, and 
the Countess, agreeing with her scorn as she did, could 
have killed her At least sho n ould have liked to run a 
bodkin mto her, and make her scream In her position she 
couldnot always be Chanty itself . nor 13 this tbo required 
character for a high-bom dame so sho rarely affected it 

‘ Order a fly discover the direction ]\Ir Harnngton 
has taken , spare me furtbei remarks,' she said , and 
Mana humbly flitted fiom her presence 

When she was gone, the Countess covered her face with 
her hands ‘ Even this creature would despise us I ' she 
exclaimed 

^e lady encountered by Mir Raikes on the 
road to PaJlowfiold, Tvas wrong m aaymg that Beokley 
would he Been out before the shades of evening caught 
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up Ihc ijall Not one, but two men of Bocldey— the 
last two — carried out their bats, cheered handsomely by 
both pailic«. TJie wickets pitched in the morning, they 
earned them in again, and plaudits lencrvcd proved that 
their fame had not slumbered. To stand before a field, 
tlioroughly aware that every successful stroke 3 'ou make 
is adding to the hoards of applause in store for you — 
is a joy to 3 'our-lrieuds, an exasperation to j'our foes , — 
I calf tins an exciting situation, and one as proud as a 
man maj* desire. Then, again, the two last men of an 
eleven arc twdns : they hold one Kfo betw^een them ; so 
that he who dies extinguishes the other, Your faculties 
are stirred to their depths. You become engaged in 
the noblest of rivalries, in defending your own, you 
fight for your comrade’s existence. You are assured 
that the dread of shame, if not emulation, is making him 
equally and alert. ^ 

Behold, then, the tw'o bold men of Becldey fighting to 
preserve one life. Under the shadow of the downs they 
stand, beneath a glorious day, and before a gallant 
company. For there are ladies in carnages here, there 
are cavaliers ; good county names may bo pomted out. 
The sons of first-rate families are in tho two elevens, 
mingled with the yeomen and whoever can best do the 
business. Fallowfield and Beckley, without regard to 
rank, have drawn upon their muscle and science. One 
of the bold men of Beckley at tho wickets is Nick Fnm, 
son of the gamekeeper at Beckley Court ; tho other is 
young Tom Copping, son of Squire Copping, of Dox Hall, 
in the parish of Beckley. Last year, you must know, 
Fallowfield beat. .That is why Nick Frim, a renowned 
out-hitter, good to finifih a score brilliantly with a pair 
of threes, has taken to blockmg, and Mr. Tom cuts with 
caution, though he loves to steal his runs, and is usually 
dismissed by his remarkable cunning. 
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The field tos ringing at a stroke of Niok Frim’s, who 
had lashed out in his old familiar style at last, and the 
heavens heard of it, when Evan came into the cirde of 
spectators. Nick and Tom were stretchmg from post to 
post, might and mam. A splendid four was scored 
The field took breath with the heroes ; and presume not 
to doubt that heroes they are It is good to win gloiy 
for your country ; it la also good to wm glory for your 
village. A Member of Parhament, Sir George Lowton, 
notes this emphatically, from the statesman’s emmence, 
to a group of gentlemen on horseback round a carnage 
wherem a couple of fair ladies reclined 

‘ They didn’t shout more at the news of the Battle of 
Waterloo. Now this is our pecuhanty, this absence of 
extreme centralization It must be encouraged Local 
jealousies, local nvalnes, local tnumphs— these are the 
strength of the kmgdom ’ 

‘If you mean to say that orioket’s a ’ the old 

squire speaking {Squire Uploft of Fallowfield) remem- 
bered the saving presences, and coughed—* good thmg, 
I 'm one with ye, Sir George Encouraged, egad ! They 
don’t want much of that here Give some of your lean 
London straws a stnp o’ clean grass and a bit o* hberty, 
and you *11 do ’em a service * 

* What a beautiful hit • ’ exclaimed one of the ladies, 
languidly watchmg the ascent of the ball 

* Beautiful, d’ ye call it ^ ’ murmured the squire. 

The ball, indeed, was droppmg straight into the hands 
of the long-hit-off. Instantly a thunder rolled But it 
was BeoMey that took the joyful treble — Fallowfield the 
deeply-oursmg bass The long-hit-off, he who never was 

beast he has 

Lmnington, the 
unfortunate of Fallowfield, with a whole year of unhappy 


known to miss a catch — butter-fingered 
let the ball shp through Ins fingers. 

Are there Giods m the air ® Fred 
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tv'^r»lVciinn hr»tinth'':' him hn pro'^ju'ct. vt(^ lie cnn rdiiovo 
ius ^rriiK if hv cinu^i ju>t nccuK' the ]io>\er8 of 

}*U\ prot<'-t^ !hr^t ho mmol mulcj^l^ml it, \ihich 
tli*' Fallow fioWs ^Icfoat— ‘should Mich ho 

i\\v rt'-uit of lh»' coulM— -ho knowb now will he laid at 
Id*' do >r. 3’i\o jm n w)jo hn\o howlrd at the indomilnblo 
l>^''K{o\nns Ihinh (lu» «nme Albcil they arc Britons, it 
ahidio*' ihrin. Tlicw nro not the men they were Their 
hdwhnr; a*' the howlmj: of hahio*. , and foel Nick, 
who pave the niteli, and jnolends he did it out of coui- 
tuio^rnion foi Fallow field, the hall has flowm from his 
hat ‘^hetr over the booth If llicy don t add six to Iho 
‘^(orr, it will be the fault of their leg*' But no thc}^ 
rvi't cont'^nt with a fi\er. Yet more lhe\ mean to do, 
and ehcn‘'h then W'jiid. Suece^-s docs not turn the 
bead,s of thc'se Biilons, as il would of }our frivolous 
foreigner:*. 

And now small ho3's (who lejucscnt the Picss here) 
spread out from tlic marking-booth, announcing fore- 
most, and in larger type, as it wcio, quite in Press stylo, 
their opinion — ^\\hich is, that Fallow field will got a ]olly 
good hiding, and vocifciating that Bccklcy is seventy- 
nme ahead, and that Nick Fnm, the favourite of the 
field, has rcored fifty-ono to his oivn check. The boys 
are bo^s of both villages but the}' are British boys — 
they adore pxowess. The Fallowdield boys wish that 
Nick Fnm wmuld come and live on their side ; the boys 
of Bccklcy rejoice in possessing him Nick is the wicket- 
keeper of the Becldoy eleven , long-limbed, wny, keen 
of oye. His fault as a batsman is, that he ^vill be a 
slashing bitter. He is too sensible of the joys of a 
grand spankmg hit. A short life and a merry one, has 
hitherto been his motto 

But there were reasons for Nick’s rare display of skill, 
That woman may have the credit due to her (and, as 
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there never a conleM of whirli ♦-lu" flhl nol a! tho 
*?pnngs, ‘•0 IS i^he the ^ourcr of nil 'tu|H’r]ujmnn ofTort*! 
cKlubitcd by inou)» ho it told that Poll}' \\ ho* dl** is on 
the field , Pollj , ouo of the uppr r hfU^onmnlH of ih ckUy 
Ck)urt; Polly, lagerl} oonrlul hv Fnd Linmngtnn. 
humbly desired by Nick Fnm— a port and bloornin;; 
maiden — who, while Iut Kuitont eomlml Indh for aft 
undivided nmile, impro\es her holidny in niMldUnj^ 
Bimilnr unselfish nspinitions into the bn asis of others* 

Bolwccn bis enjoyment of wi*'ty and the mehnobol^ 
it engendered in hm mind b;* n’fiorUng on him the ace 
and decrejuludc of hm hat, Mr %Iohn Pnikes was doubtful 
of his happiness for sonic lime But as hm tast<* for 
happiness was hlmrp, he, w ith a gn'al iimtmet amounting 
almost to genuH in its pursuit, n‘^oUml loexlingumh 
liU suspicion hy acting the perfect 1\ happ^x man To 
do this, it XV ns necc«^sarv that he should hav^* Imtencn* : 
Evan was not enough, and was besuliN urm^mpathclio ; 
ho had not responded to JnekV cordml assurances of hw 
friendship ‘ m hpilo of anythntj^* iiUcrcd before they came 
into tho field 

Heat and lustre were now pound from the sky, on 
whoso soft hluo a fleet of clouds sailed heavily Kick 
Prim was vcij wonderful, no doubt lie deserved that 
tho Gods should recline on those gold-edged cushion^i 
above, and lean over to observe Inm Kcvcrthole'?^, 
the ladies were beginning to a^k when Kick Fnm would 
ho out Tho small boys alone prcscrv'cd their enthusiasm 
for Nick, As usual, tho men look a middle position 
Theirs was the pleasure of ciitics, which, being founded 
on the judgement, lasts long, and is without diBappoiiit- 
ment at tho close It was sulRoiont that tho ladies 
should lend tho inspiration of their bonnets to this fine 
match Their presence on tho field js another beautiful 
instance of tho generous yielding of tho sox simply to 
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grace our amusement, and their acute perception of the 
part they have to play. 

Mr. Raikes was rather shy of them at first. But his 
acting rarely faihng to deceive himself, he began to feel 
himself the perfectly happy man he impersonated, and 
where there were ladies he went, and talked of days when 
he had creditably handled a bat, and of a renown in the 
annals of Cricket cut short by mystenous calamity. 
The foolish fellow did not know that they care not a 
straw for cncketmg fame. His gaiety presently forsook 
him as quickly as it had come Instead of remonstratmg 
at Evan's restlessness, it was he who now dragged Evan 
from spot to spot. He spoke low and nervously. 

‘ We 're watched * ' 

There was indeed a man lurking near and movmg as 
they moved, with a speculative air. Wnts were out 
against Raikes He shpped from his fnend, saying 
‘Never mmd me That old amphitryon's birthday 
hangs on till the men^n , you understand. His table 
invites. He is not unlikely to enjoy my conversation. 
What mayn't that lead to ^ Seek me there ' 

Evan strolled on, reheved by the voluntary departure 
of the weanM funny fnend he would not shake off, but 
could not well link with. 

A long success is better when seen at a distance of time, 
and Nick Frim was beginning to suffer from the monotony 
of his luck Fallowfield could do nothing with him He 
no longer blocked. He lashed out at every ball, and far 
fliew every baU that was bowled The critics saw, in this 
return to his old practices, promise of Nick's approaching 
extinction The ladies were growing hot and weary. 
The httle boys gasped on the grass, but like cunning 
circulators of excitement, spread a report to keep it up, 
that Nick, on going to his wickets the previous day, had 
sworn an oath that he would not lay down his bat till 
L 
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he had scored a hundred, So thoy had still matter to 
agitate their youthful breasts, and Nick's gradual build- 
ing up of tens, and prophecies and speculations as to his 
cl^ces of completing the hundred, irere stiU vehemently 
confided to the field, amid a general mopping of faces. 

Evan did become aware that a man uas following him. 
The man had not the look of a dreaded official His 
countenanco was sun-burnt and open, and he was dressed 
m a countryman's hohday suit When Evan met lus 
eyes, they showed perplexity Evan felt ho was being 
exammed from head to heel, but by one unaccustomed 
to his part, and without the courage to decide what he 
ought consequently to do while a doubt remained, though 
his inspection was vergmg tow ards a certamty m his mind , 

At last, somewhat annoj-ed that the man should 
contmue to dog him wherever ho moved, ho turned on 
him and asked him what ho wanted ^ 

* Be you a Muster Ew'n Harrmgton, Esqmre ^ ' the 
man drawled out m the rustic music of mquiry 

* That IS my name,’ said Evan 

^ Ay/ returned the man, * it 's somebody lookin' like a 
lord, and has a small fnend wi' shookm' old hat, and I 
see ye come out o' the Green Brag'n this momm' — I 
don't reok'n there 's e'er a mistaak, but I likes to make 
cook sure Be you been to Poortigal, sir « ' 

Yes,' answered Evan, * I have been to Portugal ’ 

* What 'b the name o' the capital o' Poortigal, sir ^ ' 
The man looked immensely shrewd, and noddmg his 
consent at the laughing reply, added 

‘ And there you was bom, sir ^ You '11 excuse my 
boldness, but I only does what 's necessary ' 

Evan said he was not bom there 
No, not bom there That's good Now, sir, did 
you happen to be bom anywheres withm smell o' salt 
water 1 ' 
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* Yes/ answered Evan, ' I was bom by the sea/ 

‘ Not far beyond fifty mile from Eall’field here, sir ^ * 

* Something less/ 

‘ Ail nght. Now I 'm cock sure/ said the man ' Now, 
if you ^11 have the kmdness just to obhge me by — ' he 
sped the words and the instrument jomtly at Evan, 
‘ — takin' that there letter. I'll say good-bye, sir, and 
my work 's done for the day/ 

Saying which, he left Evan with the letter m his 
hands, Evan turned it over curiously. It was addressed 
to ' Evan Harrmgton, Esquire, T of Lymport/ 

A voice paralyzed his fingers : the clear ringmg voice 
of a young horsewoman, accompamed by a httle maid on 
S' pony, who galloped up to the carnage upon which 
Squire Uploft, Sir George Lowton, Hamilton Jocelyn, 
and other cavahers, were m attendance. 

‘ Here I am at last, and Beckley 's in still ^ How d' ye 
do, Lady Koseley ? How d' ye do. Sir George. How 
d' ye do, everybody. Your servant, Squire ! We shall 
beat you. Harry says we shall soon be a hundred arhead 
of you. Fancy those boys 1 they would sleep at Fallow- 
field last night How I wish you had made a bet with 
me, Squire.' 

^Well, my lass, it's not too late,' said the Squire, 
detaining her hand. 

‘ Oh, but it wouldn't be fair now. And I 'm not 
going to be kissed on the field, if you please, Squire. 
Here, Dorry will do instead. Dorry • come and be kissed 
by the Squire ' 

It was Hose, hvmg and glowing ; Rose, who was the 
bnUiant young Amazon, smoothmg the neck of a mettle- 
some gray cob Evan's heart bounded up to her, but his 
limbs were motionless 

The Squire caught her smaller compamon m his arms, 
and sounded a kiss upon both her cheeks , then settled her 
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m the saddle, and she went to answer some questions of 
the ladies. She had the same hvely eyes as Rose , quick 
saucy bps, red, and open for prattle Rolls of auburn 
hair fell down her back, for being a child she w^as allowed 
pnvileges To talk as her thoughts came, as w ed as to 
wear her hair as it grew, was a special privilege of this 
young person, on horseback or elscw'hero 
' Now, I know what you w’ant to ask mo, Aunt Shome. 
Isn't It about my Papa ’ Ho 's not come, and ho won’t 
be able to come for a week — Glad to ho with Cousm 
Rosey * I should think I am I She 's the nicest girl 
I ever could suppose She isn’t a bit spoiled by Portugal , 
only browned , and she doesn’t care for that , no more 
do I I rather like the sun when it doesn’t frecUc you. 
I can’t bear freckles, and I don’t beheve in irulk for them 
People who have them are such a figure Drummond 
Forth has them, but he ’a a man, and it doesn’t matter 
for a man to have freckles — ^How ’s my uncle Mel ^ 
Oh, he 's qmte w^ell I mean he has the gout in one of 
his fingers, and it’s swollen so, it’s ]usfc like a great 
fat fir cone • He can’t wnte a bit, and rests his hand on 
a table He wants to have me made to wnte wuth my 
left hand as well as my nght As if I w^as ever going to 
have the gout m one of 7tiy fingers * ’ 

Sir George Lowton observed to Hamilton Jocelyn, 
that Melville must take to his tongue now 
^ * I fancy he will,’ said Hamilton ' My father won’t 
give up Ins nommee , so I fancy he ’ll try Fallowfield 
Of course, we go in for the agricultural mterest , but 
there s a cantankerous old ruffiau^dpTm here — a brewer, 
OT sometbmg — he ’s got half the votes at Ins bidding. 
We shall see’ 

Dorothy, my dear child, are you not tired ^ ’ said 
Lady Roseley ‘ You are very hot ’ 

Yes, that ’s because Rose would tear along the road 
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to get here in time, after \ro had left those tiresome 
Copping people, w here she had to make a coll. “ What 
a slow little beast your pony is, Dorry 1 "'—^ho said that 
at least twenty times ^ 

‘ Oh, you naughty puss ! cried Eose. * Wasn't it, 
“Eoscy, Bosey, I'm sure wo shall bo too late, and 
shan t see a tlung * do come along as hard as you can " ^ ' 

‘ I 'm suie it was not,' SIiss Dorotliy retorted, with the 
large eyes of innocence, ‘ You said you wanted to see 
Nick Frim keeping the wicket, and Ferdinand Laxlcy 
bowl And, oh ^ you know something you said about 
Drummond Foith.' 

' Now, shall I tell upon you ? ' said Bose. 

* No, don 1 1 ' hastily rephed the httle woman, blushing 
And the cavahers laughed out, and the ladies smiled, and 
Dorothy added . ‘ It isn't much, after all ' 

* Then, come , let 's have it, or I shall be jealous,' said 
the Squire. 

* Shall I tell ^ ' Bose asked shly, 

' It 's unfair to betray one of your sex, Bose,' remarked 
the sweetly-smilmg lady. 

' Yes, Lady Boseley — mayn*t a woman have secrets ^ ' 
Dorothy put it with great natural earnestness, and they 
all laughed aloud, ' But I know a secret of Rosey's,' 
continued IMiss Dorothy, ' and if she tells upon me, I 
shall tell upon her ' 

‘ They 're out l ' cned Bose, pomtmg her whip at the 
wickets, * Good night to Beckley ! Tom Copping 's run 
out ' 

Questions as to how it was done passed from mouth to 
mouth. Questions as to whether it was fair sprang from 
Tom's friends, and that a doubt existed was certam • the 
whole field was seen converging toward the two umpires : 
Farmer Broadmead for Fallowfield, Master Nat Hodges 
for Beckley. 
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* It really is a mercy there 's some change in the game/ 
said Mrs Shome, waving her parasol ‘ It a charming 
game, but it wants variety — a httle. When do you 
return, Rose * ' 

'Not for some time,' said Rose, pnmly *I like 
vanety very well, but I don't seek it by running away 
the moment I Ve come ' 

' No, but, my dear,' ]Mrs Shome neghgently fanned 
her face, ‘ you will have to come with us, I fear, when we 
go Your uncle accompames us. I really think the 
gqmrft will, too , and Mr Forth is no chaperon Even 
you understand that ' 

' Oh, I can get an old man — don't be afraid,' said Rose 
‘ Or imist I have an old woman, aunt ^ ' 

The lady raised her eyehds slowly on Rose, and 
thought 'If you were soundly whipped, my httle 
madam, what a good thmg it would be for you ' And 
that good thmg Mrs Shome was w illin g to do for Rose 
She turned aside, and received the salute of an uiimis- 
takeahle curate on foot 

‘ Ah, Mr Parsley, you lend your countenance to the 
game, then ^ ' 

The curate observed that sound Churchmen unam- 
moudy supported the game 

* Bravo • ' cned Rose ' How I hke to hear you talk 
like that, Mr Parsley I didn't think you had so much 
sense You and I will have a game together — single 
wicket We must play hir somethmg — what shall 
it be 2 ' 

' Oh— for nothing,' the curate vacuously remarked 

' That 's for love, you rogue • ' exclaimed the Squire. 
' Come, come, none o' that, sir— ha 1 ha i ' 

* Oh, very well , we '11 play for love,' said Rose 

* And I 'U hold the stakes, my dear — eh ^ ' 

* You dear old naughty Squire * — what do you mean ^ ' 
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Eoso "^auglicd Bui she had all the men surrounding her, 
and ^Irs. Sbonic talked of departing. 

\Vliy did not Evan bravely march avray ^ Why, he 
asked lumseU, had ho come on this cncket-fiold to ho 
made thus miserable ’ What right had such as he to 
look on Bose ^ Consider, however, the young man^s 
excuses. Ho could not possibly nnagme that a damsel 
vho rode one day to a match, would return on the 
following day to see it finished or absolutely know 
that unseen damsel to bo Rose Jocel}^ And if he 
waited, it was only to hear her sweet voice once agam, 
and go for ever As far as he could fathom his hopes, 
they vere that Bose would not see him * but the hopes 
of youth are deep. 

Just then a toddlmg small rustic stopped in front of 
Evan, and set up a howl for his ‘ fayther.' Evan lifted 
him high to look over people’s heads, and discover his 
wandenng parent The urchin, when he had settled to 
his novel position, surveyed the field, and shoutmg, 

* Fayther, fayther 1 here I bes on top of a gentleman • ^ 
made lusty signs, which attracted not his father alone. 
Bose sang out, ‘ Who can lend me a penny ^ * Instantly 
the curate and the squire had a race in their pockets. 
The curate was first, but Bose favoured the squire, took 
his money with a nod and a smile, and rode at the httle 
lad, to whom she was saying * Here, bonny boy, this 
will buy yon ^ 

She stopped and coloured. 

‘ Evan I ’ 

The child descended rapidly to the ground. 

A bow and a few murmured words rephed to her. 

‘ Isn’t this 3 UBt like you, my dear Evan ? Shouldn’t I 
know that whenever I met you, you would be doing 
something kind ^ How did you come here ? You were 
on your way to Beokley • ’ 
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‘ To London/ said Evan, 

* To London * and not coming ovor to seo me — us ^ ' 

Hero the little fellow's father intervened to claim Ins 

offejpring, and thank the lady and iho gentleman and, 
Avith his penny firmly grasped, ho who had brought the 
lady and the gentieraan together, was homo of! a wealthy 
human creature. 

Before much further could bo said between them, the 
Countess do Saldar drove up 

* My dearest Rose I ' and * IMy dear Countess ^ ' and 
* Not Louisa, then ^ ' and, ‘ I am very glad to seo you • ' 
without attomptmg the endearing * Louisa ' — passed 

The Countess do Saldar then admitted the presence of 
her brother 

* Think I ' said Rose * Ho talks of going on straight 
from here to London ' 

'That pretty pout will alone sulfico to make him 
deviate, then/ said the Countess, uitli her sueetest open 
slyness * I am now on the pomt of acceptmg your most 
kind mvitation Our foreign habits allow us to visit — 
thus early 1 He will come ^^th mo ’ 

Evan tried to look firm, and speak as ho was tiymg to 
look Rose fell to entreaty, and from entreaty rose to 
command , and m both was utterly fascmating to the 
poor youth Luxuriously— while he hesitated and dwelt 
on this and that famt objection — ^his spirit dranlr the 
dehcious changes of her face To have her face before 
him but one day seemed so rich a boon to deny himself, 
that he was hegmnmg to wonder at his constancy m 
refusal , and now that she spoke to him so prcssingly, 
devotmg her guileless eyes to lum alone, he forgot a 
certain envious feehng that had possessed hmi while 
she was rattling among the other males — a doubt whether 
she ever cast a thought on Mr Evan Harrington 

Yes , he will come/ oned Rose , * and he shall nde 
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home with me and my friend Drummond , and he shall 
have my groom's horse, if he doesn't mind. Boh can 
ride home in the cart with Polly, my maid ; and he 'll 
like that, because Polly 's always good fun — when they 're 
not in love with her Then, of course, she torments them.' 

^ Naturally/ said the Countess. 

LIT Evan Harrington's final objection, based on his 
not having clothes, and so forth, was met by his fore- 
seeing sister, 

‘ I have your portmanteau packed, m with me, my 
dear brother , Conning has her feet on it. I divined that 
I should overtake you ' 

Evan felt he was m the toils. After a struggle or two 
he jdelded , and, having yielded, did it with grace. In 
a moment, and with a power of self-compression equal to 
that of the adept Countess, he threw off his moodmess as 
easily as ff it had been his Spanish mantle, and assumed 
a gaiety that made the Countess's eyes beam rapturously 
upon bm, and was pleasmg to Bose, apart from the lead 
^in admiration the Countess had given her — ^not for the 
first time. We mortals, the best of us, may be silly sheep 
in our likes and dislikes • where there is no premeditated 
or instmotive antagonism, we can he led mto warm 
acknowledgement of ments we have not sounded. This 
the Countess de Saldar knew right well 

Bose now intimated her wish to perform the ceremony 
of introduction between ber aunt and uncle present, and 
the visitors to Beckley Court, The Countess smiled, 
and in the few paces that separated the two groups, 
whispered to her brother ' Mm Jocdyn^ my dear ' 

The eye-glasses of the Beckley group were dropped with 
one accord. The ceremony was gone through The 
softly-shadowed differences of a grand manner addressed 
to ladies, and to males, were exquisitely accomplished by 
the Countess de Saldar. 
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* Hamnglon ? Hamngton ^ * her quick car caught 
on the mouth of Squire Uploffc, scanning Evnn 
Her accent was very foreign, ns she said aloud * ' Wo 
are entirely strangers to your game— your crccokC4* 
]\Iy brother and myself arc senredy English. Nothing 
save diplomacy are vo adopts in f ' 

‘You must bo excessively dangerous, madam/ said 
Sir George, hat in air 

‘ Even m that, I fear, wo are babes and sucklings, and 
might take many a lesson from you Will you instinct 
me in your oiccckot 1 IVhat are they doing now ? It 
seems very umntelhgible — mdistmct — is it not ^ ' 
Inasmuch as Farmer Broadmead and Idnster Nat 
Hodges were surrounded by a clamorous mob, shouting 
both sides of the case, as if the loudest and longest-winded 
“were sure to wrest a favourable judgement from those 
tw’o infalhble authorities on the laws of cricket, the noble 
game was certamly in a state of indistmctness 
The squire came forward to oxplam, piteously entreated 
not to expect too much from a woman's mapprehensivo 
wits, which he plainly promised (under eyes that had 
melted harder men) he would not His forbearance and 
bucoho gallantry were needed, for ho had the Countess's 
radiant full visage alone Her senses weie dancing m 
her nght ear, which had heard the name of Lady Roseloy 
pronounced, and a voice respond to it from the carriage 
Into what a pit had she suddenly plunged ! You ask 
why she did not dnve away as fast as the horses would 
carry her, and fly the veiled head of Demogorgon obscur- 
ing valley and lull and the shinmg firmament, and 
threatemng to glare destruction on her ? You do not 
know an intriguer. She relmquishes the joys of life for 
the joys of mtngue This is her element The Countess 
did feel that the heavens were hard on her. She resolved 
none the less to fight her way to her object , for where 
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ro much had coj^pirwl to fn\our her— (ho doconsc of 
th‘'» ponrivu^ Sir Ahrahnm Hnrnngton, of ^J'orquny, mul 
i!5v invitnthm to Jh^chloy Courl—could ^)io belies o (lio 
lu a\ ou'i in h\^::uo npain*-! her ? 3 )k 1 <^ho not nightly 
|ira\ to thonu in nil Immhlonc®'^ of Inuly, foi (he f^nfr 
o* hr^r chcndicti i-chomc^ ? And in how 
unhk^' Aic to the* rcM of pinnkind 1 She llioughl ^ 
••hr i\‘hcd on her devout obwvnners; (hey gave licr 
fwcet conlidetue, and llie of bring ^pocinlly slncldcd 
f\en tthni <'i>(chdh mennerd. Mo^co^c^, tell a woman 
to put bark, uhen ?hc once olenrly launclied 1 Timid 
re f^he inny be, her light hark bound*? to meet the tempoat. 
I ''j>enk of women \\ ho do launch : they arc not nunicious, 
but, to the wi^e, the minonlic*? are (he representaUveg, 

* IndcT^i, it an intricate game I ' paid the Countess, 
at the concluMon of (he squire V c\])lnna(ion, and loaned 
over (o Mr; Sliorno to ask licr if she thoroughly under- 
stood it. 

‘ Ye-', I suppose I do/ was tbo reply , ' it — ^ratlicr than 
the amusement they find in it/ This lady had recovered 
Mr. Parsley from Rose, but had onl}’ succeeded in making 
the curate unhnpp 3 % udthout Bntisf 3 'ing licrself. 

The Countess gave licr the shrug of secret sympathy. 

‘ We must not mij so/ she observed aloud — most art- 
lessly, and fixed the squiio uith a bewitching smile, under 
uliicli her heart beat thickly'. As her eyes travelled 
from Mrs. Slionic to llio squire, she had marked Lady 
Eoseley looking singularly at Evan, who was mounting 
the horse of Bob the groom. 

* Fine young fellow, that,' said the squire to Lady 
Eoseley, as Evan rode off "ivith Rose. 

‘ An extremely handsome, well-bred young man,' she 
answered Her eyes met the Countess's, and the Countess^ 
after restmg on their surface with an ephemeral pauses 
murmured : ‘ I must not praise my brother/ and smiled 
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a smile Trhioh was meant to mean . ' I think with you, 
and thank you, and love you for adnunng him/ 

Had Lady Roscley joined the smilo and spoken nilh 
animation aftenvards, tho Countess n ould have sluiddered 
and had chills of dread As it was, she was passably 
content Lady Roseley sbghtly dimpled her cheek, 
for courtesy’s sake, and then looked giavcly on tho 
ground This was no promise , it was oven an indication 
(as the Countess read her), of something beyond sus- 
picion m the lady's mind , but it n^as a sign of dehcacy, 
and a sign that her feelings had been touched, from 
which a truce might bo reckoned on, and no betrayal 
feared 

She heard it said that the match was for honour and 
glory. A match of two days’ duration under a hroilmg 
sun, all for honour and glory T Was it not enough to 
make her despise tho games of men ^ For somethmg 
better she played. Her game was for one hundred 
thousand pounds, the happmess of her brother, mid the 
concealment of a horror. To win a game lilco that was 
worth the trouble Whether she would have contmued 
her efforts, had she knoum that the name of Evan 
Harrmgton was then bla2ang on a shop-front m Lymport, 
I cannot tell The possessor of tho name was m love, 
and did not reflect. 

Smiling adieu to the ladies, bowing to the gentlemen, 
and apprehendmg all the homage they would pour out 
to her condescendmg beauty when she had Mt them, 
the Countess’s graceful hand gave tho signal for Reckley 

She stopped the coachman ere the wheels had rolled 
off the mufflmg turf, to enjoy one glimpse of Evan and 
Rose ndmg together, with the httle maid on her pony 
in the rear How smtable they seemed t how happy ! 
She had brought them together after many difficulties . 

^nught it not be ^ It was surely a thing to he hoped for I 
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Rose, galloping freshly, was saying to Evan : * Why 
did you cut ofE your moustacho ^ ' 

He, neck and neck with her, replied : ‘ You complained 
of it in Portugal ' 

And she • ‘ Portugal 's old tunes now to me — and I 
always love old tunes. I ^m sorry 1 And, oh, Evan > 
did you really do it for me ^ ' 

And really, just then, flying through the air, close to 
the darling of his heart, he had not the courage to spoil 
that dehcious question, but dallying with the he, he 
looked in her eyes lingeringly. 

This picture the Countess contemplated. Close to her 
carriage two young gentlemen-onoketers were stroHmg, 
while Eallowfleld gamed breath to decide which men to 
send in first to the wickets 

One of these stood suddenly on tiptoe, and pomting 
to the pair on horseback, cned, with the vivacity of 
astonishment 

‘ Look there ^ do you see that ^ What the deuce is 
little Rosey doing with the tailor-fellow ^ ' 

The Countess, though her cheeks were blanched, gazed 
calmly m Demogorgon's face, took a mental impression 
of the speaker, and again signalled for Beckley. 


CHAPTER KTV 

THE OOtFHTESS DBSOBIBBS THE "FIELD OF ACTIOK 

Now, to clear up a pomt or two You may think the 
Comic Muse is strainmg human nature rather toughly in 
makmg the Countess de Saldar rush open-eyed mto the 
3 aws of Demogorgon, dreadful to her She has seen her 
biother pomted out unmistakeably as the tailor-fellow. 
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There is yet timo to cast him off or fly with him. Is it 
her extraordmary heroism impellmg her onward, or 
irfe-tiiated, rashness ^ or is it her mere animal love of 
conflict ^ 

. ^ ThOj Cpuntess de Saldar, like other adventurers, has 
* ' he^star They who possess nothmg on earth, have a nght 
to claim a portion of the heavens In jresolute hands, 
much may be done with a star As it has empires m its 
gift, so may it have heiresses. The Countess’s star had 
not blinked balefuUy at her. That was one reason why 
she went straight on to Beokley. 

Agam the Countess was a bom general With her 
star above, with certam advantages secured, with 
battahons of lies disoiphned and zealous, and with one 
clear prize m view, besides other undeveloped beneflts 
dimly shadowing forth, the Countess threw herself head- 
long mto the enemy’s country 
But, that you may not tjui^ too highly of this lady, I 
must add that the tmial ieason was the exciting cause 
— as m many great enterprises ^ This was nothing more 
than the simple desire to beJocated,^3f but for a day or 
two, on the footing^ of her pr^ent rank, m the English 
country-house of an offshoot of oui aristocracy. She 
who had moved m the first society of a foreign capital 
— who had mamed a Count, a minister of ^ sovereign, , 
had enjoyed dehcious high-bred badinage with refulgent! » 
' ambassadors, could boast the fnendship of duchesses,^ 
and had been the amiable receptacle of their pardonable 
folhes, she who, moreover^ heartily despised things 
English — this lady expenenced thrills of proud pleasure 
at the prospect of bemg welcomed at a third-iate English 
mansion. But then, that mansion was Beokley Court. 

return to our first ambitions, as to our first loves • 
not that they are dearer to us, — quit that delusion onr 
npened loves and mature ambitions are probably closest 
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to our hearts, as they deserve to be — but we return to 
them because our youth has a hold on us which it asserts 
whenever a disappointment knocks us down. Our old 
loves (with the bad natures I know in them) are always 
lurking to avenge themselves on the new by tempting us 
to a httle retrograde infidehty^ A sohool^l in Fallow- 
field, the tailbr'sT daughter, sighed for the bliss of 
Beckley Court. Beokley Court was her Elysium ere the 
ardent feminme bram conceived a loftier summit. Fallen 
from that attained emmenoe, she sighed anew for Beckley 
Court Nor was this mere spiritual longing , it had its 
material side. At Beckley Court she could feel her 
foreign rank. Moving with our nobihty as an equal, 
she could feel that the short da^zlmg ghtter of her 
career was not illusory, and had left her something sohd , 
not com of the realm exactly, but yet gold. She could 
not feel this m the Gogglesby saloons, among pitiable 
bourgeoises — ^middle-class people daily soiled by the 
touch of tradesmen ■ They lagged her down. Their 
very homage was a mockery.'^ 

Let the Countess have due credit for still allowing 
Evan to visit Beckley Court to follow up his chance. 
If Demogorgon betrayed her there, the Count was her 
protector . a woman rises to her husband. But a man 
is what he is, and must stand upon that. She was 
positive Evan had committed himseh in some manner. 
As it did not suit her to think so, she at once encouraged 
an unagmary conversation, in which she took the argu- 
ment that it was quite impossible Evau could have been 
so mad, and others instanced his youth, his wrong- 
headed perversity, Ins ungenerous disregard for his 
devoted sister, and his known weakness . she replying, 
that undoubtedly they were nght so far : but that he 
could not have said he himself was that homble thing, 
because he was notlimg of the sort ; which faith in 
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Evan^s stedfast adherence to facts, nlfamately silenced 
the phantom opposition, and gamed the day 

With admiration let us behold the Countess de Saldar 
ahghtmg on the gravel sweep of Beoldey Court, the foot- 
man and butler of the enemy bowmg obsequious welcome 
to the most potent visitor Beokley Court has ever yet 
embraced. 

The despatches of a general being usually acknowledged 
to be the safest sources from which the historian of a cam- 
paign can draw, I proceed to set forth a letter of the 
Countess de Saldar, forwarded to her sister, Hamet 
Cogglesby, three mornings after her arnval at Beokley 
Court , and which, if it should prove false m a few par- 
ticulars, does nevertheless lot us mto the state of the 
Countess’s mmd, and gives the result of that general’s 
first inspection of the field of action The Countess's 
epistolary English does small credit to her Eallowfield 
education , but it is femimne, and flows more than her 
ordinary speech Besides, leaders of men have always 
notonously been above the honours of grammar. 

‘ Mt deabest Hasrtbt, 

' Your note awaited me No sooner my name an- 
nounced, than servitors m yellow hvery, with powder and 
buckles started before me, and bowmg one presented it on 
a salver. A venerable butler — most impressive 1 led the 
way. In future, my dear, let it be de Saldar de Sancorvo 
That IB our title hy i ighiSt and it may as well be so in 
England. English Countess is certainly best Always 
put the de But let us be systematic, as my poor Silva 
says He would be m the way here, and had better not 
come till I see somethmg he can do Silva has great 
rehance upon me The farther he is from Lymport, my 
dear ^ — and imagme me, Hamet, dnving through Fallow- 
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Hold to BccKloy Coui I * I gave one peep at Dubbins's, 
as 1 parsed The school stzll goes on, I saw three little 
girU skijiping, and the old swing-pole. SnniyARV for 
YOUNG u\Dins ns blight as ever 1 I should have lilced to 
have ki^iscd the children and given them bonbons and a 
holiday, 

'How sparing yon English arc of your crests and amis > 
I fnllv expected to see the Jocelyns' over my bed , hut no 
— iour po'jls totally w ithoiit ornament 1 »SIecp, indeed, 
riu«t be the result of dire fatigue m such a bed The 
JoceljTi crest is a haw k in jesses. The Elbuinc aims are, 
Oi, three falcous on a field icrt. How heraldry reminds 
me of poor Papa ^ tho evenings we used to spend with 
him, nlicn he stayed at homo, studying it so diligently 
under his directions > We never shall again * Sir Franks 
Jocelyn is the third son of Lord Elburnc, made a Baronet 
for his patriotic support of the Jlmistry in a time of great 
trouble The people are eomelmes grateful, my dear 
Lord Elhume is the fourteenth of his line — origmally 
simple countiy squires. Thc}^ talk of the Roses, but wo 
need not go so very far back as that I do not quite 
understand vhy a Lord's son should condescend to a 
Baronetcy. Precedence of some soit for his lady, I sup- 
pose I have yet to learn whether she ranks by his birth, 
or his present title. If so, a young Baronetcy cannot 
possibly be a gain» One thmg is cerkiin. She cares 
very httle about it. She is most cccerUnc But remember 
what I have told you. It will be serviceable when you 
are speakmg of the family 

* The dinner-hour, six It would no doubt be full seven 
in Town I am convinced you are haJf-an-hour too early, 
I had the post of honour to the nght of Sir Franks. Evan 
to the right of Lady Jocel 3 Ti. Most fortunately he was 
in the best of spirits — quite brilliant. I saw the eyes of 
that sweet Rose glisten. On the other side of me sat my 
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pet diplomatist, and I gave him one or Wo pohtioal secrets 
which astonished him Of course, my dear, I was 
wheedled out of them His contempt for our weak in- 
tellects IS ineSahle But a woman must now and then 
mgratiate herself at the expense of her sex This is 
perfectly legitimate Tory pohcy at the table The 
Opposition, as Andrew says, not represented So to 
show that we were human beings, we differed among our- 
selves, and it soon became clear to me that Lady Jocelyn 
IS the rankest of Radicals My secret suspicion is, that 
she is a person of no birth whatever, wherever her money 
came from A fine woman— yes , still to be admired, I 
suppose, by some kmd of men , but totally wanting m 
the essentially femimne attractions, 

‘There was no party, so to say I will describe the 
people present, beginning with the insignificania. 

‘First, Mr Parsley, the curate of Beckley, He eats 
everything at table, and agrees with eveiythmg A most 
excellent orthodox young clergyman Except that he 
was nearly choked by a fish-bone, and could not qmte 


her desne to laugh till the time for our retirement — ^he 
made no sensation I saw her eyes watenng, and she is 
not clever m tummg it off In tJuit nobody ever equalled 
dear Papa I attnbute the attack almost entirely to the 


the Established Churoh wear But, my dear, I have hved 
too long away from them to wish for an instant the 
^ghtest change m anything they think, say, or do The 
mere sight of this young man was most refreshing to my 
spirit He may he the shepherd of a fiock, this poor 
Mr Parsley, hut he is a sheep to one young person 
Mr Drummond Forth A great favounte of Lady 
Jocelyn’s , an old fnend He went with them to the 
East. Nothing improper. She is too cold for that. He 
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is fair mth regular features, very self-possessed, and ready 
— ^your Englisk notions of gentlemanly. But none of your 
men treat a woman as a woTuan, We are either angels, or 
good fellows, or heaven knows what that is bad. No ex- 
quisite dehcaoy, no msinuatmg softness, mixed with re- 
spect, none of that hovering over the border, as Papa used 
to say, none of that happy indefimteness of manner which 
seems to declare “ I would love you if I might,” or “ I do, 
but I dare not tell,” even when engaged m the most tnvial 
attentions — ^handing a footstool, remarking on the soup, 
etc. You none of you know how to meet a woman's smile, 
or to engage her eyes without boldness — to slide off them, 
as it were, gracefully. Evan alone can look between the 
eyelids of a woman. I have had to correct him, for to me 
he quite exposes the state of his heart towards dearest 
Rose She listens to Mr Forth with evident esteem. In 
Portugal we do not understand young ladies having male 
friends. 

'Hamilton Jocelyn — all politics. The stuff English- 
man Not a shade of manners. He mvited me to drmk 
wine. Before I had finished my bow his glass was empiy 
— ^the man was tellmg an anecdote of Lord Livelyston I 
You may be sure, my dear, I did not say I had seen his 
lordship, 

' Seymour Jocelyn, Colonel of Hussars He did nothing 
but sigh for the cold weather, and hunting. All I envied 
him was his moustache for Evan. Will you beheve that 
the ridiculous boy has shaved I 

‘ Then there is Melville, my dear diplomatist , and here 
is another instance of our Harnngton luck He has the 
gout in his right hand , he can only ]ust hold knife and 
fork, and is interdicted Port-wine and penmanship. The 
dinner was not concluded before I had arrai^ed that Evan 
should resume (gratuitously, you know) his post of secre- 
tary to him So here is Evan fixed at Beckiey Court as 
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long as Melville stajs Talking of him, I am horrified 
Buddenly They call him iht graai Md * 

‘ Sir Pranks is most estimable, I am sure, as a man, and 
redolent of excellent quahties— ^ beautiful disposition, 
very handsome. He has just as much and no more of the 
English polish one ordmarily meets When he has given 
me soup or fish, bowed to me over wme, and asked a con- 
ventional question, he has done with me. I should 
unagme his opimons to be extremely good, for they are 
not a multitude 

^ Then his lady — but I have not grappled with her yet 
Now for the women, for I qmte class her Avith the opposite 
sex. 

‘ You must know that before I retued for the night, I 
mduced Connmg to think she had a bad head-ache, and 
Rose lent me her lady's-moid— they call the creaturePoUy 
A temble talker. She would tell all about the family 
Rose has been speaking of Evan, It would have looked 
better had she been quiet — but then she is so Engligb i ' 

Here the Countess breaks off to say, that from where she 
is wntmg, she can see Rose and Evan walkmg out to the 
cypress avenue, and that no eyes are on them , great 
praise being given to the absence of suspicion m the 
Jocelyn nature 

The communication is resumed the night of the same 
day. 


Two days at Beckiey Court are over, and that strange 
sensation I had of bemg an intruder escaped from Dub- 
bins s, and expecting every instant the old schoolmistress 
to call for me, and expose me, and take me to the dark 
room, is qmte vanished, and I feel qmte at home, qmte 
happy ^^yan isbehavmg well. Quite the young noble- 
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admirable witb the men— easy, and talks of sport and 
politics, and makes tke proper use of Portugal. He has 
quite won the heart of his sister. Heaven smiles, on us, 
dearest Harnet * 

‘We must be favoured, my dear, for Evan is veiy 
troublesome — distressingly inconsiderate ^ I left him for 
a day — ^remaining to comfort poor Mama — and on the 
road he picked up an object he had known at school, and 
this creature, in shameful garments, is seen in the field 
where Rose and Evan are ridmg — ^in a dreadful hat — 
Rose might well laugh at it I — ^he is seen runnmg away 
from an old, apple woman, whose frmt he had consumed 
without means to liquidate , but, of course, he rushes 
bolt up to Evan before all bis grand company, and claims 
acquaintance, and Evan was base enough to acknowledge 
him * He disengaged himself so far well by tossmg to 
purse to the wretch, but if he knows not how to cvi, I 
assure him it wfil be to rum Resolutely he must cast 
the dust off his shoes, or he will be dragged down to their 
level By the way, as to hands and feet, comparmg him 
with the Jocelyn men, he has every mark of better blood. 
Not a question about it. As Papa would say— We have 
Nature's proofs, 

‘ Looking out on a beautiful lawn, and the moon, and 
ah sorts of trees, I must now tell you about the ladies here. 

‘ Conning undid me to-night While Conning remams 
uvaUached, Conning is likely to be serviceable If Evan 
would only give her a crurrih, she would be to most faithful 
dog. I fear he cannot be mduced, and Conning will be 
snapped up by somebody else. You know how suscept- 
ible she 18 behind her primness — she will be of no use on 
earth, and I shall find excuse to send her hackimmediately. 
After all, her appearance here was all that was wanted, 

‘ Mrs Melville and her dreadful juvenile are here, as you 
may imagine — the complete Englishwoman I smile on 
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her, hut I could laugh To see the crow's-feet under her 
eyes on her white skin, and those ringlets, is really too 
ndiculous. Then there is a Miss Carrington, Lady 
Jocelyn's oousm, aged thirty-two — if she has not tampered 
with the register of hei birth I should think her equal 
to it Bet^veen dark and fair Always m love with some 
man, Conning tells me she hears Rose's maid, Polly, 
hinted the same She has a httle money 
^But my sympathies have been excited by a httle 
cnpple — a meoe of Lady Jocelyn's and the favounte 
grand-daughter of the rich old Bonner — also here — 

Juhana Bonner Her age must be twenty. You would 
take her for ten In spite of hei immense expectations, 
the Jocelyns hate her They can hardly he civil to her 
It IS the poor child's temper She has already begun to 
watch dear Evan — certaiiy the handsomest of the men 
here as yet, though I grant you, they are well-grown men, 
these J ocelyns, for an untravelled Englishwoman I fear, 
dear Harriet, we have been dreadfully deceived about 
Rose. The poor child has not, m her own nght, much 
more than a tenth part of what we supposed, I fear It 
was that Mrs Melville I have had occasion to notice her 
qmet boasts here She said this mormng, “ when Mel is 
in the Mmistry he is not yet m Parhament I I feel 
quite angry with the woman, and she is not so cordial as 
she might he. I have her profile very frequently while I 
am conversmg with her 

With Grandmama Bonner I am excellent good friends, 
—venerable silver hair, high caps, etc More of this most 
interesting Juhana Bonner by-and-by It is clear to me 
that Rose's fortune is calculated upon the dear mvahd's 
death 1 la not that harrowmg ^ It shocks me to think 
of it 

Then there is Mrs Shome She is a Jocelyn — and 
Such a history I She marned a wealthy manufacturer — 
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bartered her blood for his money, and he failed, and here 
she resides, a bankrupt widow, petitionmg any man that 
may be willmg for his love and a decent home And — 
I say in chanty. 

‘ Mrs. Shome comes here to-morrow. She is at present 
with— guess, my dear > — ^with Lady Roseley. Do not be 
alarmed I have met Lady Roseley. She heard Evan's 
name, and by that and the likeness I saw she knew at once, 
and I saw a tnm m her eyes. She gave me a tacit assur- 
ance of it — she was engaged to dme here yesterday, and 
put it off — probably to grant us time for composure. If 
she comes I do not fear her. Besides, has she not reasons ^ 
Providence may have designed her for a staunch ally — ^I 
will not say, confederate, 

‘Would that Providence had fixed this beautiful 

mansion five hundred miles from L , though it were m 

a desolate region 1 And that remmds me of the Madre 
She is in health She always will be overbearingly robust 
till the day we are bereft of her. There was some secret 
in the house when I was there, which I did not trouble 

to penetrate That httle Jane F was there — not 

improved 

‘Pray, be firm about Torquay. Estates mortgaged, 
but hopes of saving a remnant of the property Third 
son I Don't commit yourself there We dare not 
baronetize him. You need not ^eak it — imply. More 
can be done that way, 

‘ And remember, dear Harriet, that you must manage 
Andrew so that we may positively promise his vote to the 
Ministry on aU questions when Parhament next assembles. 
I understood from Lord Livelyston, that Andrew's vote 
would be thoi^ht much of A most amusmg nobleman > 
He pledged himself to nothmg • But we are above such 
a thipg as a commercial transaction He must counten- 
ance Silva, Women, my dear, have sent out armies — 
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why Bot fie^ * Do not spare me your utmost aid in my 
exteemity, my dearest sister, 

‘ As for Stake, I refuse to speak of him. He is msuflcr- 
able and next to useless. How can one talk with any con- 
fidence of relationship with a Major of Marines ^ ‘SVhm I 
refiect on what he is, and Ins conduct to Carolme, I have 
inscrutable longmgs to slap his face. Tell dear Cany her 
husband^s fnend— the chairman or something of that 
wonderful company of Stnke*s — you know — ^tho Duke of 
Belfield is coming here He is a blood-relation of the 
Elbumes, therefore of the Jocelyns It wdl not matter at 
all Breweries, I find, are ([uite in esteem in your 
England It was highly commendahle in his Grace to 
visit you. Bid he come to see the Major of Mannes ^ 
Caroline is certainly the lovehest woman I ever beheld, 
and I forgive her now the pangs of jealousy she used to 
make me feel 

* Andrew, I hope, has received the most kmd mvitations 
of the J ooelyns He m^ist come Melville must talk with 
him about the votes of his abominable brother in Eaflow- 
field We mvst elect Melville and have the family in- 
debted to us But pray he careful that Andrew speaks not 
a word to has odious brother about our location here It 
would set him dead against these hospitable Jocelyns 
It Will perhaps be as well, dear Harriet, if you do not ac- 
company Andrew, You would not he able to account for 
him qmte thoroughly Do as you like — I do but advise, 
and you know I may be trusted — ^for our sokes, dear one I 
I am workmg for Carry to come with Andrew Beautiful 
women always welcome A prodigy • — ^if they wish to 
astonish the Duke Adieu I Heaven bless your babes I * 

The night passes, and the Countess pursues 

Awakened by your fresh note from a dream of Evan on 
horseback, and a multitude hailing bm Count Jocelyn for 
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FalloM'field ^ A morning dream. They wight desire that 
lie should change his name , but “ Count ” is preposter- 
ous, though it may conceal something. 

‘ You say Andrew utIL come, and talk of his bringing 
Caroline Anything to give our poor darling a respite from 
her brute. You deserve great credit for your managmg 
of that dear httle good-natured piece of obstinate man. 
I will at once see to prepare dear Caroline's welcome, 
and trust her stay may be prolonged in the interest of 
common humamty. They have her story here abeady 

" Conning has come in, and says that young Mr. Harry 
Jocel 3 m will be here this mommg from Fallo^eld, where 
he has been cricketing. The family have not spoken of him 
in my hearmg. He is not, I think, m good odour at home 
— a scapegrace. Rose's maid, Polly, quite flew out when 
I happened to mention him, and broke one of my laces. 
These En^h maids are domesticated savage animals. 

'My chocolate is sent up, exquisitely concocted, in 
plate of the purest quahty— lovely httle silver cups 1 I 
have abeady qmte set the fashion for the ladies to have 
chocolate m bed. The men, I hear, complain that there 
is no lady at the breakfast-table They have SIiss 
Carrington to supermtend I read, m the subdued satis- 
faction of her eyes (completely without colour), how much 
she thanks me and the institution of chocolate in bed. 
Poor Miss Carrington is no match for her opportunities. 
One may give them to her without dread. 

' It is ten on the Sabbath mom The sweet church- 


bells are rmgmg It seems like a dream. There is nothing 
but the rehgion attaches me to England , but {hat — is not 
that everything ^ How I used to sigh on Sundays to hear 
them in Portugal < 

'I have an idea of instituting toilette-receptions. 
They will not please SIiss Carrington so well 
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Adieu, my dear I kiss my fingers to Silva Make no 
effort to amuse him He is always occupied Bread ' 

^he asks no more A^eu ^ Carry will be invited with 

your little man , • . You unhappily unable She, 
the sister I pme to see, to show her worthy of my praises 
Expectation and excitement • Adieu 1 ’ 

Med with pleasing emotions at the thought of the 
service m the quiet village chuioh, and worsbippmg in the 
prmoipol pew, under the blazonry of the Jocelyn arms, 
the Countess sealed her letter and addressed it, and then 
exammed the name of Cogglesby , which plebeian name, 
it struck her, would not sound well to the memals of 
Beokley Court While she was dehberatmg what to do 
to conceal it, she heard, through her open window, the 
voices of some young men laughmg She beheld her 
brother pass these young men, and bow to them She 
beheld them stare at him without at all returning his 
salute, and then one of them — ^the same who had filled 
her ears with venom at FaUowfield — turned to the others 
and laughed outrageously, crymg 

* By Jove 1 this comes it strong Fancy the smpocraoy 
here — eh ^ ' 

What the others said the Countess did not wait to hear 
She put on her bonnet hastily, hied the effect of a peouhar 
smile m the mirror, and lightly ran down-stairs. 


CHAPTER XV 

A OAPTUBE 

The three youths were standmg m the porhoo when the 
Countess appeared among them. She smgled out him 
who was specially obnoxious to her, and sweetly mquired 
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the direction to the villago post. With the renoTOed 
gallantrj' of his nation, ho offered to accompany her, but 
presently, with a dijBfcrent exhibition of the same, pro- 
posed that they should spare themselves the tioublo by 
dropping the letter she held prominently, in the bag. 

' Thanks,^ murmured the Countess, * I vill go.^ Upon 
which his eager air subsided, and he feU mto an awkward 
silent march at her side, looking so like the victim he was 
to be, that the Countess could have emulated his power of 
laughter 

'And you are Ih, Hany Jocelyn, the very famous 
cricketer ’ ' 

He answered, glancing back at his fnends, that he was, 
but did not know about the ' famous ' 

' Oh * but I saw you — I saw you hit the ball most 
beautifully, and dearly wished my brother had an equal 
abihty. Brought up in the Court of Portugal, he is barely 
Enghsh. There they have no manly sports You saw 
him pass you ^ ' 

' 1 Who ^ ' asked Harry. 

* My brother, on the lawn, this moment. Your sweet 
sister*s friend. Your uncle MelviIle^s secretary * 

' What "s his name 1 ' said Harry, in blunt perplexity. 

The Countess repeated his name, which m her pronunci- 
ation was ' Hawmgton,^ adding, * That was my brother I 
am his sister. Have you heard of the Countess de Saldar ? 

' Countess ! ' muttered Harry. ' Dash it I here 's a 
mistake.^ 

She continued, with elegant fan-hke motion of her 
gloved fingers ' They say there is a hkeness between us. 
The dear Queen of Portugal often remarked it, and in her 
it was a compliment to me, for she thought my brother a 
model J You I should have known from your extreme 
resemblance to your lovely young sister ' 

Coarse food, but then Harry was a youthful Enghsh- 
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man , and the Countess dieted the vanity according to 
the nationality. With good irine to n ash it doivn, one 
can awalloTT anything The Countoss lent him her eyes 
for that purpose , eyes that had a hqiud gbw under the 
dove-like drooping hds. It vras a principle of hers, 
pampering onr poor sex with swinish solids or the lightest 
amTorosia, never to let the accompanying cordial be other 
than of the finest quality She knew that clomis, oven 
more than aristocrats, are flattened by the inebriation of 
dehoate celestial liquors 

‘ Now/ she said, after Hany had gulped as much of the 
dose as she chose to administer direct from the founts, 
‘ you must accord me the favour to tell me all about your- 
self, for I have heard much of 3 ’ou, Sir Harry Jocelyn, and 
you have excited my woman*s interest Of me you know 
nothing * 

* Haven't I ? * cned Hany, speakmg to the pitch of his 
new warmth ‘ My uncle Melville goes on about you tre- 
mendously— makes his wife as jealous as fire How could 
I tell that was your brother * ' 

* Your unole has deigned to allude to me « ' said the 
Countess, meditatively ‘ But not of hi m — of you, Mr 
Hany ^ What does he say ^ * 

‘ Says you 're so clever you ought to be a man/ 

* Ah t generous 1 ' exclauned the Countess * The idea, 
I think, IS novel to him Is it not ? ' 

‘ Well, I beheve, from what I hear, he didn't back you 
for much over in Lisbon,' said veracious Hany 

fear he is deceived m me now. I fear I am but a 
woman— I am not to be “ backed ” But you are not 
talking of yourself ' 

^ Oh ^ never mmd me,' was Harry's modest answer 
But I do Try to imagme me as clever as a man, and 
talk to me of your doings Indeed 1 will endeavour to 
comprehend you/ 
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Tims humljlc, the Countess bade him give her his arm. 
He stuck it out with abrupt eagerness 
*iSot against my cheek/ She laughed forgivingly. 
‘ And you need not start back half-a-mile/ she pur- 
sued with plain humour • * and please do not look irre- 
solute and a'vrlv^vard — It is not necessary/ she added. 
* There > ' and she settled lier fingers on him, * I am glad I 
can find one or two things to mstnict you in, Begm. 
You are a great cricketer. What else ^ ' 

Ay ! what else ^ Harry nught well say he had no wish 
to talJj of himself. He ebd not know even how to give 
his arm to a lady > The first flattery and the subsequent 
chiding dashed m his elated soul, and caused him to deem 
himself one of the blest suddenly overhauled by an in- 
specting angel and found wantmg . or, m his o^vn more 
accurate style of reflection, ‘ What a rattling fine woman 
this is, and what a deuce of a fool she must think me ^ * 
The Countess leaned on his ann with damty languor. 

‘ You walk well/ she said. 

Hany/s backbone stra^htened immediately. 

‘ No, no; I do not want you to be a dnil-sergeant. Can 
you not be told you are perfect without seeking to im- 
prove, vain boy ^ You can oncket, and you can walk, 
and will very soon learn how to give your arm to a lady. 
I have hopes of you. Of your fnends, from whom I have 
ruthlessly dragged you, I have not much. Am I person- 
ally offensive to them, Llr. Harry ? I saw them let my 
brother pass without returning his bow, and they in no 
way acknowledged my presence as I passed Are they 
gentlemen ^ ' 

‘ Yes,' said Harry, stupefied by the question ‘ One 's 
Ferdinand Laxley, Lord Baxley's son, heir to the title , 
the other 's Wflham Harvey, son of the Chief Justice — 
both fnends of mine ' 

* But not of your manners/ interposed the Countess. 
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* I have not so anuch compunction as I ought to haTO m 
divorcing you from your associates for a fctr minutes I 
think I shall make a scholar of you m one or tvro essentials 
You do want pohsh. Have I not a right to take you in 
hand * I have defended you already/ 

‘ Me ^ " oned Harry. 

‘ None other than Mr Harry Joedyn. Will ho vouch- 
safe to me his pardon I It has been whispered m my ears 
that his ambition is to bo the Don Juan of a country 
distnot, and I have said for him, that however grovellmg 
his undirected tastes, he is too tiuly noble to plume him- 
self upon the reputation they have procured him. Why 
did I defend you ^ Women, you know, do not shrink 
from Don Juans— even provincial Don Juans— as they 
should, perhaps, for their oivn sakes > You are all of you 
dangerous, if a woman is not stnctly on her guard But 
you will respect your champion, will you not ^ * 

Harry was about to reply mth wonderful briskness. 
He stopped, and muimuxed boonshly that ho was sure ho 
was very much obhged 

Command of countenance the Countess possessed in 
common with her sex. Those faces on which we make 
them depend entuely, women can entirely control 
Keenly sensible to humour as the Countess was, her face 
sidled up to his immoveably sweet Hany looked, and 
looked away, and looked agam The poor fellow was so 
profoundly aware of his foolishness that he even doubted 
whether he was admired. 

The Countess trifled with his English nature , quietly 
watched him bob between tuggmg humihiy and any con- 
ceit, and went on 

* Yes • I ^vlll trust you, and that is saymg veiy much, 
for what protection is a brother ^ I am alone here— 
defenceless > ' 

Men, of course, grow virtuously zealous in an instant on 
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behalf of the lovely dame who tells them bewitchmgly, she 
is alone and defenceless, with pitiful dimples round the 
dewy mouth that entreats their guardianship and mercy I 

The provincial Don Juan found words — a sign of clearer 
sensations withm. He said ' 

‘ Upon my honour, I 'd look after you better than fifty 
brothers I ' 

The Countess eyed him softly, and then allowed herself 
the luxury of a laugh. 

* No, no • it IS not the sheep, it is the wolf I fear ' 

And she went through a bit of the concluding portion of 

the drama of Little Red Riding Hood very prettily, and 
tickled him so that he became somewhat less afraid of her. 

' Are you truly so bad as report would have you to be, 
Mr Harry ^ ’ she asked, not at all m the voice of a censor. 

‘ Pray don't think me — a— ^inythmg you wouldn't have 
me,' the youth stumbled mto an apt response. 

* We shall see,' said the Countess, and varied her ad- 
miration for the noble creature beside her with gentle 
ejaculations on the beauty of the deer that ranged the 
park of Beckley Court, the grand old oaks and beeches, 
the clumps of flowermg laurel, and the noh air swarmmg 
Summer. 

She swept out her arm. * And this most magnificent 
estate will be yours ® How happy will she be who is led 
hither to reside by you, Mr Harry • ’ 

* Min e 2 No , there 's the bother,' he answered, with 
unfeigned ohagrm. * Beckley isn't Elbume property, you 
know It belongs to old Mrs Bonner, Rose's grand- 
mama ' 

* Oh ! ' mterjected the Countess, mdifierentlj’' 

shall never get it — no chance,’ Harry pursued, 

' Lost my luck with the old lady long ago ' He waxed 
excited on a subject that drew him from lus shamefaced- 
ness. * It goes to Juley Bonner, or to Rosey , it 's a toss- 
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up whicli If I ’d Bfcuck up to Julcj, I nuglit have Imd a 
pretty fair chance. They wanted mo to, that why I 
scout the premises. But fancy Juloy Bonner I ' 

* You couldn*t, upon your honour 1 * rhymed the 
Countess, (And Hairy lot loose a dehghted * Ila ^ ha T 
as at a fine stroke of wit) ‘Are we cnamouicd of a 
beautiful maiden, Seiior Harry ? ' 

‘ Not a bit/ ho assured her eagerly ‘ I don^t know any 
girl I don’t care for ’em I don’t, really ’ 

The Countess impressively declared to lum that ho must 
be guided by her , and that sho might the better act his 
momtresa, she desired to hear the pedigree of the estate, 
and the exact relations m w hich it at present stood toward 
the Elbume family 

Glad of any theme he could speak on, Harry informed 
her that Beckley Couit was bought by his grandfather 
Bonner from the proceeds of a successful oil speculation 

‘ So we am’t much on that side,’ ho said 

'Oil*' w^as the Countess’s weary exclamation. 'I 
imagmed Beckley Court to ho youi ancestral mansion 
Oil*’ 

Harry depreoatmgly remarked that oil w^as money 

* Yes,’ she rephed , * but you are not one to mix oil with 
your Elbume blood Let me see— oil I That, I conceive, 
IS groceiy So, you are grocers on one side t ’ 

Oh, come * hang it * ’ cned Harry, turmng red 

* Am I leamng on the grocer’s side, or on the lord’s ? ’ 

Harry felt dreadfully taken down * One ranks with 

one’s father/ he said 

Yes,* observed the Countess, * but you diould ever be 
careful not to expose the grocer When I behdd my 
brother bow to you, and that your only return was to 
state at bun m that singular way, I was not aware of this, 
and could not account for it ’ 

I declare I 'm very sorry,* said Harry, with a nettled 
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air, * Do just let mo toll you how it happened. We were 
at an inn, where there m as an odd old fellow gave a supper , 
and there nas your brother, and another fellow— as 
thorough an upstart os I over met, and infernally im- 
pudent He got drinking, and wanted to fight us. Now 
I see it 1 Your brother, to save his friend's bones, said 
he was a tailor * Of course no gentleman could fight a 
tailor , and it blew over wuth my saymg we 'd order our 
clothes of him ' 

‘ Said he uas a * ' exclauned the Countess, gazmg 

blankly. 

‘I don't wonder at your feeling annoyed/ returned 
Hany. ‘ I saw him inth Rosey nest day, and began to 
smell a rat then, but Laxley won't give up the tailor 
He 'a as proud as Lucifer He wanted to order a suit of 
your brother to-day , but I said— not while he 's m the 
house, however he came here/ 

The Countess had partially recovered They were now 
in the village street, and Harry pointed out the post-office. 

* Your divination with regard to my brother's most 
eccentric behaviour was doubtless correct,' she said. 

* He wished to succour his wretched companion Any- 
where — ^it matters not to liim what ^ — ^he alhea himself 
with miserable mortals He is the modem Samantan. 
You should thank hmi for saving you an encounter with 
some low creature ' 

Swaying the letter to and fro, she pursued archly . * I 
can read your thoughts. You are dying to know to whom 
this dear letter is addressed • ' 

Instantly Harry, whose eyes had previously been quite 
empty of expression, glanced at the letter wistfully. 

‘ Shall I tell you ? ' 

'Yes, do' 

' It 's to somebody I love/ 

* Axe you m love then ^ ' was his disconcerted rejomder. 



194 EVAN HARRINGTON 

* Am I not mamed ^ * 

‘ Yes , but every woman that 's married isn^t in lovo 
with her husband, you know * 

‘ Oh ^ Bon Juan of the provinces 1 ' she cried, lioldmg 
the seal of the letter before him m playful reproof, ‘ Fio I 

‘ Come 1 who is it ^ ' Harry burst out. 

‘ I am not, surely, obhged to confess my coirespondenco 
to you * Remember I * she laughed hghtly. ‘ He already 
assumes the airs of a loid and master 1 You are rapid, 
Ml Hany' 

‘ Won*t you really toll me ® ' ho pleaded 

She put a comer of the letter m the box * Must I ^ ’ 

All was done uith the archest elegance the bcu ildcnng 
condescension of a Goddess to a boor. 

* I don't say you must, you know . but I should like to 
see it,' returned Harry 

' There I ' She sheared him a glimpse of ‘ Mrs 
cleverly concealing plebeian * Cogglcsbj'/ and the letter 
slid into darkness ‘ Are you satisfied ^ ' 

‘ Yes,' said Harry, wondermg v hy he felt a relief at the 
Bight of * iilra ' wntten on a letter by a lady ho had only 
known half an hour 

‘ And now,' said she, ‘ I shall demand a boon of you, 
Mr Harry Will it bo accorded ^ ' 

She was humedly told that she might count upon him 
for whatever she chose to ask , and after much trifling 
and many exaggerations of the boon m question, he heaid 
that she had selected him as her cavaher for the day, and 
that he was to consent to accompany her to the village 
church 

‘ Is it BO great a request, the desire that you should sit 
beside a sohtary lady for so shoit a space ^ ' she asked, 
notmg his rueful visage 

Harry assured her he would be very happy, but hinted 
at the bother of having to sit and listen to that fool 
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of a Parsley * again assuring her, and with real earnest- 
ness, which the lady now affected to doubt, that he would 
be extremely happy. 

‘ You know, I haven’t been there for ages,' he explamed. 

' I hear it I ' she sighed, aware of the credit his escort 
would bring her in Beckley, and especially with Harry's 
grandmama Bonner. 

They went together to the village church. The 
Countess took care to be late, so that all eyes beheld her 
stately march up the aisle, with her captive beside her 
Nor was her captive less happy than he professed he would 
be. Charming conuo side-play, at the expense of Mr. 
Parsley, she mingled with exceeding devoutness, and a 
serious attention to Mr Parsley's discourse In her heart 
this lady really thought her confessed daily sins forgiven 
her by the recovery of the lost sheep to Mr Parsley's fold 

The results of this small passage of arms were, that 
Evan's disclosure at Fallowfield was annulled m the mmd 
of Harry Jocelyn, and the latter gentleman became the 
happy slave of the Countess de Saldar, 


CHAPTER XVI 

LEADS TO A SMALL SKIKUISH BETWEEN EOSE AND EVAN 

Lady Jocelyn belonged properly to that order which the 
Sultans and the Roxalanas of earth combme to exclude 
from their httle games, under the designation of blues, 
or strong-mmded women a kind, if genume, the least 
dangerous and staunchest of the sex, as poor fellows learn 
when the flippant and the frail fair have made mummies 
of them She had the frankness of her daughter, the same 
direct eyes and firm step a face without shadows, though 
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no longer bnght ^vith youth It ma}' be charged to her as 
one of the errors of her strong mind, that she behevcd 
friendship piactioablo bet^veen men and women, 3"Oimg or 
old. She knew the w'orld pretty >voll, and w as not amazed 
by extraordinary accidents , but as she herself contmued 
to be an example of her faith, w o must presume it natural 
that her delusion should cling to her She welcomed 
Evan as her daughter’s friend, ivalkcd half-way across the 
room to meet him on his introduction to her, and with the 
simple words, ‘ I have heard of you,' let hun see that ho 
stood upon his merits m her house The j^oung man's 
Bpint caught somethmg of hers even m their first inter- 
view, and at once mounted to that level Unconsciously 
he felt that she took, and w ould take him, for w liat he was, 
and he rose to his woith m the society she piesided over. 
A youth like Evan could not perceive, that m loving this 
lady's daughter, and acceptmg the place she offered him, 
he was guilty of a breach of confidence , or reflect, that 
her entire absence of suspicion imposed upon him a 
corresponding honesty towaid her He fell into a blmd- 
ness Without dreammg for a moment that she designed 
to encourage his passion for Rose, he yet beheld himself in 
the hght she had cast on him , and, received as her 
daughter s fnend, it seemed to luTn not so utterly mon- 
strous that he might be her daughter's lover A haughty, 
a grand, or a too famihar manner, would have kept his 
eyes clearer on his true condition Lady Jocelyn spoke to 
his secret nature, and echpsed m his mind the outw ard 
aspects with which it was warrmg To her he w^as a 
gallant young man, a fit compamon for Rose, and when 
she and Sir Franks said, and showed him, that they were 
glad to know him, his heart swam m a flood of happmess 
they httle suspected 

This was another of the many forms of intoxication 
to which circumstances subjected the poor lover In 
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Fallowfield, among impertinent young men, Evan's pride 
proclaimed him a tailor At Beckley Court, acted on by 
one genuine soul, he forgot it, and felt elate in his man- 
hood. Tlio shades of Tailordom dispersed like fog before 
the full South-west breeze. When I say he forgot it, the 
fact was present enough to him, but it became an outward 
fact : he had ceased to feel it within him. It was not a 
portion of his being, hard as llrs. lilel had struck to fix it. 
Consequently, though he was in a far worse plight than 
when he parted with Rose on board the Jocasta, he felt 
much less of an impostor now. This may have been 
partly because he had endured his struggle with the 
Demogorgon the Countess painted to him in such fnghtful 
colours, and found him human after all ; but it was mainly 
owing to the hearty welcome Lady Jocelyn had extended 
to him as the friend of Rose, 

Loving Rose, he nevertheless allowed his love no tender 
hberties. The eyes of a lover are not his own , but his 
hands and bps are, till such time as they are claimed The 
sun must smile on us with peculiar warmth to woo us forth 
utterly — pluck our hearts out. Rose smiled on many. 
She smiled on Drummond Forth, Ferdmand Laxley, 
William Harvey, and her brother Harry , and she had the 
same eyes for all ages. Once, previous to the arrival of 
the latter three, there was a change m her look, or Evan 
fancied it They were going to nde out together, and 
Evan, coming to his horse on the gravel walk, saw her 
talking with Drummond Forth He mounted, awaiting 
her, and either from a shght twinge of jealousy, or to mark 
her dainty tread with her riding-habit drawn above her 
heels, he could not help turning his head occasionally. 
She listened to Drummond with attention, but presently 
broke from him, crying : * It 's an absurdity. Speak to 
them yourself — ^I shall not.' 

On the ride that day, she began prattling of this and 
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that ■vnth the oaieless glee that hccamo her v, ell, and then 
sank into a revene Betwccnwhilcs her e^'cs had raised 
tumults m Evan^fi breast by dropping on him m a sort of 
questionmg way, as if she wished him to speak, or wished 
to fathom something she would rathci hare unspoken. 
Ere they had finished their ndo, she tossed off wha t bui den 
may have been on her mmd as hghtly as a stiay lock from 
her .shoulders He thought that the singular look re- 
curred It charmed Inra too much foi him to speculate 
on it 

The Countess's opportune aUy, the gout, which had 
reduced the Hon IMelviUo Joceljm's nght hand to a state 
of uselessness, served her with her bi other equally for, 
having volunteered his services to the invalided diplo- 
matist, it excused his stay at Beckloy Court to himself, 
and was a mask to his mtimacy with Rose, besides coming 
him the thanks of the family Harry Jocelyn, released 
from the wing of the Countess, came straight to him, and 
in a rough kmd of way begged Evan to overlook his rude- 
ness 

‘ You took us all m at Eallowfield, except Drummond,' 
he said ' Drummond would have it 3*011 were joking I 
see it now And you 're a confoundedly clover fellow into 
the bargain, or you w^ouldn't be quiU-driving for Undo 
Hel Don't be uppish about it — will you ^ ' 

You have nothing to fear on that point,' said Evanr 
TPith which promise the peace w^as signed betw een them 
Diummond and Wilham Harvey were cordial, and just 
laughed over the incident Laxley, however, held aloof 
Sis retention of ideas once formed befitted his rank and 
station 

Some triflmg qualms attended Evan's labours witb the 
diplomatast , but these were merely occasioned by the 
iteration of a paitioular phrase Mr Goren, on enthusi- 
astio tailor, had now and then thrown out to Evan stimng 



v.ktwekn akd vxa^ loo 

Inn?" ot i\n imtiuion ho rimmed: tho cl^covory of a 
r»al‘'uce in Bro»"cljo- : nppnrenilv the |)hiio‘?ophcr*«5 slono 
cf ‘iho Imlor craft* 'i ‘^ccrct tlmt *ihoultI tm^uic hnimony 
of oiulmo (o iho pcr'on nnd /in intlubilablo accommodatiou 
to iho mo>t difiicult lcg'». 

Since Aflnm*" rxpnl'.ion, it Fccmcd, (ho (nilors of this 
v.jMcrno ^ Jnd hetm m search of it Bnl like (ho cloctois 
of th:« wilflornc"''* (heir ‘jcionco kncM no specific * like the 
Bclnlonmn workman piniUoii nith confusion of longues, 
lhc\ Imd hut one MonI in common, and that nord nos 
* cut/ Mr. Clorcn contended that to cut iias not the key 
of the sci*‘nco . hut to find a Balance nns An artistic 
admirer of the frame of man, Mr. Goicn nas not u anting 
in veneration for the individual nho had arisen to do it 
justice He <5pokc of his Balance v.ilh supremo self- 
appreciation, Xor less so (he Honourable ^Melville, uho 
professed to liave discovered tlio Balance of Poner, at 
home and abroad. It was a capital Balance, but mfenor 
to ^Ir Goren^s. The latter gentleman guaranteed a 
Balance with motion wliercas one step not only upset 
the Honourable Melville's, but shattered the limbs of 
Europe Let us admit, that it is easier to fit a man's legs 
than to compre‘=:s expansive empires 

Evan enjoyed the doctoring of kingdoms quite as well as 
the diplomatist. It suited the latent grandeur of soul 
mhented by him from the great 5IeI Ho liked to prop 
Austria and arrest the Czar, and keep a watchful eye on 
France; hut the Honourable Melville's deep-mouthed 
phrase conjured up to liim a pair of colossal legs im- 
periously demanding their Balance lilcewise At first the 
image scared him. In time he was enabled to smile it 
into phantom vagueness. The diplomatist diplomatically 
informed him, it might happen that the labours he had 
undertaken might be neither more nor less than education 
for a profession he might have to follow. Out of this, an 
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ardent imagination, with the Countess do Saldnr for an 
interpreter, might construe a promise of some sort. 
Evan soon had high hopes What though his name blazed 
on a shop-front ^ The sun might yet illummo him to 
honour ! 

Where a young man is getting into dehcato relations 
with a young woman, the more of lus sex the botter—they 
serve as a bhnd , and the Countess liailcd fresh arrivals 
warmly. There was Sir John Lonng, Dorothy's father, 
who had mamed the eldest of the daughters of Lord 
Elbume A widower, handsome, and a flub, he capitu- 
lated to the Countess instantly, and u as plaj’ed off against 
the provmcial Don Juan, who had reached that point nith 
her when youths of his desonption make bashful confid- 
ences of their successes, and receive dehcious chidings for 
their naughtmess — ^rebukes which give immeasurable 
rebounds Then came IMr. Gordon Grainc, uuth his 
daughter, !RIiss Jenny Gramo, an early fnend of Rose’s, 
and numerous others For the present, Miss Isabella 
Current need only bo ohromcled among the visitors — a 
sprightly maid fift}' years old, -without a irankle to show 
for it — the Aunt Bel of fifty houses where there were 
young women and httle boys Aunt Bol had quiok mt 
and capital anecdotes, and tnpped them out aptly on a 
sparkling tongue with exquisite mstmot for climax and 
when to strike for a laugh. No sooner had she entered the 
hall than she announced the proximate arrival of the Duke 
of Belfield at her heels, and it was known that his Grace 
was as sure to follow as her httle dog, who was far better 
paid for his devotion 

The dinners at Beokley Court had hitherto been rather 
languid to those who were not mtnguing or miTing young 
love with the repast Miss Current was an admirable 
Mutral, sent, as the Countess fervently heheved, by 
Providence. Till now the Countess had drawn upon her 
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own resources to amuse the company, and she had been 
obhged to restram herself from doing it with that unctuous 
feeling for rank which warmed her Portuguese sketches m 
low society and among her sisters. She retired before 
LEss Current and formed audience, glad of a rehef to her 
inventive labour. While Miss Current and her ephemerals 
lightly s kimm ed the surface of human life, the Countess 
worked m the depths Vanities, passions, prejudices 
beneath the surface, gave her full employment How 
naturally poor Juhana Bonner was moved to mistake 
Evan’s compassion for a stronger sentiment 1 The 
Countess eagerly assisted Providence to shuffle the com- 
pany mto their proper places, Harry Jocelyn was 
moodily happy, but good , greatly improved m the eyes 
of his grandmama Bonner, who attnbuted the change to 
the Countess, and partly forgave her the sinful consent to 
the conditions of her love-match with the foreign Count, 
which his pemtent wife had pnvately confessed to that 
strict Churohwoman 

‘Thank Heaven that you have no children,’ Mrs. 
Bonner had said; and the Countess humbly rephed 
‘ It 18 indeed my remorseful consolation ^ ’ 

‘ Who knows that it is not your punishment ? ’ added 
Mrs Bonner , the Countess weeping. 

She went and attended morning prayers in Mrs 
Bonner’s apartments, alone with the old lady ‘ To make 
up for lost time in Cathoho Portugal 1 ’ she explamed it 
to the household. 

On the morning after Miss Current had come to shape 
the party, most of the inmates of Beckley Court being at 
breakfast, Rose gave a lead to the conversation 

‘ Aunt Bel > I want to ask you somethmg. We ’ve 
been beta about you Now, answer honestly, 

we 're aH friends. Why did you refuse all your offers ? ’ 

‘ Qmte simple, child,’ rephed the unabashed ex-heauty. 



202 WAK ITAITBLSHTOX 

• Amtvtteroftnslc. Hiked (Hcnt\ slullintM bolter tliitnn 

sovereign/ » > t i 

Koso looked pii77led, but tbe men laiigbcd, find l.iM 

cxclftimcd . 

• Noiv I see ' ITom stupid I mn ! You me en. > mt nwy 
have fnonds ulien you me not married, ^^'rU, I tbink 
that 's the iiisett, after all You don't lo^e tbem,_ do 
you '> Pray, Mr Evan, are ^ on tbmkint; Aunt ltd nngbt 
still alter her mind for =omcbodj , if '■be knt w 1 ih viihio * 

‘ 1 lias presuming to hope there iiiiglit iie i' place vacant 
among the Inont},' said Evan, bliglith bowing to both. 

* Am I pardoned ^ * 

‘ I hko 3 ou 1 * returned Aunt Bel, nodding nt bnn. 

* Where do you coino from ? A joung junn \vUo*ll 
himself go for small com 's n jcuel worth knowing * 

‘Where do I couio fiom ^ * drawled La^h}, who had 
been tapping an egg with a drean evprct'^ion 
‘Aunt Bel spoke to ift Harrington/ said Ro^c, 
pettishly. 

‘ Asked him w here lie came from/ Jjnxicy continued his 
drawl, ‘llo didn't answer, so I thought il polite for 
another of the twenty to <itnko m ' 

‘ I must thank you expressly/ said Evan, and acliioTcd 
ft cordial bow 

Rose gave Evan one of her bngUfc looks, and then called 
the attention of Ferdinand Laxlcy to the fact that he had 
lost a particular bet made among them, 

‘ What bet ^ ’ asked Laxloy, * About the profession ^ ’ 
A stream of colour shot over Rose's face Her eyes 
flew nervously from Laxlcy to Evan, and then to Drum- 
mond, Laxley appeared pleased as a man who has made 
a witty sally: Evan was outwardly calm, winlo Drum- 
mond rephed to the mute appeal of Rose, b}’ saying , 

‘ Yes , we Ve all lost But who could lut it * The 
lady admits no sovereign m our sex * 
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*So you VC been belting about me ? ' said Aunt Bel. 
' I 'U settle the dispute. Ixjt him u'lio guessed Latin ” 
pocket the stakes, and, if I guess hm^ let him hand them 
over to me * 

* Excellent ^ * cried Rose * One did guess ” Latm,” 
Aunt Bel t Nou , tell us uhich one it was.* 

‘ Not you, my dear You guessed “ temper.** ’ 

‘ No * you dreadful Aunt Bel t * 

‘ Let me sec,* said Aunt Bel, senously. ‘ A j'oung man 
u'ould not marry a woman uith Latm, but would not 
guess it the iuipediment. Gentlemen moderately aged 
are mad enough to slip their heads under any yoke, hut 

see the obstruction It was a man of forty guessed 

“ Latm ** I request the Hon Hamilton Everard Jocelyn 
to confirm it * 

Amid laughter and exclamations Hamilton confessed 
himself the man vho had guessed Latm to be the cause 
of jMiss Current's remaimng an old maid , Rose, crymg 
* You really are too clever, Aunt Bel > * 

A divergence to other themes ensued, and then Jliss 
Jenny Graine said . * Isn't Juley learning Latm ^ I 
should like to 30m her while I *m here.* 

‘And BO should I,* responded Rose. 'My fnend 
Evan is teaching her durmg the mtervals of his arduous 
diplomatic labours. Will you take us mto your class, 
Evan * * 

‘ Don't be silly, girls,* interposed Aunt Bel ‘ Do you 
want to graduate for my state with your eyes open ^ * 
Evan objected his poor quahfications as a tutor, and 
Aunt Bel remarked, that if Juley learnt Latm at all, she 
should have regular instruction. 

‘ I am quite satisfied,* said Juley, quietly. 

‘ Of course you are,* Rose snubbed her cousin. ‘ So 
would anybody be. But Mama really was talking of a 
tutor for Juley, if she could find one. There *s a school at 
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Bodlo}’ , but that 's too far for oiu' of tbo won (o come 
over * 

A school atBodley I thought E\ an, and Inn probationary 
years at the Cudford Establishment rose before him ; and 
therewith, for the first time «mco his residence at Ikekky, 
the figure of Jolm Rnikes. 

* There ’s a friend of mine/ ho said, nloiid, * I think if 
Lady Jocelyn docs wisli JIiss Bonner to ]e«irn J^tin 
tlioroughly, ho would do very well for the groundwork, 
and would bo glad of the ewplnyment, ITc i** a cr\ poor/ 
' If ho 's poor, and a friend of yours, Evan, v c *\\ \m'o 
him,’ said Rose ‘ wo 11 iidc and fetch him * 

' Yes,' added ]\Iiss Carrington, * that must be quite 
sufficient qualification ' 

Juliana was not gazing gratefulU at E\an for Ins 
proposal 

Bose asked tbo name of Evan’s friend 
‘ His name is Raikcs/ answ cred Evan, ' I don’t know 
where ho is now IIo may bo at Fallow field. If Lady 
Jocelyn pleases, I will ndo over to-day and see * 

My dear Evnn I ' cned Eoso, * jou don't mean that 
absurd figure w'o saw on the oricket*fiold 1 ’ She burst 
out laughing ‘Oh I what funit w^ill bo » Let us have 
him hole by all means ' 

' I shaU not bring him to bo laughed at/ said Evan 
I will remember ho is your fnend,' Rose returned 
emuroly , and again laughed, as she related to Jenny 
Graino the comio appearance lAIr Raikes had presented 
Ln^oy waited for a pauso, and then said • ‘ I have met 
this Mr Raifces As a friend of the family, I should 
protest against his admission here in any offico whatever 
— mto the upper part of the house, at least Ho is not a 
gentleman ' 

We dont want teachers to be gentlemen,' ohsoived 
Rose 
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‘ This fellow is the reverse/ Laxiey pronounced, and 
desired Harry to confirm it , but Harry took a gulp of 
coffee 

* Oblige me by recollecting that I have called him a 
fnend of mine/ said Evan. 

Rose murmured to him . ‘ Pray forgive me ^ I forgot/ 
Lasiey hummed something about ‘ taste,^ Aunt Bel led 
from the theme by a hvely anecdote 

After breakfast the party broke mto knots, and 
canvassed Laxley's behaviour to Evan, which was gener- 
ally oondenmed. Rose met the young men strollin g on the 
lawn , and, with her usual bluntness, accused Laxley of 
wishing to insult her fnend. 

* I speak to him — do I not ? ^ said Laxley. * What 
would you have more ^ I admit the obligation of speak- 
ing to him when I meet him m your house Out of it — 
that 's another matter ' 

‘ But what w the cause for your conduct to him, 
Eerdmand ^ ' 

‘ By Jove I * cried Harry, * I wonder he puts up with it : 
I wouldn't. I 'd have a shot with you, my boy ' 

‘ Extremely honoured,' said Laxley. ‘ But neither you 
nor I care to fight tailors.' 

* Tailors i ' exclaimed Rose. There was a sharp twitch 
in her body, as if she had been stung or struck. 

‘ Look here, Rose,' said Laxley , ' I meet him, he m- 
suits me, and to get out of the consequences tells me he 's 
the son of a tailor, and a tailor himself , knowmg that it 
ties my hands Very well, he puts himself hors de combat 
to save his bones. Let him unsay it, and choose whether 
he 'U apologize or not, and I 'II treat him accordmgly. 
At present I 'm not bound to do more than respect the 
house I find he has somehow got admission to ' 

* It 's clear it was that other fellow,' said Harry, casting 
a side-glance up at the Countess's wmdow. 
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Rose looked straight at Laxley, and abruptly turned on 
ber heel 

In the afternoon, Lady Jocelyn sent a message to Evan 
that she mshed to see him. Rose was inth her mother 
Lady Jocelyn had only to say, that if be thought his friend 
a suitable tutoi for Miss Bonner, they would be happy to 
give h im the office at Beckley Couit Glad to befriend 
poor Jack, Evan gave the needful assurances, and was 
requested to go and fetch him forthwith When he left 
the room, Rose marched out silently beside him 

' Will 5"ou ride over u ith mo, Rose ^ ’ he said, though 
scarcely anxious that she should see hlr Raikes im- 
mediately 

The singular sharpness of her refusal astonished him 
none the less 

* Thank you, no , I would rather not ’ 

A lover is ever ready to suspect that water has been 
thrown on the fire that bums for him in the bosom of his 
darling Sudden as the change was, it was veiy decided 
His sensitive ears weie pamed by the absence of Ins 
Christian name, v Inch her bps had lavishly made sweet to 
him 

He stopped m his walk 

‘ You spoke of ndmg to Fallowfield la it possible you 
don't want me to brmg my fnend here ® There 's tune to 
prevent it ' 

Judged by the Countess de Saldar, the behaviour of this 
well-bom English maid was anythmg but well-bred She 
absolutely shrugged her shoulders and maiched a-head of 
him mto the conservatory, where she began smellmg at 
flowers and pluckmg off sere leaves 

In such cases a young man alwaj^ follows , as her 
womanly instmet must have told her, for she expressed no 
surprise when she heard his voice two minutes after 

‘ Rose ^ what have I done ^ ' 
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‘ Nothing at all/ she said, sweeping her eyes over his a 
moment, and resting them on the plants. 

‘I must haveuttered something that has displeasedyou ' 
'No' 

Bnef negatives are not re-assurmg to a lover's uneasy 
mind 

' I beg you — Be frank with me, Rose t ' 

A flame of the vanished lire shone m her face, but 
subsided, and she shook her head dazkly 

' Have you any objection to my fnend ? ' 

Her fingers grew petulant vith an orange leaf. Eyemg 
a spot on it, she said, hesitatmgly . 

‘ Any fnend of yours I am sure I should like to help 
But — ^but I wish you wouldn't associate ivith that — ^that 
land of fnend. It gives people aU sorts of suspicions.' 

Evan drew a sharp breath 

The voices of Master Alec and SIiss Dorothy were heard 
shoutmg on the lawn Alec gave Dorothy the shp and 
approached the conservatory on tip-toe, holding his hand 
out behmd him to enjoin silence and secresy The pair 
could witness the scene through the glass before Evan 
spoke. 

' What suspicions ^ ' he asked 

Rose lookedup, as if the harshness of his tone pleased her. 

' Do you like red roses best, or white ^ ' was her answer, 
movmg to a couple of trees m pots, 

' Can't make up your mind ^ ' she continued, and 
plucked both a white and red rose, saymg * ' There * 
choose your colour by-and-by, and ask Juley to bew the 
one you choose m your button-hole ' 

She laid the roses m his hand, and walked away. She 
must have known that there was a burden of speech on his 
tongue She saw him move to follow her, hut this tune 
she did not linger, and it may be inferred that she wished 
to hear no more. 
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CHAPTER Xm 

Df Avmcn EYAX WRITI.S lU^ISrEF IvULOR 

The only philosophic method of discovering >\]int n young 
woman means, and ^\hat is in her mind, is that 7ig7ng 
process of inquiry conducted by following her actions, for 
she can tell you nothmg, and if she does not ^\ant to know 
a paiticular matter, it must be a strong beam from the 
central system of facts that shall penetrate her. Clearly 
there was a disturbance m the bosom of Rose Joccljm, and 
one might fancy that amiable mirror as being vnifullj 
ruffled to confuse a thing it u as asked b> the heavens to 
reflect agood fight fought by all > oung people at a certain 
period, and now and then by an old fool or two The 
young It seasons and strengthens , the old it happily kills 
off , and thus, w hat is, is made to w ork harmomoiisly 
with what wo Tvould have be 
After quitting Evan, Rose hied to her fnond Jenny 
Grame, and m the midst of sweet millinery talk, darted 
the odd question, 'whether baronets or knights ever w cro 
tradesmen to which Scottish Jenny, ontirelj’’ putting 
aside the shades of beatified aldermen and tho illustrious 
list of mayors that have w olcomcd royalty, rephed that it 
was a thing qmte impossible. Rose then w ished to know 
if tailors were thought worse of than other tradesmen 
Jenny, premismg that she was no authoiity, stated she 
imagined she had heard that they were 
* Why ^ ' said Rose, no doubt because she was desmous 
of seemg justice dealt to that class But Jenny's bosom 
was a smooth reflector of facts alone 
Rose pondered, and said 'with compressed eagerness, 
* Jenny, do you think you could ever brmg yourself to 
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consent to care at all for anybody ever talked of as belong- 
ing to them ^ Tell me ^ 

Now Jeimy had come to Beckley Court to meet William 
Harvey . she u as therefore sufficiently soft to think she 
could care for him whatever his ongm weie, and composed 
in the knowledge that no natal stigma was upon him to try 
the strength of her affection Designing to generalize, as 
women do (and seem tempted to do most when they are 
secretly speaking from their own emotions), she said, shyly 
moving her shoulders, ivith a forefinger laying down the 
pnnciple 

‘ You know, my dear, if one esteemed such a person very 
very much, and were quite sure, without any doubt, that 
he liked you in return — that is, completely liked you, and 
was quite devoted, and made no concealment — I mean, if 
he was very supenor, and like other men — you know what 
I mean — and had none of the crmging ways some of them 
have—I mean, supposmg him gay and handsome, 
taking * 

* Just like William,' Rose out her short , and we may 
guess her to have had some one m her head for her to con- 
ceive that Jenny must be speaking of any one in particular. 

A young lady who can have male friends, as well as 
friends of her own sex, is not usually pressing and secret 
in her confidences, possibly because such a young lady is 
not always nursing baby-passions, and does not require 
her sex's coddling and posseting to keep them alive. 
With Rose love will be full grown when it is once avowed, 
and will know where to go to he nourished. 

‘ Merely an idea I had,' she said to Jenny, who betrayed 
her mental pre-occupation by putting the question for the 
questions last. 

Her Uncle Melville next received a visit from the restless 
young woman To him she spoke not a word of the 
inferior classes, but as a special favourite of the diploma- 
o 
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tist’s, begged a gift of him for her proximate birthday 
Pushed to explain what it was, she said, * It *s something 
I want you to do for a fnend of mme, Uncle Mel * 

The ^plomatist instanced a few of the modest requests 
httle maids prefer to people they presume to hare power 
to grant 

* No, it 's nothing nonsensical/ said Rose , * I want you 
to get my fnend Evan an appomtment You can if you 
like, you know, Uncle Mel, and it 's a shame to make him 
lose his time when he ’s young and does his work so well— 
that you can*t deny > Now, please, be positive, Unde 
Mel You know I hate — I have no faith m your " nous 
w ro?is ” Say you will, and at once ' 

The diplomatist pretended to have his weather-eye 
awakened 

* You seem very anxious about feathenng the young 
fellow's nest, Rosey * ’ 

* There,' oned Rose, with the maiden's mature expen- 
ence of us, ‘ isn't that just like men ® They never can 
beheve you can be entirely dismterested I ’ 

Holloa I ' the diplomatist sung out, * I didn't soy 
anythmg, Rosey ' 

She reddened at her hastmess, but retneved it by say- 
ing 

No, but you listen to yonr wife , you know you do, 
Uncle Mel , and now there 's Aunt Shome and the other 
women, who make you think just what they like about 
me, because they hate Mama ' 

Eon t use strong words, my dear ' 

'But it's abominable cried Rose. ‘They asked 
Mama yesterday what Evan's being here meant ^ Why, 
of course, he 's your secretary, and my fnend, and Mama 
■^cry properly stopped them, and so wdl II As for me, I 
mtend to stay at BecWey, I can tell you, dear old boy/ 

ncle Mel had a soft arm round his neck, and was being 
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fondled. * And I not going to be bred up to go into a 
liarem, you may be sure " 

The diplomatist whistled, ‘ You talk your mother with 
a Tengeance, Rosey.' 

* And she 's the only sensible woman I know,' said Rose. 
" Now promise me— in earnest. Don't let them mislead 
you, for you know you 're quite a child, out of your 
politics, and I shall take you in hand myself Why, now, 
think, Uncle Mel ! wouldn’t any girl, as silly as they make 
me out, hold her tongue — ^not talk of him, as I do ; and 
because I really do feel for him as a fnend. See the 
difference between me and Juley ' ’ 

It was a sad sign if Rose was growing a bit of a hypo- 
crite, but this instance of Juhana's different manner of 
showing her feelmgs toward Evan would have quieted 
suspicion in shrewder men, for Juhana watched Evan’s 
shadow, and it was thought by two or three at Beckley 
Court, that Evan would be confemng a benefit on all by 
carrying off the romantically-rndmed but httle present- 
able young lady. 

The diplomatist, with a placid ‘ Well, well l ’ ultimately 
promised to do his best for Rose's fnend, and then Rose 
said, * Now I leave you to the Countess,' and went and sat 
with her mother and Drummond Forth The latter was 
strange in his conduct to Evan While blaming Laxley's 
unmannered behaviour, he seemed to think Laxley had 
grounds for it, and treated Evan with a sort of cynical 
deference that had, for the last couple of da>ja, exasperated 
Rose. 

‘ Mama, you must speak to Ferdinand,' she burst upon 
the conversation, ' Drummond is afraid to — ^he can stand 
by and see my fnend insulted. Ferdinand is insufferable 
with his pnde — he ’a 3 ealous of everybody who has man- 
ners, and Drummond approves him, and I will not 
bear it ’ 
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Lady Jocelyn hated household worries, and quietly re- 
marked that the young men must fight it out together 
‘ No, hut it youi duty to interfere, hlama/ said Rose , 
* and I know you will when I tell you that Ferdinand 
declares my fnend Evan is a tradesman — heneath his 
notice Why, it insults me • ' 

Lady Jocelyn looked out from a lofty wmdow on such 
ventable squabbles of boj's and girls as Rose revealed, 

* Can^t you help them to run on smoothly while they *re 
here ^ ' she said to Drummond, and he related the scene at 
the Green Dragon 

*I think I heard he was the son of Sir Somethmg 
Hamngton, Devonshire people,' said Lady Jocelyn 
‘ Yes, he is,* cned Rose, ‘ or closel}^ related I *m sure 
I understood the Countess that it was so She brought 
the paper with the death m it to us in London, and shed 
tears over it ’ 

‘ She showed it in the paper, and shed tears over it * ' 
said Drummond, repressmg an mohnation to laugh ' Was 
her father*B title given m full * ' 

Sir Abraham Hamngton,* rephed Rose. * I think she 
said father, if the word wasn't too common-place for her ' 
You can ask old Tom when he comes, if you are anxious 
to know, said Drummond to her ladyship ‘ Hih brother 
mamed one of the sisters By the way, he 's conung, too 
He ought to clear up the mystery ' 

‘ Now you 're sneering, Drummond,' said Rose • ‘ for 
you know there 's no mystery to clear up ' 

Drummond and Lady Jocelyn began talking of old Tom 
gglesby, whom, it appeared, the former knew intim- 
ately, and the latter had known 
‘ The Cogglesbys are sons of a cobbler, Rose,' said Lady 

civil to them ' 

* . coT^rse I shall, Mama,' Rose answered seriously 

help the poor Countess to bear their presence as 
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well as possible/ said Drummond. ' The Harrmgtons have 
had to mourn a dreadful mesaUiance^ Piiy the Countess * ' 
‘ Oh I the Countess I the Countess ^ ' exclaimed Rose to 
Drummond's pathetic shake of the head. She and Drum- 
mond were fuUy agreed about the Countess , Drummond 
mimicking the lady ' In venty, she is most mellifluous ^ ' 
while Rose sugared her hps and leaned gracefully forward 
with ‘De Saldar, let me petition you — smce we must 
endure our title — since it is not to be your Louisa ? ' and 
her eyes sought the ceihng, and her hand slowly melted 
into her drapery, as the Countess was wont to eflect it. 

Lady Joceljm laughed, but said : ' You 're too hard 
upon the Countess. The female euphuist is not to be met 
with every day. It 's a different kmd from the Pr^cieuse. 
She is not a Pr6cieuse, She has made a capital selection 
of her vocabulary from Johnson, and does not work it 
badly, if we may ]udge by Harry and Melville, Euphuism 
in “ woman " is the popular ideal of a Duchess, She has 
it by nature, or she has studied it • and if so, you must 
respect her abihties ' 

' Yes — Harry I ' said Rose, who was angry at a loss of 
influence over her rough brother, ‘ any one could manage 
Harry ^ and Uncle Mel 's a goose. You should see what a 
female euphuist ” Dorty is getting She says in the 
Countess's hearing : “ Rose 1 I should in venty wish to 
play, if it were pleasing to my sweet cousm ^ ” I 'm 
ready to die with laughing I don't do it, Mama ' 

The Countess, thus being discussed, was closeted with 
old Mrs Bonner . not idle. Like Hanmbal in Italy, she 
had crossed her Alps m attaining Beckley Court, and here 
in the enemy's country the wary general found herself 
under the necessity of throwing up entrenchments to fly to 
in case of defeat. Sir Abraham Harrington of Torquay, 
who had helped her to cross the Alps, became a formidable 
bamer against her return 
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Ikleantimo Evnn ws riding over to Pnllou field. <>nd o*j 
ho lodo wnder black rj^^ions botAveen tho hedgovayR 
crowned with their hop-garlnnda, a fragrance of ro^CR 
saluted his nostril, and he called to rnmd the rod and the 
white the pceilcss representative of the two had given 
him, and "ft Inch hohnd Ihnist sullcnl} in liH hren^t-pockel; 
and ho dro’a them out to look at them ropioaclifully and 
sigh farou ell to all tlie roses of lifo» \\ Iicn m company ti ith 
thorn ho found m his band tho forgotten letter dclivored to 
him on tho cucket- field tho day of the mcniorable match. 
He smelt at the roses, and turned the letter this way and 
that His name uas correct l^^ uorded on the outside 
With an odd reluctance to open it, ho kept Irifiing over 
the flowers, and then broke llic broad seal, and these arc 
the words that met his eyes — 

* JIe EvaK HAUm’GTOK. 

‘ You have made up } our mmd to be a tailor, instead 
of a Tomnoddy. You 'ro right. Not too many men in 
tho world-plenty of mneompoops 

‘ Don't be made a u oathorcock of by a parcel of women. 
I want to find a man worth something If jou go on 
vnth it, you shall end by nding m your enmngo, and 
cuttmg it as fine as any of them. I '11 take ca«? 3 our bell 3 ’ 
IS not punished while you 're about it 

From the time your name is over 3 ’our shop, I give 
you 300/ per annum 

* Or stop There 's mno of you They shall have 40k 
per annum apiece, 9 times 40, eh « Tliat 's better than 
300/ , if you know how to reckon Don't you wish it was 
ninety-mne tailors to a man 1 I could do that too, and 
it wonld not break me ; so don't be a proud young ass, 
or I 'll throw my money to the geese X<ots of them in tho 
world How many geese to a tailor ’ 

* Go on for five years, and I double it.' 


s 
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‘ Gire it up, and I give you up. 

* No question about me. The first tailor can be paid 
bis 40Z, in advance, by applying at the offices of Messrs. 
Grist, Gray's Inn Square, Gray's Inn. Let him say he is 
tailor No, 1, and show this letter, signed Agreed, with 
your name m full at bottom. This will do — ^money will 
be paid — no questions one side or other. So on — the 
whole nme. The end of the year they can give a dinner 
to their acquaintance Send in bill to Messrs Gnst. 

' The advice to you to take the cash accordmg to terms 
mentioned is advice of 

‘A Frtewd ' 


*PS, You shall have your wme Consult among 
yourselves, and carry it by majority what wme it 's to be 
Five carries it. Dozen and half per tailor, per annum — 
that 's the limit.' 

It was certainly a veiy hot day. The pores of his skm 
were prickling, and his face was fiery , and yet he m- 
creased his pace, and broke mto a wdd gallop for a mile or 
so ; then suddenly turned his horse's head back for 
Beckley. The secret of which evolution was, that he 
hod caught the idea of a plotted insult of Laxley's m the 
letter, for when the blood is up we are drawn the way the 
tide sets strongest, and Evan was prepared to sweat that 
Lesley had written the letter, because he was burning 
to chastise the man who had mjured him with Rose 

Sure that he was about to confirm his suspicion, he 
read it agam, gazed upon BecMey Court m the sultry 
light, and turned for Fallowfield once more, devismg to 
consult Mr. John Raikes on the subject. 

The letter had a smack of crabbed age hardly counter- 
feit. The savour of an old eccentric's sour generosity was 
there. Evan fell mto bitter laughter at the idea of Rose 
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glancing over his Moulder and asking him what mno of 
him to a man meant He heard her clear voice pursuing 
him He could not get away from the moolong sound 
of Rose beseeching him to instruct her on that point 
How if the letter were genume ^ He began to abhor the 
sight and touch of the paper, for it struck division cold 
as death between him and his darling. He saw now the 
unmeasurable hopes his residence at BecHey had lured 
him to Rose had sbghtly awakened him tto letter was 
blank day to his soul He saw the squahd shop, the 
good, stem, barren-spinted mother, the changeless drudg- 
ery, the existence which seemed mdeed no better than 
what the ninth of a man was fit for The mfiucnce of his 
mother came on him once more Dared he reject the 
gift if true ^ No spark of gratitude could he feel, but 
ohamed, dragged at the heels of his fate, he submitted to 
think it true , resolving the next moment that it was a 
fabrication and a trap but he flung away the roses. 

As idle as a pamted cavaher upon a painted drop-scene, 
the figure of Mr John Raikes was to be observed leaning 
with crossed legs against a shady pillar of the Green 
Dragon ; eyeing alternately, with an mdifference he did 
not care to conceal, the assiduous peckmg m ih.e dust of 
some cocks and hens that had strayed from the yard of 
the inn, and the sleepy blinking in title sun of an old dog 
at Ins feet nor did Evan’s appearance discompose the 
sad sedateness of his demeanour, 

Ves , I am here still,’ he answered Evan’s greeting, 
with a flaccid gesture ‘ Don’t excite me too much. A 
httle at a time I can’t hear it ^ ’ 

‘How now « What is it now. Jack « ’ said Evan 

Mr. Raikes pointed at the dog. ‘ I ’ve made a bet with 
myself he won’t wag his tail within the next ten minutes. 

beg of you, Hamngton, to remain silent for both our 
sakes.* 
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Evan was induced to look at the dog, and the dog looked 
at him, and gently moved his tail 

‘ I Ve lost I ^ cned Raikes, in languid anguish, ‘ He 
getting excited. He 'II go mad. We 're not accustomed 
to this m Eallowfield ' 

Evan dismounted, and was going to tell him the news 
he had for him, when his attention was distracted by the 
sight of Rose's maid, Polly Wheedle, splendidly bonneted, 
who shpped past them into the inn, after repulsmg Jack's 
careless attempt to caress her chin , which caused h^m 
to tell Evan that he could not get on without the society 
of intellectual women, 

Evan called a boy to hold the horse. 

* Have you seen W before, Jack ^ ' 

Jack rephed. ^Once. Your pensioner up-stairs she 
comes to visit, I do suspect there kinship is betwixt 
them. Ay I one might swear them sisters. She 's a 
relief to the monotony of the petrified street — ^the old 
man with the brown-gaitered legs and the doubled-up 
old woman with the crutch. I heard the London horn 
this morning.’ 

Evan thrust the letter in his hands, tellmg hi-m to read 
and form an opmion on it, and went m the track of Miss 
Wheedle. 

Mr. Raikes resumed his station against the pillar, and 
held the letter out on a level with his thigh Aotmg (as 
it was his nature to do off the stage), he had not exagger- 
ated his profound melancholy Of a hght soil and with 
a tropical temperament, he had exhausted all lively re- 
collection of his brilliaut career, and, m the short time 
smce Evan had parted with him, sunk abjectly down mto 
the behef that he was fixed in Fallowfield for life His 
spirit pined for agitation and events. The horn of the 
London coach had sounded distant metropohtan glones 
in the ears of the exile in rustic parts. 
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Sighing hoavil 3 % r»niK(^ opt nwl th#' in 
ohcdicucc lo the «i«hoo of fntMul ; for hf' hn^*> 
prefeired to stand contcinpintmj? bn o*\n of bojK* 
Ic^is ‘Stagnation The teepf ical < xprt^ -ion lit- pul on v b*'U 
iio bad rend tho letter through mint not i* xi^ John 
Baikcs had dreamed of a heniTiccnt ertentrm ohl gent It-* 
man for many venm one aj^ain it « hardv , he hrd 
bumped m a croud(»<i tharomddn^e, 'intl hwl \Mth ror»ii"1 
politeness begged pardon , Ir'd \\ n pt^Ud up lus 
walking-stiek , rtstond it, \eiitunng \\\n\ remark, 
retired, nccidcntilK drojiping In** embeve; »^ub:^- 
quently, to hw p’^tonishnunt aufi gntifiietinn^ remvirs 
a pregnant nii‘'Si\e from tint oh! rMitUnmn^s laujer. 
Or it so happon(‘d that Mr Ibnkes i n t the old gtntleman 
at a tavern, and, hs I lie cctrci^'' of a pignal de'ctent)’, 
relieved him from a bone m In** thnmt, nnd rrluctAntU" 
imparted bis nddres*, on i'- stung from t!i^ siiid tavern. 
Or perhaps it uns a lone!} Inglu\a\ ^\bon? tlm old gentlo 
man ualkod, nnd John Raikc** Ind his name in the papers 
for a deed of heroism, nor \\ns man urmniteiul Since 
he had enten up his undo, thin old gontlemnn of luit dreams 
walked in toun and country*— onU% nnd nlnsl Mr- 
Baikes could never encounter him in iho flesh. The 
muscles of his face, therefore, arc no mdov to tho real 
foohngs of file youth when he had thotougldy mastered 
the contents of the letter, and reflected thnt the dream 
of his luck — ^Ins angchc old gentleman — had gone and 
wantonly bestowed himself upon Evan ITnrrington, 
instead of the expectant and far uortbier John Kailvos 
Worthier masmuch as ho gave him credence for existing 
long ero he laaeu of him and beheld him manifest, 

Baikes retreated to tho ^^canl parlour of the Green 
Dragon, and there Evan found lum staring at the nil- 
folded letter, his head between his cramped fists, with a 
contraction of his mouth Evan nos troubled by vhat 
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lie had seen np«staiis, and did not speak till Jack looked 
up and said, ‘ Oh, there you are/ 

‘ Well, irhat do you think, Jack ^ ' 

' Yes— it "s all right,' Raikes rejoined in most matter- 
of-course tone, and then he stepped to the wmdow, and 
puffed a very deep breath mdeed, and glanced from the 
straight hue of the street to the hearens, with whom, in- 
jured as he was, he felt more at home now that he knew 
them capable of miracles 
‘ Is it a bad joke played upon me ^ ' said Evan, 

Raikes upset a chair ‘ It 's quite childish. You 're 
made a gentleman for life, and you ask if it 's a joke 
played upon you i It 's maddening • There — ^there 
goes my hat ! ' 

With a vehement kick, Mr. Raikes despatched his 
ancient head-gear to the other end of the room, saying 
that he must have some wine, and would , and disdainful 
was his look at Evan, when the latter attempted to 
reason hnn into economy. He ordered the wine ; drank 
a glass, which coloured a new mood m him , and affectmg 
a practical manner, said 

' I confess I have been a httle hurt with you, Harring- 
ton. You left me stranded on the desert isle. I thought 
myself abandoned I thought I should never see any- 
thing but the lengthening of an endless hdl on my land- 
lad/s face— my sole planet. I was resigned till I heard 
my fnend " to-lootl ” this morning He kmdled recol- 
lection, But, this 18 a tidy Port, and that was a delect- 
able sort of young lady you were ndmg with when 
we patted last * She laughs like the true metal. I sup- 
pose you know it 's the identical damsel I met the day 
before, and owe it to for my run on the downs — I 've 
a compliment ready made for her.' 

* You that letter written in good faith ^ ' said 
Evan 
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' Look kere/ Mr. Raikes put on a calmness. ‘ You 
got up the other mght, and said you were a tailor--a 
devotee of the cahhage and the goose. Why the notion 
didn't stnke me is extraordinary— -I ought to have known 
my man However, the old gentleman who gave the 
supper— he's evidently one of your beastly nch old 
ruffianly xopubhcans — spent part of his time in America, 
I dare say Put two and two together ' 

But as Bhmngton desired plain prose, Mr. Raikes 
tamed his imagmation to dehver it He pomtod dis- 
tmctly at the old gentleman who gave the supper as the 
wnter of the letter Evan, m return, confided to Inm 
his history and present position, and Mr Raikes, without 
coolmg to his fortunate fnend, became a trifle patronizu^ 

' You said your father— I think I remember at old Cud- 
ford's— was a cavalry officer, a bold dragoon * ’ 

‘ I did,' rephed Evan ' I told a he ’ 

* We knew it , but we feared your prowess, Harrington ' 
Then they talked over the singular letter uninter- 
ruptedly, and Evan, weak among his peipilexities of 
position and sentiment, wanting money for the girl 
up-staim, for this distasteful comrade's biU at the Green 
Dragon, and for his own immediate req^mrements, and 
with the hee buzzing of Rose m his ears * She despises 
you, consented in a desperation ultunately to sign his 
name to it, and despatch Jack forthwith to Messrs Gnst 
You 11 find it 's an imposition,' he said, beginning 
less to think it so, now that his name was put to the hated 
momtrous thmg , wboh also now fell to pnokmg at 
curiosity For he was m the early steps of his career, 
and if his lady, holding to pnde, despised hi-m — aa^ lie was 
tortured mto the hypocrisy of confessing, she justly 
might, why, then, unless he was the sport of a farceur, 
here seemed a gilding of the path of duty he could he 
serviceable to fnends. His claim on fair young Rose's 
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love l^ftd crown in the ?hort while ]irotligionsly a<>minc 
that it n minor mnllcr to constitute liim«:clf an old 
cccontrieV puppet, 

‘ Xf» inon? an imposition than it % 50 of quoth 

tlK rejictod usher, 

' li **01011 s of n plot/ ‘-aid Evan, 

Mt V the br-^l joke that w ill ho made m my tunc/ said 
'dr. Haikes, nilibmg hts hands, 

‘ And now li'^ten to tjnnr hick/ said Evan , ‘ I w isli mine 
wore like it ! ' and Jack heard of Lady Jocelyn's offer. 
He heard also that the \oung lad} he w'as to instruct was 
an heirc'^s, and immediately in‘^pecled liis garments, and 
showtd the Racred nccobsii} there was for him to lelit m 
London, under the hands of scientific lailois. Evan 
wrote him an introduction to jMr. Goren, counted out 
the contents of his purse (winch Jack had reduced m 
his study of the pastoral game of bkitiles, ho confessed), 
and calculated in a niggaidly way, how' fai it would go 
to supply the fellow's w ants ; sighing, as ho did it, to think 
of Jack installed at Bcckloy Court, while Jack, comparing 
his luck with Evan's, had discovered it to ho dismally 
inferior, 

* Oh, confound those bellows you keep blowing > ' ho 
exclaimed ' I wish to be decently pohte, Harrmgton, 
but you annoy me. Excuse me, pray, but the most un- 
exampled case of a luclcy beggar that ever was known — 
and to hear him panting and ready to whimper I — ^it 's 
outrageous You 've only to put up your name, and 
there you are — an independent gentleman ^ By Jove I 
this isn't such a dull world. John Eaikes l thou hvest 
in times I feel warm m the sun of your prosperity, 
Harrmgton Now hsten to me Propound thou no m- 
qmnes anywhere about the old fellow who gave the 
supper Humour his whim — he won't have it All 
Eallowfi.eld is paid to keep him secret , I know it for a 
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fact- I pUed my rustic fnonds every mgbt. “ Eat you 
yer vxotuals, and dnnk yer beer, and none o' ycr pryin'6 
and peerm's among t 70 I " That 'b my rebuff from 
Farmer Broadmead, And that old boy knou s more than 
he vnll tell 1 saw his cunnmg old eye on-cock. Be 
silent, Harrington. Let discretion be the seal of thy 
luck' 

* You can reckon on my silence/ said Evan. * I believe 
m no such folly. Men don't do these things ' 

* Ha I ' went Mr. Raikes contemptuously. 

Of the two he was the foohshor fellow , but quacks 
have cured mcomprohensible maladies, and foolish 
fellows have an mstmot for eccentno actions. 

Telling Jack to finish the ivine, Evnn rose to go. 

* Did you order the horse to ho fed * ' 

‘ Did I order the feeding of the horse * ' said Jack, rismg 
and yawnmg * No, I forgot him. Who can think of 
horses now ^ ' 

' Poor brute i ' muttered Evan, and went out to see to 
him, 

The ostler had required no instructions to give the horse 
a feed of com Evan mounted, and rode out of the yard 
to where Jack was standing, bare-headed, in his old 
posture against the pillar, of which the shade had rounded, 
and the evening sun shone full on him over a black cloud. 
He now looked calmly gay. 

^ agnoulturnl Brondmead I ' he 

said. ‘ None o' yer prym'a and peerm's ! ” Ho thought 
my powers of amusing prodigious “Dang 'un, he do 
maak a ohap laugh 1 " Well, Harrmgton, that sort of 
homage isn't much, I admit ' 

Raikea pursued ‘ There 's something m a pastoral life, 
after all ' 

Pastoral ^ ' muttered Evan * I was speaking of you 
at Beckley, and hope when yon 're there you won't Aako 
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me regret my introduction of you. * Keep your mind on 
old Cudford’s mutton-bone.’ 

‘ I perfectly understood you/ said Jack. ‘ I ’m pre- 
sumed to be m luck. Ingratitude is not my fault — ’m 
afiaid ambition is ^ ’ 

" Console yourself mih. it or what you can get till we 
meet — here or in London, But the Dragon shall be the 
address for both of us/ Evan said, and nodded, trottmg 
off. 


CHAPTER XYin 

IN WmOH EVAN CALLS HIMSELP GENTLEMAN 

The young cavaher perused that letter again m memory. 
Genume, or a ]oke of the enemy, it spoke wakening facts 
to him. He leapt from the spell Rose had encircled him 
with. Strange that he should have rushed into his 
dream with eyes open * But he was fully awake now 
He would speak his last farewell to her, and so end the 
earthly happmess he paid for m deep humiliation, and 
depart mto that gray cold mist where his duty lay. It 
is thus that young men occasionally design to burst from 
the circle of the passions, and think that they have done 
it, when indeed they are but making the circle more 
swiftly. Here was Evan mouthing his farewell to Rose, 
usmg phrases so profoundly humble, that a listener 
would have taken them for bitter irony He said adieu 
to her, — pronouncing it with a pathos to melt scornful 
prmoesses. He tned to be honest, and was as much 
so as his disease permitted 

The black cloud had swallowed the sun ; and turning 
ofi to the short cut across the downs, Evan soon rode 
between the wind and the storm He could see the heavy 
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burden breasting Gio bcacou-point , round uliicb curled 
leaden arms, and n low internal groul snlulccl lum advan- 
cing The lior&o laid back In'? cars, A gunt from 
tbo opposing (quarter shook the furzes and the clumps of 
long pale grass, and straight fell coluinti'^ of rattling uhilo 
ram, and m a ininiito he was clo'?cd in bj a hb'ting ring. 
Men thus pelted abandon ^Mthout protest Ibo hope of 
letammg a dry particle of clothing on their persons, 
Completely dicnchcd, tlio track lost, e^erJ^ thing in dense 
gloom beyond the uiiito cnclo'^uro that moved nilh 
him, Evan flung the reins to the horne, and cunoudy 
watched him fooling on , for phj sical discomfort 1 mlanced 
luB mental perturbation, and he v ho had just been chafing 
was now quite calm 

Was that a shepherd crouched under the thorn ^ The 
place betokened a shepherd, but it really looked like a 
bundle of the opposite sc\ , and it pro\ cd to bo a uoman 
gathered up with her goun over her head. Apparently, 
Mr. Evan Harrington u as destined for these encounters 
The thunder rolled ns ho stopped by licr side and called 
out to her She heard him, for she made a movement, 
^ but without sulfloiontly disongagmg her head of its cover- 
mg to shou him a part of licr face. 

Bellowmg agamst the thunder, Evan bade her throw 
back her garment, and stand and give lum up her anus, 
that he might lift her on the horse behind him, 

There came a muffled answer, on a big sob, as it 
seemed And as if heaven paused to hoar, the storm 
was mute 

Could ho have heard correctly ^ The words ho fancied 
ho had heard sobbed were • 

‘ Best bonnet * 


The elements hereupon crashed deep and long from end 


to end, like a table of Titans passmg a jest 
Ram-drops, hard as had, were spattermg a pool on her 
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head, SSvan stooped his shoulder, seized the soaked 
garment, and pulled it back, revealing the features of 
Polly Wheedle, and the splendid bonnet m rums — all 
limp and stamed. 

Polly blinked at him pemtentially 

* Oh, Mr, Harrmgton , oh, am't I punished I ' she 
whimpered. 

In truth, the maid resembled a well-watered poppy. 

Evan told her to stand up close to the horse, and Polly 
stood up close, looking hke a creature that expected a 
whipping. She was suffermg, poor thing, from that 
abject sense of the lack of a crrcumference, which takes 
the pride out of women more than anything. Note, that 
in all material fashions, as m all moral observances, 
women demand a circumference, and enlarge it more and 
more as civilization advances. Respect the mighty 
instinct, however mysterious it seem 

' Oh, Mr. Harrington, don't laugh at me,' said Polly. 

Evan assured her that he was senously examirung her 
bonnet 

‘ It 'b the bonnet of a draggletail,' said Polly, giving up 
her arms, and biting her under-hp for the lift. 

With some display of strength, Evan got the lean 
creature up behind him , and Polly settled there, and 
squeezed him tightly with her arms, excusing the hberty 
she took. 

They mounted the beacon, and rode along the ridge 
whence the West became visible, and a washed edge of 
red over BecMey Church spire and the woods of Beckley 
Court 

* And what have you been doing to be punished * 
What brought you here ^ * said Evan 

* Somebody drove me to Fallowfield to see my poor 
sister Susan,' returned Polly, half crymg 

* Well, did ho bring you here and leave you ^ ' 

p 
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* No lie wasn't true to Uis appomtment the moment 
I wanted to go back , and I, to pay him out, I detennined 
I 'd walk it where he shouldn't overtake mo, and on came 
the storm . And my gown spoilt, and such a bonnet I ' 

‘ Who was the somebody ^ ' 

‘He's a Mr Nicholas Fnm, sir/ 

‘Mr Nicholas Eran wih be very unhappy, I should 
think ' 

* Yes, that 's one comfort/ said Polly ruefully, drymg 
her eyes 

Closely surrounding a young man as a young woman 
must be when both are on the same horse, they, as a rule, 
talk confidentially together m a very short time* Hia 
‘ Are you cold * ' when Polly shivered, and her ‘ Oh, no \ 
not very,' and a alight screwmg of her body up to him, 
as she spoke, to assure him and herself of it, soon made 
them mtunate, 

* I think Mr Nicholas Frim mustn't see us nding into 
Beokley,' said Evan 

‘ Oh, my gracious * Ought I to get down, sir ^ ' Polly 
mode no move, however 

‘ Is he jealous ^ ' 

* Only when I make him, he is ' 

* That 's very naughty of you ' 

Yes, I know it is — all the Wheedles are Slother sa^^, 
we never go right till we 've once got m a piokle ' 

‘ You ought to go nght from this hour,' said Evan, 

It s dizenzy does it/ said PoEy ‘ And then we 're 
ashamed to show it My poor Susan went to stay with 
her aunt at Bodley, and then at our cousm's at HiUford, 
and then she was ofi to Lymport to drown her poor self, 
I do beheve, when you met her And all because we 
can't bear to be seen when we 're m any of our picMes 
I you wouldn't look at me, Mr Harrmgton ' 

‘ You look very prettj^ ' 
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* It ’b quite impossible I can now/ said Polly, with a 
wretched effort to spread, open her collar. * I can see 
myself a fright, lihe my Miss Rose did, making a face 
in the looking-glass when I was imdressmg her last night. 
But, do you know, I would much rather Nicholas saw 
us than somebody.^ 

‘ Who 's that ^ ' 

‘ Miss Bonner She 'd never forgive me/ 

‘ Is she so stnot ^ ' 

* She only uses servants for spies/ said Polly. ‘ And 
since my Miss Rose come — ^though I ’m up a step — I 'm 
still a servant, and Miss Bonner 'd be m a fury to see my 
— ^though I 'm sure we 're quite respectable, !Mr. Harring- 
ton — ^my having hold of you as I 'm obhged to, and can't 
help myself. But she 'd say I ought to tumble off rather 
than touch her engaged with a httle finger * 

* Her engaged ^ ' cned Evan. 

' Ain't you, sir * ' quoth Polly. * I understand you 
were going to be, from my lady, the Countess. We aD 
think so at Beckley. Why, look how j\Iiss Bonner looks 
at you, and she 's sure to have plenty of money/ 

This was Polly's innocent way of bnnging out a u ord 
about her own young mistress. 

Evan controlled any demal of his pretensions to the 
hand of Miss Bonner He said ' Is it j'our mistress's 
habit to make faces in the looking-glass ’ ' 

' I '11 tell you how it happened,' said Polly ‘ But I 'm 
afraid I 'm in your u ay, sir. Shall I get off now ’ ' 

‘Not by anj* means,' said Evan. ‘Make your arm 
tighter.' 

‘ Will that do ^ * asked Polly, 

Evan looked round and met her appealing face, oirr 
ulucU the damp lock** of hair straggled. Tlie maid uas 
fail it V ns fortunate that he v a*? thinking of the mi^'tn « 

* Speak on/ «aid Evan, but Vo\\\ put the question 
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whether her face did not want washing, and so earnestly 
that he hod to regard it again, and compromised the cose 
by saying that it wanted kissing by Nicholas Fnm, which 
set Polly's bps m a pout 

* I 'm sure it wants kiBsmg by nobody,' she said, adding 
with a spasm of passion ‘Ohl I b?w7w the colours of my 

. bonnet are all smeared over it, and I'm a dreadful ^ 
fnght ' 

Evan faded to adopt the proper measures to make ^fiss 
Wheedle’s mind easy with regard to her appearance, and 
die commenced her story rather languidly 

‘ My Miss Rose— what was it I was going to tell ^ Oh * 
—my Miss Rose You must know, Mr. Harrmgton, she 's 
very fond of managing , I can see that, though I haven't 
known her long before she gave up short frocks , and she 
said to Mr. Laxley, who 's gomg to marry her some day, 

“ She didn't like my lady, the Countess, tnkmg Mr Harry 
to herself like that ” I can't abear to speak his name, 
but I suppose he 's not a bit more selfish than the rest of 
men. So Mr Ladey said— just like the jealousy of men 
— they needn't talk of women ! I 'm sure nobody can 
tell what we have to put up with We mustn't look out 
of this eye, or out of the other, but they 're up and— oh, 
dear me * there *s such a to-do as never was known — ■ 
all for nothing ^ ' 

* My good girl 1 ’ said Evan, recalling her to die subject- 
matter with all the patience he could command 

‘ Where was I ? ' Polly travelled meditatively'baok 
* I do feel a little cold ' 


* Come closer,' said Evan * Take this handkerolnef— 


it's the only 
it* 


dry dung I have — cover your cheat with 


* The shoulders feel wettest,' Polly rephed, ‘ and they 
can't be helped I 'll tie it round my neck, if you 11 stop, 
sir. There, now I 'm warmer,' 
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To show how coBcisel}’ women can narrate when they 
feci wanner, Polly started off : 

* So, you know, Jlr, Harrington, IMr. Laxley said — he 
said to I^Iiss Hose, ” You have taken her brother, and she 
has taken yours/' And SDss Rose said, That was her 
own business, and nobody elsc's." Andto Laxley said, 
** He was glad she thought it a fair exchange ” I heard 
it all 1 And then JIiss Rose said — for she can be in a 
passion about some things — "What do you mean, 
Ferdinand," was her woids, " I insist upon your speak- 
ing out " ]Miss Rose always will call gentlemen by their 
Christian names when she likes them , that 's always a 
sign with her. And he wouldn't tell her. And Mirs 
R ose got awful angry, and she 's clever, is my Miss Rose, 
for what does she do, J^Ir Hamngton, but begins prais- 
ing you up BO that she knew it must make him mad, only 
because men can't abide praise of another man when it 's 
a woman that says it — ^meamng, young lady ; for my 
Miss Rose has my respect, however famihar she lets her- 
self be to US that she likes The others may go and 
drown themselves. Are you took ill, sir ? ' 

‘ No/ said Evan, " I was only breathing ' 

‘ The doctors say it 's bad to take such long breaths,' 
remarked artless Polly ‘ Perhaps my arms are pressing 
youT 

‘ It 's the best thing they can do,' murmured Evan, 
dejectedly. 

' What, sir ? ’ 

* Go and drown themselves ^ ’ 

Polly screwed her bps, as if she had a pm between them, 
and continued : 

* Miss Rose was quite sensible when she praised you as 
her friend , she meant it — every word , and then sudden 
what does Mr. Laxley do, but say you was something 
else besides friend— worse or better , and she was silent, 
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which made him savago, I could hear by lus voice. And 
he said, Mr Hamngton , Ton meant it if she did not ” 

“ No," says she, “ I know better , he 's as honest as the 
day " Out he flew and said such things he said, ^Ir. 
Harrington, you wasn't fit to bo Jiliss Rose's fnend, even. 
Then she said, she heard he had told hes about you to her 
Mama, and her aunts , but her Mama, my lady, laughed 
at him, and she at her aunts. Then he said you — oh, 
abommable of him I ’ 

* What did he say ^ * asked Evan, waking up 

' Why, if I were to tell my Miss Bose some thmgs of 
him,' Polly went on, * she 'd never so much as speak to 
km another instant ' 

‘ What did he say ^ ' Evan repeated 

‘ I hate him * ' cried Polly ‘ It 's Mr Laxley that 
misleads Mr Harry, who has got his good nature, and 
means no more harm than he can help Oh, I didn't 
hear what he said of you, sir Only I know it was abomin- 
able, because Miss Rose was so vexed, and you were her 
dearest fnend ' 

‘ Well, and about the lookmg-glass ^ ’ 

* That was at mght, Mr Harrmgton, when I was un- 
dressing of her Miss Rose has a beautiful figure, and 
no need of laomg But I 'd better get down now ' 

* Eor heaven's sake, stay where you are ' 

* I tell her she stands as if she 'd been dulled for a 
soldier,' Polly quietly oontmued ‘You're squeezmg 
my arm with your elbow, Mr Harrmgton It didn't hurt 
me So when I had her nearly undressed, we were talk- 
ing about this and that, and you amongst 'em — and I, 
you know, rather hke you, sir, if you'll not tViink 
me too bold — she started off by asking me what was 
the nickname people gave to tailors It was one of - 
her whims. I told her they were called snins- — 
I'moffl' 
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Polly gave a shriek The horse had reared as if 
violen% stung. 

' Go on/ sard Evan * Hold hard, and go on,' 

‘ Snips— Oh ! and I told her they were called snips 
It w a word that seems to make you hate the idea. I 
shouldn’t like to hear my intended called smp Oh, he 's 
going to gallop * ' 

And olf in a gallop Polly was borne 

‘ Well/ said Evan, ‘ well * ’ 

^ I can’t, Mr Harnngton , I have to press you so,’ 
cried Polly ; ‘ and I ’m bounced so — I shall bite my 
tongue ’ 

After a sharp stretch, the horse fell to a canter, and 
then trotted slowly, and allowed Polly to finish, 

' So Miss Rose was standing sideways to the glass, and 
she turned her neck, and just as I ’d said “ smp,” I saw 
her saying it m the glass , and you never saw anythmg 
so funny. It was enough to make anybody laugh , but 
Miss Rose, she seemed as if she couldn’t forget how ugly 
it had made her look. She covered her face with her 
hands, fl.nd she shuddered ^ It is a word — smp ! that 
makes you seem to despise yourself.' 

BecMey was now m sight from the edge of the downs, 
lying in its fohage dark under the grey sky backed by 
motionless mounds of vapour Miss Wheedle to her 
great surprise was suddenly though safely dropped, 
and on her return to the ground the damsel instantly 
* knew her place,’ and curtseyed becoming gratitude for 
his kmdnesB , but he was off m a fiery gallop, the gall 
of Demogorgon in his soul. 

What *a that the leaves of the proud old trees of Beckley 
Court hiss as he sweeps beneath them ^ What has sud- 
denly cut him short ^ Is he diminished m stature ’ 
Are the lackeys sneering ^ The storm that has passed 
has marvellously chilled the air. 
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His sister, the Countess, onoe explained to lumAvhat 
Demogorgon was, m the sensation it entailed *You 
are skinned alive > ' said the Countess Evan was 
skinned ahve Fly, wretched young man^ Summon 
your pnde, and fly • My, noble youth, foi whom storms 
specially travel to tell you that your mistress mokes faces 
in the lookmg-glass > My where human bps and noses are 
not scornfully distorted, and get thee a new skin, and 
grow and attam to thy natural height in a more gemal 
sphere J You, ladies and gentlemen, who may have 
had a matter to conceal, and find that it is oozing out : 
you, whose skeleton is seen r ta lkin g beside you, you 
know what it is to be breathed upon * you, too, are 
skinned ahve but this miserable youth is not only 
flayed, he is doomed calmly to contemplate the hideous 
image of himself bummg on the face of her he loves , 
making beauty ghastly In vain — for he is two hours 
behmd the dinner-bell — Mr Burley, the butler, bows 
and ofiers him viands and wine. How can he eat, with 
the phantom of Rose there, covering her head, shudder- 
ing, loathing him ^ But he must appear in company . 
he has a coat, if he has not a skin Let bi-m button it, 
and march boldly Our comedies are frequently youths 
tragedies We will smile reservedly as we mark Mr. 
Evan Harrmgton step mto the midst of the fair society 
of the drawing-room Rose is at the piano. Near her 
rechnes the Countess do Saldar, fanning the languors from 
her cheeks, with a word for the diplomatist on one side, 
a whisper for Sir John Lormg on the other, and a very 
qmet pair of eyes for everybody Providence, she is 
sure, is keepmg watch to shield her sensitive cuticle , and 
she is besides exquisitely happy, albeit outwardly com- 
posed for, in the room sits his Groce the Duke of Beh 
field, new]y arrived - He is talking to her sister, Mrs. 
Strike, masked by Miss Current. The wife of the Major 
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ha>s come (Ins afternoon, and Andrew Cogglesby, who 
brought her, chats with Lady Jocelyn like an old 
acquaintance. 

Evan shakes the hands of Iiis relatives. Who shall turn 
over the leaves of the fair singcr^s music-book 1 The 
young men are in tlio bilhnid-roora : Drummond is en- 
gaged in converse nith a loA'cly person irifch Giorgione 
hair, vhich the Countess intensely admires, and asks the 
diplomatist whether ho can see a soupfon of red in it 
The diplomatist's taste is for dark beauties * the Countess 
IS dark. 

Evan must do duty by Rose. And now occurred a 
phenomenon in him Instead of shunning her, as he 
bad rejoiced in doing after the Jocasta scene, ere she 
had wounded him, he had a cunous desne to compare 
her with the phantom that had dispossessed her in his 
fancy. Unconsciously when he saw her, he transferred 
the shame that devoured him, from him to her, and gazed 
coldly at the face that could twist to that despicable 
contortion. 

He was m love, and subtle love will not be shamed and 
smothered. Love sits, we must remember, mostly in 
two hearts at the same time, and the one that is first 
stirred by any of the passions to wakefulness, may know 
more of the other than its owner Why had Rose covered 
her head and shuddered ? Would the girl feel that for a 
fnend ^ If his pnde suffered, love was not so downcast ; 
but to avenge him for the cold she had cast on him, it could 
be critical, and Evan made his bearing to her a blank 

This somehow favoured him with Rose. Sheep's eyes 
are a dainiy dish for little maids, and we know how 
largely they indulge in it , but when they are just a bit 
doubtful of the quality of the sheep, let the good animal 
shut his lids forthivith, for a feie Had she not been a 
little unkmd to biTP in the morning ? She had since tned 
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to help him, and that had appeased her consoicnce, for 
m truth he was a good young man Those very words 
she mentally pronoimced, while he was thinking, * Would 
she feel it for a friend ^ * We dare but guess at the 
puzzle young women present now and then, but I should 
say that Evan was nearer the mark, and that the ‘ good 
young man ’ was a sop she threw to that within her which 
wanted quietmg, and was thereby passably quieted 
Perhaps the good young man is offended ^ Let us 
assure him of our dismterested graciousness 

* Is your fnend commg ? ’ she asked, and to his reply 
said, ‘ I ’m glad * , and pitched upon a new' song—one 
that, by hazard, did not demand his attentions, and he 
surveyed the company to find a vacant seat with a neigh- 
bour. Juley Bonner was curled up on the sofa, loobing 
like a damsel ivho has lost the third volume of an exciting 
novel, and is divining the chmax He chose to avoid 
Miss Bonner Drummond was leaving the side of the 
Giorgione lady Evan passed leisurely, and Drummond 
said 

* You know Mrs Evremonde ^ Let me mtroduce you * 

He was soon m conversation with the glonous-haired 

dame 

Excellently done, my brother I * thinks the Countess 
de Saldar 

Rose sees the matter coolly What is it to her ^ But 
she had finished with song Jenny takes her place at the 
piano , and, as Rose does not care for instrumental music, 
she naturally talks and laughs with Drummond, and 
Jenny does not altogether like it, even though she is not 
playing to the ear of Wilham Harvey, for whom bilhards 
have such attractions , but, at the close of the perform- 
ance, Rose IS qmet enough, and the Countess observes her 
Bitting, alone, pullmg the petals of a flower m her lap, on 
which her eyes are fixed, la the doe wounded ^ The 
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damsel of the disinterested graciousness is assuredly rest- 
less She starts up and goes out upon the balcony to 
breathe the night-air, mayhap regard the moon, and no 
one follows her. 

Had Rose been guiltless of ofience, Evan might have 
left BeoMey Court the next day, to chensh his outraged 
self-love. Love of woman is strongly distmgmshed from 
pure egoism when it has got a wound . for it will not go 
into a comer complaining, it will fight its duel on the field 
or die Did the young lady know his ongm, and scorn 
him ^ He resolved to stay and teach her that the pre- 
sumption she had imputed to hiTn was her own mistake 
And from this Evan graduated naturally enough the finer 
stages of self-deception downward 

A lover must have his delusions, just as a man must 
have a skin. But here was another singular change m 
Evan. After his ale-prompted speech m Fallowfield, he 
was nerved to face the truth in the eyes of all save Rose 
Now that the truth had enmeshed his beloved, he turned 
to battle with it , he was prepared to deny it at any 
moment , his burnt flesh was as sensitive as the Countess's 
Let Rose accuse him, and he would say, * This is true, 
Miss Jocelyn — ^what then ? ' and behold Rose confused 
and dumb ! Let not another dare suspect it For the 
fire that had scorched him was in some sort heahng, 
though hombly painful , but contact with the general 
air was not to be endured — was death ! This, I beheve, 
is common m cases of injury by fire. 

So it befell that Evan, meeting Rose the next morning, 
was playfully asked by her what choice he had made be- 
tween the white and the red , and he, dropping on her the 
shallow eyes of a conventional smile, rephed, that unable 
to decide and form a choice, he had thrown both away ; 
at which Miss Jocelyn gave him a look m the centre of his 
brows, let her head slightly droop, and walked off 
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‘ SUe CMUi look senoufl as well as grimace/ was all tliat 
Evan allowed hmiBelf to thmk, and he stroUed out on the 
lawn with the careless seremty of lovers when they fancy 
themselves heart-free 

Bose, whipping the piano in the drawing-room, could 
see him go to sit by Mm Evremonde, till they were joined 
by Drummond, when he left her and walked with Harry, 
and apparently shadowed the young gentleman^s nnre- 
flective face , after which Harry was drawn away by the 
appearance of that dark star, the Countess de Saldar, 
whom Rose was beginning to detest Jenny glided by 
Wiiham Harve/s side, far oflE Rose, the young Queen 
of Pnendship, was left deserted on her music-stool for 
a throne, and when she ceased to hammer the notes 
she was insulted by a voice that oned from below : 
‘Go on, Rose, it*a mce m the sun to hear you/ 
causing her to close her performances and the instru- 
ment vigorously 

Rose was much behmd her age she could not tell what 
was the matter with her In these httle torments young 
people have to pass through they gam a rapid matunty. 
Let a girl talk with her own heart an hour, and she is 
almost a woman Rose came down-staus dressed for 
riding Laxley was doing her the service of smoking one 
of her rose-trees. Evan stood disengaged, prepared for 
her summons She did not notice him, hut beckoned to 
Laxley droopmg over a bud, while theourled smoke floated 
from his bps 

‘ The very graoefullest of ohimney-pots — is he not ^ * 
sa^ the Countess to Harry, whose unmense guffaw fails 
not to apprise Laxley that sometlimg has been said of him, 
for in bis dim state of consciousness absence of the power 
of retort is the promment feature, and when he has the 
suspicion of mahoious tongues at their work, all he can do 
is Silently to resent it. Probably this explains bis conduct 
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to Evan. Some youths have an acute memory for things 
that have shut their mouths. 

The Countess observed to Harry that has dear friend 
Mr. Laxley appeared, by the oast of his face, to be biting 
a sour apple. 

‘ Grapes, you mean 1 * laughed Harry. * Never mind ^ 
she '11 bite at him when he comes m for the title.' 

‘ Anything crude will do/ rejoined the Countess. ‘ Why 
are you not courting Mrs Evremonde, naughty Don ^ ' 
‘Oh I she's occupied — castle's m possession. Be- 
sides— * ' and Harry tned hard to look sly 
‘ Come and tell me about her,' said the Countess. 

BiOse, Laxley, and Evan were standing close together. 

‘ You really are going alone, Bose ^ ' said Laxley. 

‘ Didn't I say so * — unless you wish to join us ? ' She 
turned upon Evan. 

‘ I am at your disposal,' said Evan, 

Bose nodded bnefly. 

‘ I think I '11 smoke the trees/ said Laxley, perceptibly 
huffing. 

‘ You won't come, Ferdmand ^ ’ 

‘ I only offered to fill up the gap One does as well as 
another.' 

Rose flicked her whip, and then declared she would not 
ride at all, and, gathering up her skirts, hurried back to 
the house. 

As Laxley turned away, Evan stood before him. 

The unhappy fellow was precipitated by the devil of his 
false position 

* I think one of us two must quit the field , if I go I mil 
wait for you/ he said 

* Oh ; I understand,' said Laxley. * But if it 's what I 
suppose you to mean, I must decline.' 

* I beg to know your grounds ’ 

* You have tied my hands ' 
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* You would escape under cover of superior st-ation ^ ' 

‘ Escape I You have only to unsay— -tell mo you have 
a right to demand it ’ 

/ The battle of the sophist ^^ctonouB w ilhm him u as done 
/m a flash, as Evan measured lus qualities beside (his young 
I man’s, and without a sense of Ij mg, said * I ImTo/ 

He spoke firmly He looked the thing ho called himself 
now The Countess, too, was a daxzliiig shield to her 
brother The beautiful Mi's Sti ikc w ns a completer vindi- 
cation of him , though ho had queer associates, and talked 
oddly of his family that night lu Fallow field 

* Very well, sir I admit you manage to annoy mo,* said 
Laxley ‘ I can give you a lesson as well as another, if 
you want it ’ 

Presently the two youths were seen bowing in the stiff 
curt style of those cavaliers who defer a passage of temper 
for an nppomted settlement Harr^’ rushed off to them 
with a shout, and they separated , Laxley speaking a word 
to Drummond, Evan — ^most judiciously, the Countess 
thought — ^jommg lus fair sister Carolmo, whom the Duke 
held in conveise 

Drummond returned laughing to the side of Mrs Evre- 
monde, nearing whom, the Countess, wlule one ear was 
being filled by Harry’s eulog}* of her brother’s recent 
handling of Laxley, and while her mtense gratification at 
the success of her patient management of her most 
difficult subject made her smiles no mask, heard, ‘Is it 
not impossible to suppose such a thmg * ^ A hush ensued 
— the Countess passed 

In the afternoon, the Jocelyns, Wilham Harvey, and 
Drummond met together to consult about arrangemg the 
dispute , and deputations went to Laxley and to Evan 
The former demanded an apology for certam expressions 
that day ; and an equivalent to an admission that Mr 
Hamngton had said, in Fallowfield, that he was not a 
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gentleman, in order to c«:onpo tho consequences. All tbo 
.ToccKms Inuglicd nl Ins tenacity, and ‘ gentleman * began 
to be bandied about in ridicule of the arrogant lean-headed 
adolescent. Evan w^as placable enough, but dogged ; he 
declined to make any admission, though within himself he 
ndniitlod that his antagonist w as not m the position of an 
impo'^tor; w liich he foronclionestword among them would 
be exposed a*? being, and w Inch a simple exercise of resolu- 
tion to ily flic place would save him from bomg further. 

Lady Jocelyn enjoyed tlie fun, and still moie the seri- 
ous way in which her relatives regarded it 

* This comes of Eose having /neiwfe, Emily,' said Llrs. 
Shome. 

There would have been a dispute to arrange betw^een 
Lady Jocel}ii and Mrs. Shomc, had not her ladyship been 
BO firmly estabbshed in her phlegmatic philosophy. She 
said . ' Quelle cnfantillage • I dare say Rose was at the 
bottom of it ' she can settle it best Defer the encounter 
between the boys until they see they are m the form of 
donkeys. They wall , and then they 'II run on together, 
as long as then: goddess permits ' 

* Indeed, Emily,' said Mrs Shome, ‘ I desire you, by all 
possible means, to keep the occurrence secret from Rose 
She ought not to hear of it ' 

‘ No ; I dare say she ought not,' returned Lady J ocelyn , 

' but I wager you she does You can teach her to pretend 
not to, if you like Ecce signum.' 

Her ladyship pomted through the hbraiy window at 
Rose, who was walking wath Laxley, and showing him her 
pearly teeth m return for one of his jokes * an exchange so 
manifestly unfair, that Lady Jocelyn's womanhood, m- 
difierent as she was, could not but feel that Rose had an 
object m view , which was true, for she was flattermg 
Laxley mto a consent to meet Evan half way 

The ladies murmured and hummed of these proceed- 
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ings, and of Eoso'b familiarity ivitli Mr. Harrington ; and 
the Countess in trepidation took Evan to hcisdf^ and 
spoke to him soriously , a thing slio had not done sinco 
her residence in Beoldey She let him sco that ho must ho 
on a friendly footing with overybody in fcho house, or go . 
which latter alternative Evan told her he had decided on 

^ Yes/ said the Countess, * and ilicn you give people full 
warrant to say it was jealousy drove you honco ; and you 
do but extinguish yourself to implicato dear Eose In 
love, Evan, when you run away, you donH live to light 
another day ’ 

She was commanded not to speak of love. 

* Whatever it may he, my dear/ said the Countess, * Mr. 
Laxley has used you ill It may bo that you put yourself 
at ins feet and bis sister looked at him, sighing a great 
sigh. She had, with violence, stnyod her mouth concern' 
mg what she knew of the EoUowGeld business, dreading to 
alarm his sensitiveness , hut sho could not avoid giwng 
him a little slap It was only to make him remember by 
the smart that ho must always suffer when ho Avould not 
he guided by her. 

Evan professed to the Jocelyns that ho was willing to 
apologize to Laxley for certain expressions ; determining 
to leave the house when he had done it The Countess 
heard and nodded The young men, sounded on both 
Bides, were accordingly lured to the biUiard-room, and 
pushed together and when ho had succeeded in thrust* 
ing the idea of Eoso from the dispute, it did seem such 
folly to Evan's common sense, that he spoke with pleasant 
honhommie about it That done, he entered into his 
acted part, and towered in his conceit considerably above 
these anstooratio boors, who were speechless and grace- 
less, but tigers for tbeir privileges and odvantages. 

It will not be thought that the Countess mtonded to per- 
mit her brother's departure, To have toiled, and yet 
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more, to have lied and fretted her conscience, for nothing, 
was as little her principle, as to quit the field of action tfil 
she is forcibly driven from it la that of any woman. 

'Going, my dear,' she said coolly ' To-morrow « 
Oh I very well You are the judge this creature— 
the insolvent to the apple-woman, who is coming, whom 
you would push here— will expose us, without a soul to 
guide his conduct, for I shall not remam And Carry will 
not remain. Carry J ' The Countess gave a semi- 

sob. ‘Carry must return to her ’bnde — ' meaning the 
gallant Marine, her possessor 
And the Countess, knowing that Evan loved his sister 
Carohne, incidentally related to him an episode m the 
domestic life of Major and Mrs Strike 
‘ Greatly redoundmg to the credit of the nohle martmet 
for the disciphne he upholds,' the Countess said, smiling at 
the stunned youth. 

' I would advise you to give her time to recover from 
one bruise,' she added ' You will do as it pleases you ' 
Evan was sent rushing from the Countess to Caroline, 
with whom the Countess was content to leave him. 

The young man was daintily managed. Carohne asked 
him to stay, as she did not see him often, and (she brought 
it m at the dose) her home was not very happy She did 
not entreat him, but looking resigned, her lovely face con- 
jured up the Maj'or to Evan, and he thought, ' Can I dnve 
her back to her tyrant ^ ' For so he juggled with himself 
to have but another day m the sunshme of Rose. 

Andrew, too, Ihrew out genial hints about the Brewery. 
Old Tom intended to retire, he said, and then they would 
see what they would see 1 He silenced every word about 
Lymport ; called bim a brewer already, and made absurd 
jokes, that were serviceable stuff nevertheless to the 
Countess, who deplored to this one and to that the chance 
existing that Evan might, by the urgent solicitations of 
Q 
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liis brotlier-ia-ln\r, givo up diplomacy and lU honouw for 
a brewery and lucre 1 

Of course Evan knew Ibat ho managed. Tlio 
memoirs of n managed man have yet to bo wnlbm , but 
if ho be ginccro ho uih toll ) ou that he knew u all the lime. 
Ho longed foi the sugar-plum , heknon itnaji inughty to 
take it ho dared not for fear of the devil, and he shut hia 
oyes ulnlo someboily oho popped it mto hi^ mouth, and 
assumed hw responsibility Being mim-dnvcn or chi- 
caned, 13 different from being managed. Being managed 
implies being led the way this other person thmk*^ you 
should go : altogether for your own benefit, mind you 
are to see with her oy es, that } ou may' not dj«»nppmni your 
own appetites : which does not burl tho l!e‘.h, cerUifnly ; 
but docs damage tho conscience ; and from tho momoul 
you have once Buccumbod, that function ceases to perform 
its office of moral sfroincr so well 

After all, was lio not happier when he wrote himself 
tailor, than wlicu ho declared hiin*^elf gentleman 1 

So bo now imagmed, till Ro<o, wislving lum *Good 
night * on the balcony, and abandoning her hand with a 
steady sweot voice and gaze, said * ‘ Haw generous of you 
to forgive my friend, dear Evan ! ' And tho Ta\i‘*hing 
little glimpse of womanly softness in her, set Ins heart 
beatmg. If bo thought at ail, it was that ho would have 
sacrificed body and soul for her. 


CHAPTER SE 

SECOND DESPATCH OF THE COUNTESS 

We do not advance very far in this second despatch, and 
it Will bo found ohiofly somccnblc for tho indications it 
affords of our GenoraVs skiU in mining, and addiction to 
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that brmicli of jiiilitary science. For the moment I must 
beg tliat a Iilllc indulgence bo granted to her* 

‘ Purcl}’' business. Great baste. Something has 
Iiappencd. An event ? I Itnow not ; but events may 
flow from it 

‘ A lady here u ho has run away from the conjugal 
abode, and Lady Jocel^Ti shelters her, and is hospitable to 
another, v Iio is more concerned m this lady's sad fate than 
he ehoidd be. This may be morals, my dear : but please 
do not talk of Portugal now, A fine-ish woman "with a 
great deal of liair worn as if her maid had given it one comb 
straight down and then rolled it up m a hurry round one 
finger. Malice would say carrots. It is called gold. Mr.'^nrsiC 
Forth is in a glass bouse, and is wrong to cast his sneers at 
ferjectly inoffensive 'people 

‘ Perfectl}' impossible we can remain at Beckley Court 
together — if not dangerous. Any means that Providence 
may designate, I would employ. It will be like exorcising 
a demon Always exouseable. I only ask a httle more 
time for stupid Evan. He might have httle Bonner now, 

J should not object , but her family is not so good. 

* Now, do attend At once obtam a copy of Strike's 
Company people You understand — ^prospectuses. Tell 
me instantly if the Captain Evremonde m it is Captam 
Lawson Evremonde. Pump Strike Excuse vulgar 
words Whether he is not Lord Laxley's halj-hrother. 
Strike shall be of use to us Whether he is not mad. 

Captain E 's add/ress. Oh ^ when I think of Strike — 

brute * and poor beautiful uncomplaining Cany and her 
shoulder • But let us mdeed most ferventiy hope that his 
Grace maybe balm to it. We must not pray for vengeance 
It IS sinful Providence inflict that. Always hnom 
that Providence is gmte sure to. It comforts exceedingly, 

* Oh, that Strike were altogether m the past tense I 
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No knowing what the Duke might do — a widower and 
completely subjugated It makes my bosom bound The 
man tempts me to the wiokedest Rronohy ideas There 1 

^ We progress with dear venerable Mrs Bonner, Truly 
pious— -mterested ui your Louisa She dreads that my 
husband will try to convert me to his creed. I can but 
weep and say— never * 

* I need not say I have my circZe To hear this ridicu- 
lous boy Harry Jocelyn grunt under my nose when be has 
led me unsuspeotmgly away from company — ^Hamet! 
dearest I He thinks it a sigh 1 But there is no time for 
laughing 

‘ My maxim in any house is — ^never to despise the good 
opuuon of the non^iiiies They are the majority, I 
think they all look up to me. But then of course you 
must fix that by seducmg the stars My diplomatist 
praises my ahihties— Sir John Lonng my style— the rest 
follow and I do not udthhold my smiles, and they are 
happy, and I should be but that for ungrateful Evan's 
sake I sacrificed my peace by bmding myself to a dreadful 
sort of Jialf^ory I know I did not quite say it. It 
seems as if Sir A 's ghost were going to haunt me. And 
then I have the most dreadful fears that what I have done 
has disturbed him in the other world. Can it he so ^ It 
is not itiotiey or we took at aU, dearest ^ And these 
excellent young curates — ^I almost wish it was Protestant 
to speak a word behmd a board to them and imbibe com- 
fort For after all it is nothing and a word even from 
this poor thin mopy Mir Parsley might be relief to a poor 
soul m trouble, Oatholtcs tell yon that what you do m a 
good cause is redeemable if not exactly nght. And yon 
know the Cathohc is the oldest Rehgion of the two, I 
would listen to the Pope, staunch Protestant as I am, in 
preference to King Henry the Eighth. Though, as a 
woman, I bear him no rancour, for his wives were— fools, 
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point blank. No man was ever so manageable. My 
diplomatist is getting bker and liker to brnn every day. 
Leaner, of course, and does not habitually straddle. 
Whiskers and morate, I mean. We must be silent before 
our prudish sister. Not a prude ^ We talk diplomacy, 
dearest He complains of the exclusiveness of the port 
of Oporto, and would have stnot alhance between Portugal 
and England, with mutual pnvileges. I wish the alh- 
ance, and think it better to mamtam the exclusiveness. 
Very tnflmg , but what is life ^ 

' Adieu, One word to leave you laughing. Imagine 
her situation f This stupid Miss Carrmgton has offended 
me. She has tned to pump Conning, who, I do not doubt, 
gave her as much truth as I chose she should have in her 
wdl But the quandaiy of the wretched creature 1 She 
takes Conning into her confidence — a hornble malady just 
covered by high-neck dress I Skm I and impossible that 
she can tell her engaged — who is — guess — ^Mr. George 

Up ^ Her name is Louisa Carrington There was a 

Louisa Harrington once Similanty of names perhaps 
Of course I could not let him come to the house , and of 
course Miss C is m a state of wonderment and bad 
passions, I fear I went straight to Lady Eoseley, my dear. 
There was nothing else for it but to go and speah She 
is truly a noble woman — serves us m every way As she 
should • — ^muoh affected by sight of Evan, and keeps aloof 
from Beckley Court The finger of Providence is m all 
Adieu ! but do pray think of Miss Carrington ^ It was 
foolish of her to offend me. Drives and walks — the Duke 
attentive. Descnption of him when I embrace you. I 
give amiable Sir Franks Portuguese dishes. Ah, my dear, 
if we had none but men to contend against, and only 
women for our tools * But this is asking for the world, 
and nothing less 

‘ Open again,' she pursues ‘ Dear Carry just come m. 
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There are /aines, I think, where there are dukes I Where 
could xt have come from ^ Could any hman being have 
sent messengers post to London, ordered, and had it de^ 
spatohed here withm this shoit time ^ You shall not 
be mystified * I do not think I even 7ii7i/cd , but the 
afternoon walk I had with his Grace, on the first day of 
his arrival, 1 did shadow it very dehcately how much it 
was to be feared our poor Carry could not, that she dared 
not, betray her hege lord m an evening dress. Nothing 
more, ujfon my veracity I And Carry has this moment 
received the most beautiful green box, containing two of 
the most heavenly old lace shawls that you ever beheld. 
We divme it is to hide poor Omy'B matrimonial blue 
mark 1 We Itww nothing. Will you imagine Carry is 
for not acceptmg it I Pnonty of birth does not imply 
supenor wits, dear— no allusion to you I have under- 
taken all Arch lools, but nothing pomted Hia Grace 
will understand the exquisite expression of feminme 
gratitude It is so sweet to deal with true nobihty. 
Carry has only to look as she alwTiys does One sees 
Strike sittmg on her Her very phabihty has rescued her 
from being utterly squashed long ere this I The man makes 
one vulgar It would have been not the shghtest use 
asking me to he a Christian had I wedded Strike. But 
think of the fairy presents I It has determmed me not 
to be expelled by Mr Porth—quite Tell Silva he is not 
forgotten But, my dear, between us alone, men are so 
selfish, that it is too evident they do not care for private 
conversations to turn upon a lady^s husband : not to be 
risked, only now and then 


cannot nde, and she says to Carry that Bose wishes to 
break our brother's neck The child hardly wishes that^ 
but she is feelmgless If Evan could care for Miss Bonner, 


^ „ O j 

e been out ndmg a race The poor little Bonner eirl 
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he juiglii) have B, 0. • Oh, it is not so very long a shot, my 
dear I am on the spot, ^remember. Old Mrs Bonner is 
a most just-minded spirit. Juhana is a cnpple, and her 
grandmother wishes to be sure that when she departs to 
her Lord the poor cripple may not be chased from this 
home of hers Bose cannot calculate — ^Harry is m dis- 
grace — ^there is really no knowing This is how I have 
reckoned , 10,000? extra to Rose ; perhaps 1000? or 
nothing to H , all the rest of ready-money — a large sum — 
no use guessmg— to Lady Jocelyn , and B C. to httle 
Bonner — ^it k worth 40,000? Then she sells, or stops — 
permanent resident. It might be so soon, for I can see 
worthy Mrs. Bonner to be breakmg visibly But young 
men will not see with wiser eyes than their own Here is 
Evan nsknag his neck for an mdifferent — ^there some 
word for " not soft In short, Rose is the cold-blooded 
wowce, as I have always said, ike most selfish of the 
creatures on two legs 

* Adieu ! Would you have dreamed that Major Night- 
mare^s gallantry to his wife would have called forth a 
gallantry so truly touching and delicate ^ Can you not 
see Providence there ^ Out of Evil—the Cathohcs again • 

* Address. If Lord Lax — ’s half-brother If wrong in 
noddle. This I know you will attend to scrupulously 
Ridiculous words are sometimes the moat expressive. 
Once more, may Heaven bless you all ^ I thought of you 
in church last Sunday. 

* I may tell you this : young Mr. Laxley is here. He — 
but it was Evan' s utter madness was the cause, and I have 
not ventured a word to him. He compelled Evan to assert 
his rank, and Mr Forth's face has been one concentrated 
sneer since then. He must know the ongm of the 
Cogglesbys, or something Now you will understand the 
importance. I cannot be more exphoit. Only — ^the man 
must go 
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* P S I have ]ust ascertained that Lady Jocelyn is 
q^oite fanuhax mth Andrew's origin ’ I She must think 
my poor Harriet an eccentric woman. Of course I have 
not pretended to lank here, merely gentry. It is gentry 
m reahty, for had poor Papa been Icgtiirntzcdt he would 
have been a nobleman You know that , and between 
the two we may certainly claim gentry. I twiddle your 
httle good Andrew to assert it for us twenty times a day 
Of all the dear httle manageable men ! It does you in- 
fimte credit that you respect him as you do. What would 
have become of me I do not know 


* P S I said two shawls — a black and a white The 
black not so costly — ^very well And so dehoate of Inm 
to thank of the mourniTig^ But the uhite, my dear, 


vrmt be family— rami 1 Old English point. Exquisitely 
chaste So different from that Brussels poor Andrew 
surprised you with I know it cost money, hut thia is a 
question of taste The Duke reconciles me to England 
and all my troubles I He is more like poor Papa than any 
one of the men I have yet seen The perfect gentleman 1 
I do praise myself for monagmg an mvitation to our 
Carry She has been a tnumph ' 

Admire the concluding stroke. The Countess calls this 
letter a purely husmess communication Commercial 


men might hardly think bo , but perhaps ladies will 
perceive it, She rambles concentrically, if I may so ex- 
pound her Pull of luxunous enjoyment of her position, 
her nund is active, and you see her at one moment mark- 
mg a plot, the next, with a hght exclamation, appeasmg 
her conscience, proud that she has one , again she calls 
up rival forms of faith, that she may show the Protestant 
Its httle shortcomingB, and that it is dightly m debt to 
^r (hke Providence) for her constancy, notwithstandmg. 
The Protestant you see, does not confess, and she has 
to absolve herself ^ and must he domg it internally while 
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slie is directing outer matters. Hence her slap at ICing 
Henry viii. In fact, there is much more busmess in this 
letter than I dare to indicate , but as it is both impertin- 
ent and unpopular to dive for any length of time beneath 
the surface (especially when there are few pearls to show 
for it), we will discontmue our examination ^ 

The Countess, when she had dropped the letter in the 
bag, returned to her chamber, and deputed Dorothy 
Loring, whom she met on the stairs, to run and request 
Eose to lend her her album to beguile the afternoon with ; 
and Dorothy dances to Rose, saying, ‘ The Countess de 
Lispy-Lispy would be delighted to look at your album all 
the afternoon/ 

‘ Oh what a woman that is ^ ' says Rose ' Countess 
de Lazy-Lazy, I think * 

The Countess, had she been hstening, would have cared 
httle for accusations on that head. Idlesse was fashion- 
able exquisite languors were a sign of breeding , and she 
always had an idea that she looked more mteresting at 
dinner after reohnmg on a couch the whole of the after- 
noon The great Mel and his mate had given her robust 
health, and she was able to play the high-bom invalid 
without damage to her constitution. Anythmg amused 
her , Rose's album even, and the compositions of W. H , 
E. H , D, F., and F. L The imtials F L were diminutive, 
and not unlike her own hand, she thought They were 
appended to a piece of facetiousness that would not have 
disgraced the abihties of Sir. John Raikes , but we know 
that very stifE young gentlemen betray monkey-minds 
when sweet young ladies compel them to disport On the 
whole, it was not a lazy afternoon that the Countess 
passed, and it was not against her wish that others should 
think xt was. 
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CHAPTER XX 

unHAK-KFCK LEAT 

The August sun was m mid-sky, uhcn a troop of ladies 
and cavaliers issued from tiio gates of Bcckley Court, nnd 
winding through the hopgardens, cmci^gcd on the culti- 
vated slopes bordeimg the doum. Foremost, on her 
grey cob, was Roso,havmg on her right her uncle Seymour, 
and on her left Fordmand Laxley Bclnnd came Mrs, 
Evremonde, flanked by Dnimraond and Evan Then 
foUoued Jenny Gminc, supported by Harry and William 
Harvey. In the rear came an open carnage, m uhioh 
Miss Carrington and the Countess do Saldar were homo, 
attended by Lady Joccl3Ti and Andrew Cogglcsby on 
horseback The expedition had for Us object the selec- 
tion of a luu of ground for an amateur stceplc-cbaso : the 
idea of whicb had sprung fiom Laxlcy’s boasts of bis 
horsemanship and Rose, quick ns fire, had backed her- 
self, and Drummond and Evan, to boat him. The mention 
of the latter uas quite enough for Laxloy 
* If he foUouE me, let him take care of his neck,' said 
that youth 

Whj*", Ferdmand, ho can heat you in anj'thing I * ex- 
claimed Rose, impmdently 

But the truth was, she was now more lestless than over 
She was not distant with Evan, but she had a fovensh 
manner, and seemed to thirst to make him. show his 
qualities, and excel, and shmo Billiards, or jumping, or 
olassical acquirements, it mattered not — Evan must come 
^ first He had crossed the foils with Laxley, and dis- 
armed him , for Mel his father had seen him trained for a 
mibtaiy career Rose made a noise about the encounter, 
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and Laxley eager for Ins opportunity, which he saw 
in the proposed mad gallop 

Now 3ilr, George Uploft, who usually rode in buckskins 
whether he was after the fox or fresh air, was out on this 
particular morning , and it happened that, as the caval- 
cade wound beneath the down, Mr. George trotted along 
the ridge. He was a fat-faced, rotund young squire — 
a bully where he might be, and an obedient creature 
enough where he must be — good-humoured when not m- 
terfered with , fond of the table, and bnmful of all the 
jokes of the county, the accent of which just seasoned his 
speech He had somehow plunged mto a sort of half- 
engagement with kliss Carrmgton. At hia age, and to 
ladies of Miss Carrington's age, men unhappily do not 
plunge head-foremost, or Miss Carrmgton would have had 
hiTTi long befoie. But he was at least m for it half a leg , ^ 
and a desperate maiden, on the ormunal side of thirty, 
may make much of that. Previous to the visit of the 
Countess de Saldar, Mr George had been in the habit 
of trottmg over to BeoMey three or four times a week 
Miss Carrmgton had a httle money : Mr George was heir 
to his uncle Miss Carrmgton was lean and blue-eyed 
Mr George black-eyed and obese. By everybody, except 
Mr George, the match was made but that exception goes 
for httle in the country, where half the population are 
talked mto marriage, and gossips entirely devote them- 
selves to continuing the species Mr George was certain 
that he had not been fightmg shy of the fair Carrmgton 
of late, nor had he been unfaithful He had only been 
in an extraordinary state of occupation Messages for 
Lady Roseley had to he dehvered, and he had become her 
cavalier and escort suddenly. The young squire was be- 
wildered ; but as he was only one leg in love — if the senti- 
ment may be thus spoken of figuratively — his vamfy in 
his present office kept him from remorse or uneasiness. 
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He rode at an easy pace witlim sight of the home of his 
treasure, and his back turned to it Presently there rose a 
cry from below. Mr George looked about The party 
of horaemen hallooed Mr George yoicked Bose set 
her horse to gallop up , Seymour Jocelyn cned ‘ fox/ and 
gave the view , hearu^ which Mr. George shouted, and 
seemed mchned to surrender , but the fun seized him, 
and, standing up m his stirrups, he gathered his coat-tails 
m a bunch, and waggled them with a jolly laugh, which 
was taken up below, and the olamp of hoofs resounded 
on the turf as Mr George led ofi, after once more, with 
a jocose twist in his seat, showing them the brush 
mookin^y Away went fox, and a mad chase began 
Seymour acted as master of the hunt Bose, Evan, 
Drummond, and Mrs Evremonde and Dorothy, skirted 
to the nght, all laughmg, and full of excitement Harry 
bellowed the direction from above The ladies m the 
carriage, with Lady Jocelyn and Andrew, watched them 
till they flowed one and all over the shoulder of the down. 

‘ And who may the poor hunted animal be ? ' mquired 
the Countess 

* George Uploffc,' said Lady Jocelyn, pullmg out her 
watch * I give him twenty mmutes ' 

* Providence speed him ! ' breathed the Countess, with 
secret fervour 

* Oh, he hasn't a chance/ said Lady Jocelyn ' The 
squire keeps wretched beasts ' 

* Is there not an attraction that will account for Ins 
hasty capture * ' said the Countess, looking tenderly at 
^Itss Carrington, who sat a httle straaghter, and the 
Countess, hating manifestations of stiff-haokedness, 
could not forbear adding * I am at war with my sym- 
pathies, which should be with the poor brute flying from 
his persecutors ’ 

She was in a hitter state of trepidation, or she would 
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have thought twice before she touched a nerve of the 
enamoured lady, as she knew she did in calling her swam 
a poor brute, and did again by pertmaoiously pursuing . 
‘ Does he then shun his captivity 1 ’ 

* Touching a nerve ' is one of those unforgivable small 
offences which, in our civilized state, produce the social 
vendettas and dramas that, with savage nations, spring 
from the spilling of blood Instead of an eye for an eye, 
a tooth for a tooth, we demand a nerve for a nerve. 

* Thou hast touched me where I am tender — thee, too, 
will I touch ' 

Mias Camngton had been alarmed and hurt at the 
strange evasion of Mi, George, nor could she see the 
fun of his mimicry of the fox and his flight away from 
instead of into her neighbourhood. She had also, or 
she now thought it, remarked that when Mr. George had 
been spoken of casually, the Countess had not looked a 
natural look. Perhaps it was her present inflamed fancy 
At any rate the Countess was offensive now. She was 
positively vulgar, in consequence, to the mind of Miss 
Carrington, and Miss Carrmgton was drawn to think 
of a certain thing Eerdmand Laxley had said he had 
heard from the mouth of this lady’s brother when ale was 
in him Alas 1 how one seed of a piece of folly will lurk 
and sprout to confound us ; though, like the cock in 
the eastern tale, we peck up zealously all but that one * 

The carnage rolled over the turf, attended by Andrew 
and Lady Jocelyn, and the hunt was seen ; Mr. George 
some forty paces a-head, Seymour gaining on him. 
Rose next. 

* Who ’s that breasting Rose ^ ’ said Lady Jocelyn, 
lifting her glass. 

‘ My brother-inJaw, Harrington/ returned Andrew. 

* He doesn’t ride badly/ said Lady Joceljm. * A little 
too mihtary. He must have been set up m England/ 
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' Oh, Evan can do anything/ said Andrew enthusiasti- 
cally ‘ His father was a capital horseman, and taught 
him fencing, nding, and every accomphshment. You 
won't find such a young fellow, my lady 

* The brother lie him at all ^ ' asked Lady Jocelyn, 
still eyeing the chase 

* Brother 1 He hasn’t got a brother/ said Andrew 

Lady Jocelyn contmued ‘ I mean the present baronet ’ 

She was occupied with her glass, and did not observe 

the fiush that took hold of Andrew’s ingenuous cheeks, 
and his burned glance at and ofi the quiet eye of the 
Countess Miss Carrington did observe it 

hlr Andrew dashed his face under the palm of his 
hand, and murmured 

< Oh — ^yes • His brother-m-law isn’t much hke him — 
ba! har 

And then the poor httle man nibbed his hands, un- 
conscious of the mdignant pity for bs wretched abities 
in the gaze of the Countess , and he must have been 
exposed — there was a fear that the ghost of Sir Abraham 
would have darkened this day, for Miss Carrmgton was 
about to speak, when Lady Jocelyn oned ' There ’s a 
purl * Somebody ’a down ’ 

The Countess was unaware of the nature of a purl, but 
she could have sworn it to be a piece of Providence. 

* Just by old Nat Hodges’ farm, on Squire Oopping’s 
ground,’ oned Andrew, much reheved by the particular 
mdividuai’s misfortune * Dear me, my lady t how old 
Tom and I used to jump the brook there, to he sure I 
and when you were no bigger than little liss Lormg — 
do you remember old Tom ^ We 're all fools one time 
in our hves • ’ 

* Who can it ho ^ ’ said Lady Jocelyn, spymg at the 
discomfited horseman * I 'm afraid it 's poor Ferdi- 
nand/ 
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They drove on to an eminence from which the plain 
was entirely laid open. 

‘ I hope my brother will enjoy his ride this day/ sighed 
the Countess. * It will be his hmit of enjoyment for a 
lengthened period I ^ 

She perceived that lilr. George's capture was inevitablcj 
and her heart sank ; for she was sure he would recognize 
her, and at the moment she misdoubted her powers 
She dreamed of flight. 

" You 're not going to leave us ? ' said Lady Jocelyn. 
'My dear Countess, what wiU the future member do 
without you ? We have your promise to stay tiU the 
election is over ' 

' Thanks for your extreme kmd courtesy, Lady Jocelyn,' 
murmured the Countess : ‘ but my husband— 'the Count ' 

' The favour is yours/ returned her ladyship. ' And 
if the Count cannot come, you at least are at hberty ? ' 

' You are most kmd/ said the Countess. 

' Andrew and his wife I should not dare to separate 
for more than a week,' said Lady Jocelyn. ' He is the 
great British husband The propnetor t “ My ivife ” 
in his unanswerable excuse ' 

' Yes/ Andrew rephed cheeniy ' I don't like division 
between man and wife, I must say ' 

The Coxmtess dared no longer instance the Coimt, her 
husband. She was heard to murmur that citizen feelings 
were not hers 

' You suggested Fallowfield to Melville, did you not ^ ’ 
asked Lady Jocelyn 

‘It was the merest suggestion,' said the CountesB, 
snulmg. 

‘ Then you must really stay to see us through it/ said 
her ladyship. ‘ Where are they now ^ They must he 
making straight for break-neck fence. They'll have 
him there George hasn't pluck for that.' 
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‘ Hasn't what ^ ' 

It was the Countess who requested to know the name 
of this other piece of Providence Mr George Uploft was 
deficient in. 

‘ Pluck--go,' said her ladyship hastily, and t ailing the 
coachman to drive to a oertam spot, trotted on with 
Andrew, saying to him . 'I'm afraid wo are thought 
vulgar by the Countess ' 

Andrew considered it best to reassure her gravely. 

' The young man, her brother, is well-bred/ said Lady 
Jocelyn, and Andrew was very ready to praise Evan. 

Lady Jocel]^!, herself m slimmer days a spirited horse- 
woman, had correctly estimated Llr. George's pluck. 
He was captured by Harry and Evan close on the leap, 
m the act of shaking his head at it , and many who 
inspected the leap would have deemed it a sign that 
wisdom weighted the head that would shake long at it , 
for it consisted of a post and rails, with a double ditch 

Seymour Jocelyn, Mrs Evremonde, Lnimmond, Jenny 
Graine, and Wilham Harvey, rode with Mr, George in 
quest of the carnage, and the captive was duly dehvered 
over 

‘ But where 's the brush « ' said Lady Jocelyn, laugh- 
ing, and mtroducmg him to the Countess, who dropped 
her head, and mth it her veil 

Oh I they leave that on for my next run,' said Mir 
George, bowing civilly. 

' You are going to run agam * ' 

Miss Camngton severely asked this question, and 
Mr George protested. 

* Secure him, Louisa,' said Lady Jocelyn * See here : 
what 's the matter with poor Dorothy « ' 

Dorothy came slowly trottmg up to them along the 
green lane, and thus expressed her gnef, between sobs 
Isn t it a shame ^ Hose is smuch a tyrant They 're 
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going to ride a race and a jump down in the field, and 
it 's break-neck leap, and Rose won't allow me to stop 
and see it, though she knows I 'm just as fond of Evan 
as she is , and if he 's killed I declare it will be her fault , 
and it 's all for her stupid, dirty old pocket handkerchief ^ ' 

‘ Break-neck fence 1 ' said Lady Jocelyn , ‘ that 's 
rather mad ' 

^ Do let 's gaand see it, darling Aunty Joey,* pleaded 
the little maid. 

Lady Jocelyn rode on, saying to herself ' That girl 
has a great deal of devil m her ' The lad/s thoughts 
were of Rose. 

'Black Lymport'd take the leap,' said Mr. George, 
following her with the rest of the troop. ' Who 's that 
fellow on him 1 ' 

‘ His name 'a Harrington,' quoth Drummond. 

' Oh, Harrington 1 ' Mr George responded , but 
immediately laughed — ' Harrmgton 2 'Gad, if he takes 
the leap it'll be odd — another of the name. That's 
where old Mel had his spiU.' 

' W^o 2 ' Drummond inquired 

' Old Mel Hamngton—the Lymport wonder. Old Mar- 
quis Mel,' said Mr. George, ' Haven't ye heard of him 2 ' 

' What I the gorgeous tailor • ' exclaimed Lady 
Jocelyn. ' How I regret never meeting that magnificent 
snob • that efflorescence of sublime imposture 1 I 've 
seen the Regent , bub one's life doesn't seem complete 
without having seen his twm-brother. You must give 
us warning when you have him down at Croftlanda agam, 
Mr George.' 

‘ 'Gad, he 'U have to come a long distance — ^poor old 
Mel 1 ' said Mr. George , and was going on, when Sey- 
mour Jocelyn stroked his moustache to cry, ' Look 1 
Roaey 's starting 'em, by Jove I ' 

The leap, which did not appear formidable from where 

E 
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they stood, was four fields distant from the point where 
Rose, with a handkerchief m her hand, was at that 
moment giving the signal to Laxley and Evan 

Miss Oarrmgton and the Countess hegged Lady Jocelyn 
to order a shout to be raised to arrest them, but her 
ladyship marked her good sense by saymg * Let them 
go, now they *re about it * , for she saw that to make a 
fuss now matters had proceeded so far, was to be uncivil 
to the mevitable 

The start was given, and ofi they flew Harry J oceljm, 
behmd them, was evidently caught by the demon, and 
clapped spurs to his horse to have his fling as well, for 
the fun of the thmg , but Rose, farther down the field, 
rode from her post straight across him , to the imminent 
peril of a mutual overset , and the paity on the height 
could see Harry fummg, and Rose coolly looking him 
down, and letting him understand what her wiU was , 
and her mother, and Drummond, and Seymour who 
beheld this, had a common sentiment of admiration for 
the gallant girl. But away went the nvals. Black 
Lymport was the favourite, though none of the men 
thought he would be put at the fence The excitement 
became contagious The Countess threw up her veil 
Lady Jocelyn, and Seymour, and Drummond, galloped 
down the lane, and Mr George was for accompanying 
them, till the bne of IMiss Carrmgton^s back gave bun her 
unmistakeable opmion of such a course of conduct, and 
he had to dally and fret by her side Andrew’s arm 
was tightly grasped by the Countess The nvals were 
crossing the second field, Laxley a little a-head 

‘ He ’s holding in the black mare—tliat fellow * ’ said 
Mr George * ’Gad, it looks like gomg at the fence. 
Fancy Harrmgton 1 ’ 

They were now m the fourth field, a smooth shorn 
meadow Laxley was two clear lengths m advance, but 
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?eomed riding, as ^Ir. George remarked, more for pace 
than lo talcc the jump. The ladies kept plying random 
queric'j and suggestions : the Countess wishing to know 
whether they could not bo stopped by a countryman 
before they encountered any danger. In the midst of 
their clmtter, ^Ir. George rose m his stirrups, crying : 
* Bravo, the black marc * ' 

* Has he done it ? ' said Andrew, wiping his poll. 

^ ' He No, the mare ! ' shouted llr George, and bolted 
off, no longer to be restrained 

The Countess, doubly relieved, threw herself back m 
the carriage, and Andrew drew a breath, saying , ‘ Evan 
has beat him — saw that I The other's horse sweived 
right round ' 

‘ I fear,' said ]ilrs, Evremonde, ' ilr. Harrmgton has 
had a fall Don’t be alarmed — it may not be much ^ 

‘A fall r exclaimed the Countess, equally divided 
between alarms of sisterly affection and a keen sense of 
the romance of the thing, 

^Iiss Carrington ordered the carnage to be driven round, 
They had not gone far when they were met by Harry 
Jocelyn nding in hot haste, and he bellowed to the 
coachman to dnve as hard as he could, and stop opposite 
Brook's farm 

The scene on the other side of the fence would have 
been a sweet one to the central figure m it had his eyes then 
been open. Surrounded by Lady Jocelyn, Drummond, 
Seymour, and the rest, Evan's dust-stained body was 
stretched along the road, and his head was lying in the 
lap of Bose, who, pale, heedless of anything spoken by 
those around her, and with her bps set and her eyes 
tummg wildly from one to the other, held a gory hand- 
kerchief to Ins temple with one hand, and with the other 
felt for the motion of his heart. 

But heroes don't die, you know. 
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^ CnAPTER XXI 

TRrBTTLATIOXS A>’D TACTICS OF THE COtH^TESS 

' Yot; have murdered my brother, Rose Jocol) n I ' 

^ Don^t say so nou ' 

Such Tras the mtcrchango between the tu o that loved 
tho senseless youth, ns bo tv as being lifted into the 
oarnago 

Lady Jocelyn sat upnght in her saddle, giving dircebons 
about what was to bo done >uth Evnn and tho mnre, 
impartially 

‘ Stunned, and a good deal shaken, I suppose ; Ljtu- 
port's knees ore tcrnhly cut,* she said to Dnimmond, 
who merely nodded And Seymour remarked, *Rdfcy 
guineas knooked off her value I * One added, * Nothing 
worse, I should think ' , and another, * A little damage 
mside, perhaps ' DilBcult to say uhothcr they spoke 
of Evan or tho brute 

No violent outenes , no reproaches cast on the cold* 
blooded coquette , no 'exclamations on tho heroism of 
her brother 1 They could absolutely spare a thought for 
tho animal I And Evan had naked Ins life for this, and 
might die unpitied Tho Countess diversified her gnof 
with a deadly bitterness agamst tho heartless Jocelyns. 

Oh, if Evan dies ^ will it pumsh Rose sufficiently ^ 

Andrew expressed emotion, hut not of a kmd tho 
Countess liked a relative to be seen oxhibitmg , for m 
emotion worthy Andrew betrayed to her his ongin 
offensively ,xr\i , 

'Go away and puke, u you must,* she said, ohppmg 
poor Andrew's word about his * dear boy ' She could 
not help speaking in that way — he was so vulgar A 
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word of *iympn(hy froui I^ad}* Jocelyn might have saved 
her from the sourness into i\luch her many conflicting 
pa*!sions u ore resolving ; and might also have saved her 
Indvi-lnp from the rancour she had sovti in the daughter 
of the great ^fcl by her selection of epithets to characterize 
him. 

Will it punish Bose at all, if Evan dies ^ 

Bose paw that she vas looked at. How could the 
Countess tell that Rose emied her the joy of holding 
Evan in the carriage there ^ Bose, to judge by her face, 
u as ns calm as glass. Not so well seen through, however. 
]Mrs Erremondo rode beside her, whoso fingers she 
caught, and tuincd her own with them tightly once for 
a fleeting instant. Sirs. Evremonde wanted no further 
confession of her state. 

Then Bose said to her mother, * IMama, may I nde to 
have the doctor ready ^ ' 

Ordmarilj", Bose would have clapped heel to horse the 
moment the thought came. She waited for the per- 
mission, and flew off at a gallop, waving back Laxley, 
who was for joining her. 

^Franks voll be a little rusty about the ruare,^ the 
Countess heard Lady Jocelyn say , and Harry just then 
stooped his head to the carriage, and said, in Ins blunt 
fashion, * After all, it won’t show much.' 

' We are not cattle ! ' exclaimed the frenzied Countess, 
within her bosom f Alas 1 it was almost a democratic 
outcry they made hef guilty of ; hut she was dnven past 
patience. And as a further provocation, Evan would 
open his eyes. She laid her handkerchief over them 
with lovmg delicacy, rememheriii^ m a flash that her 
own face had been all the while exposed to Mr. George 
Uploft ; and then the terrors of his presence at Beckley 
Court came upon her, and the fact that she had not for 
the last ten minutes been the serene Countess de Saldar , 
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and she quite hated Andrew, for Tulgar% in others 
evohed vulgarity m her, which was the reason why she 
ranked vulganly as the chief of the deadly sms Her 
countenance for Harry and all the others save poor 
Andrew was soon the placid heaven-confiding sister's 
again, not before Lady Jocelyn had found cause to 
observe to Drummond 

' Your Countess doesn't ruffle well ' 

But a lady who is at war with two or three of the facts 
of Providence, and yet will have Providence for her ally, 
can hardly ruffle well 

Do not unagme that the Countess's love for hei brother 
was hollow She was assured when she came up to the 
spot where he fell, that there was no danger , he had 
but dislocated his shoulder, and bruised his head a httle 
Hearing this, she rose out of her clamorous heart, and 
seized the opportunity for a small burst of melodrama. 
Unhappily, Lady Jocelyn, who gave the tone to the rest, 
was a Spartan in matters of this sort , and as she would 
have seen those dearest to her bear the luck of the field, 
she could see others. When the call for active help 
reached her, you beheld a different woman. 

The demonstrativeness the Countess thirsted for was 
afforded her by Juley Bonner, and in a measure by her 
Bister Caroline, who loved Evan passionately The 
latter was m nding attire, about to mount to nde and 
meet them, acoompamed by the Duke Caroline had 
hastily tied up her hair ; a nch golden brown lump of 
it hung round her cheek , her limpid eyes and ansioualy- 
nerved brows impressed the Counter wonderfully as 
she ran down the steps and bent her fine* well-filled bust 
forward to ask the first burned question 

The Countess patted her shoulder ‘ Safe, dear,' she 
said aloud, as one who would not make much of it. And 
in a whisper, * You look superb,' 
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I must charge it to Caroline's beauty under the ducal 
radiancy that a stream of sweet feelmgs entering into 
the Countess made her foiget to tell her sister that George 
Uploft was by. Carohne had not been abroad, and her 
skin was not ohve-hued , she was a beauty, and a 
majestic figure, little altered since the day when the 
wooden marine marched her out of Lymport. 

The Countess stepped from the carnage to go and 
cherish Juhana^s petulant distress , for that unhealthy 
little body was stampmg with impatience to have the 
story told to her, to burst into fits of pathos ; and while 
Seymour and Harry assisted Evan to descend, trying to 
laugh off the pain he endured, Carohne stood by, soothmg 
him with words and tender looks 
Lady Jocelyn passed him, and took his hand, saymg, 

* Not killed this time I ' 

‘At your ladyship's semoe to-morrow,' he rephed, 
and his hand was kmdly squeezed 
‘ My dajhng Evan, you will not nde again * ' Carohne 
cried, kissing him on the steps , and the Duke watched 
the operation, and the Countess observed the Duke. 

That Providence should select her sweetest moments to 
deal her wounds, was cruel , but the Coxmtess just then 
distinctly heard Mr. George Uploft ask Miss Carrmgton * 

‘ Is that lady a Harrington ^ ' 

‘ You perceive a likeness * ' was the answer. 

Mr. George went ' Whew I — tit — ^tit — ^tit I ' with the 
profound expression of a very slow mind 
The scene was quickly over. There was barely an 
hour for the ladies to dress for dinner. Leaving Evan 
in the doctor's hand, and telling Carohne to dress m her 
room, the Countess met Bose, and gratified her vmdic- 
tiveness, while she furthered her projects, by saying 
‘ Ifoi till my brother is qmte convalescent will it he 
adviseable that you should visit him. I am compelled 
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to thiTilc of entoly now". In his present state lie 
IS not fit to be played with/ 

Rose, Btedfastly eyeing her, seemed to swallo^y do\ni 
sometbing m her throat, and said 

* I wiH obey you, Countess. I hoped you vould allow 
me to nurse him/ 

‘ Quiet above all things, Rose Jocelyn 1 ’ returned the 
Countess, with the raavity of a governess, who must 
be civil m her sourness ‘ If you would not complete 
this morning's achievement — stay away/ 

The Countess declined to see that Rose’s hp quivered 
She saw an unpleasantness in the bottom of her eyes , 
and now that her brother’s decease was not even remotely 
to be apprehended, she herself determined to punish the 
cold, unimpressionable coquette of a girl Before retum- 
mg to Caroline, she had five mmutes' conversation inth 
Juhana, which fully determmed her to contmue the 
campaign at Beokley Court, commence decisive move- 
ments, and not to retreat, though fifty George Uplofts 
menaced her. Consequently, havmg dismissed Conning 
on a message to Harry Jocelyn, to ask him for a hst of 
the names of the new people they were to meet that day 
at dmner, she said to Carohne : 

* My dear, I think it will be mcmnbent on us to depart 
very quickly ’ 

Much to the Countess’s chagrm^ and astonishment, 
Carohne rephed 

' I shall hardly he sorry.' 

* Not sorry ^ Why, what now, dear one ® Is it true, 
then, that a flagdllated female kisses the rod ^ Are you 
so eager for a repetition of 8tnhe ^ ’ 

Carohne, with some hesitation, related to her more 
than the Countess had ventured to petition for m her 
prayers 

* Oh * how exceedingly generous I ' the latter ex- 
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claimed. * How very refresldng to think that there are 
nobles in your England as romantic, as courteous, as 
dehcate as our own foreign ones I But his Grace is quite 
an exceptional nobleman. Are you not touched, dearest 
Carry « " 

Caroline pensively glanced at the reflection of her 
beautiful am m the glass, and sighed, pushing back the 
hair from her temples, 

^ But, for mercy's sake I ' resumed the Countess, in 
alam at the sigh, * do not be too — ^too touched. Do, 
pray, preserve your wits. You weep ^ Carohne, Caroline ? 
0 my goodness , it is just five-and-twenty minutes to 
the first dinner-bell, and you are crying > For God's 
sake, think of your face ^ Are you gomg to be a Gorgon \ 
And you show the marks twice as long as any other, you 
fair women S,qumnymg like this * Carohne, for your'. 
Louisa's sake, do not ! ' 

Hissing which, half angnly and half with entreaty, the 
Countess dropped on her Imees. Caroline's fit of tears 
subsided, The eldest of the sisters, she was the kmdest, 
the fairest, the weakest. 

' Not,' said the blandishing Countess, when Caroline's 
face was dearer, ‘ not that my beat of Carrys does not 
look dehoious in her shower. Ciy, with your hair down, 
and you would subdue any male creature on two legs. 
And that reminds me of that most audacious Marquis 
de Bemilla He saw a dirty drab of a frmt-girl crying 
m Lisbon streets one day, as he was nding m the carnage 
of the Duchesse de Col da Bosta, and her husband and 
duena, and he had a letter for her — the Duchesse. They 
loved I How dehver the letter ^ “ Save me I " he 

cried to the Duchesse, catching her hand, and pressmg 
his heart, as if very sick. The Duchesse felt the paper — 
turned her hand over on her knee, and he withdrew his. 
What does my Carry think was the excuse he tendered 
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tbo Duke ^ This — and this gives you some idea o£ tho 
wonderful audacity of those dear Portuguese — that ho 
—be misi precipitate himself and marry any uoruan lie 
saw weep, and ho her slave for the term of his natural 
life, unless another woman's hand at the same moment 
restramod him • There ^ ' and tho Countess's oyes shone 
bnghtly 

‘ How excessively imbecile > ' Carohne remarked, 
hitherto a passive hstencr to these Lusilanian conies 

It was the first sign she had yet given of her late 
mtercourse with a positive Duke, and the Countess felt 
it, and drew hack» No more anecdotes for Caroline, 
to whom she quietly said 

‘ You are very Engbsh, dear I ' 

^ But now, the Duke— hia Grace,' she vent on, * how 
did he maugurate * ' 

* I spoke to him of Evan's position God forgive me * 
—I said that was the cause of my looks being sad ' 

‘ You could have thought of nothmg better,' interposed 
the Countess * Yes ^ ' 

‘ He said, if he might clear them he should be happy ' 

‘ In exquisite language, Carry, of course ' 

‘ No , just as others talk ' 

* Hum • ' went the Countess, and issued again brightly 

from a cloud of reflection, with tho remark * It was to 
seem busmess-hke — the commerciahty of the Engbsh 
mind To the point — I know WeU, you perceive, 
my sweetest, that Evan's interests are in your hands 
You dare not quit the field In one week, I fondly 
trust, he will be secure What more did hia Grace 
say ^ May we not he the repository of such dehoious 
^OTesies-® ' ^ 

"Caroline gave tremulous judications about the bps, and 
the Countess jumped to tlie hell and rang it, for they 
were too near dinner for the trace of a single tear to be 
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permitted. The bell and the appearance of Comung 
effectually checked the flood. 

While speaking to her sister, the Countess had hesitated 
to mention George Uploft’s name, hopmg that, as he had 
no dinner-smt, he •svould not stop to dinner that day, 
and would fall to the charge of Lady Roseley once more. 
Conning, however, brought m a sheet of paper on which 
the names of the guests were wntten out by Hany, a 
daily piece of service he performed for the captivating 
dame, and George Uploft’s name was in the list, 

‘ We will do the rest, Conning — ^retire, ^ she said, and 
then foldmg Caroline m her arms, murmured, the moment 
they were alone, 'Will my Carry dress her hair plain 
to-day, for the love of her Louisa ^ ' 

‘ Goodness ! what a request I ^ exclaimed Caroline, 
throwing hack her head to see if her Louisa could be 
serious 

‘ Most inexphcable — is it not ^ Will she do it ^ ' 

‘ Elat, dear ^ It makes a fnght of me " 

* Possibly May I beg it * ' 

‘ But why, dearest, why * If I only knew why I ' 

‘ For the love of your Lpuy * 

* Plain along the temples ^ * 

‘ And a knot behind * 

‘ And a band along the forehead ^ ^ 

* Gems, if they meet your favour/ 

‘ But my cheek-bones, Louisa * ' 

‘ They are not too promment. Cany ' 

* Curls relieve them 

‘ The change will reheve the cmls, dear one.^ 

Caroline looked m the glass, at the Countess, as polished 
a reflector, and fell into a chair Her hair was accustomed 
to roll across her shoulders in heavy curls The Duke 
would find a change of the sort singular. She should not 
at all know herself with her hair done differently and 



2G8 


EVM HAEBINGTON 


for a lovely ivoman to bo transformed to a fnght is hard 
to bear m Bohtude, or in imagmation 
' Really I * she petitioned 
‘ Really— yes, or no * ' added the Countoss 
‘ So unaccountable a uhun ! ' Carolmo looked in the 
glass dolefully, and pulled up her thick looks from one 
cheek, lethng them fall on the instant, 

* She utII ^ ' breathed the Countess 

* I really cannot/ said Carohne, u ith vehemence. 

The Countess burst into laughter, replying , ‘ Sly poor 

child • it IS not my u hun — ^it is your obligation George 
Uploft dmes here to-day Now do you divine it ? 
Disguise IS imperative for you * 

Mrs Strike, gazmg m her sister’s face, answered 

slowly, ‘ George « ^But how uill i/ou meet hun*’ 

she humedly asked 

‘I /lave met him,’ rejoined the Countess, boldly 'I 
defy him to know me I brazen him I You uitli your 
hair in my sfyle are equally safe You see there is no 
choice. Pooh * contemptible puppy I ’ 

But I never,’ — Carohne was gomg to say she never 
could face him. * I will not dine I will nurse Evan ’ 
‘You have faced him, my dear,’ said the Countess, 
and you are to change your head-dress simply to throw 
him ofi hiB scent ’ 

As she spoke the Countess tnpped about, noddmg her 
head like a girl Triumph m the sense of her power over 
all she came m contact with, rather elated the lady. 

Do you see why she worked her sister in this round- 
about fashion * She would not tell her George Uploft 
was m the house till she was sure he intended to stay, 
for fear of faghtening her. When the necessity became 
apparent, she put it under the pretext of a whim in order 
to see how far Carohne, whose weak comphance she could 
count on, and whose reticence concerning the Duke 
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annoyed her, would submit to it to please her sister , 
and if she rebelled positively, why to be sure it was the 
Duke she dreaded to shock * and, therefore, the Duke 
had a peculiar hold on her . and, therefore, the Countess 
might reckon that she would do more than she pleased 
to confess to remam with the Duke, and was manageable 
in that quarter. All this she learnt without askmg. 

I need not add, that Caroline sighingly did her biddmg. 

‘ We must all be victims m our turn, Carry,' said the 
Countess, ‘ Evan's prospects — ^it may be, Silva's restora- 
tion — depend upon your hair being dressed plam to-day 
Reflect on that > * 

Poor Carolme obeyed , but she was capable of reflect- 
ing only that her face was unnaturally lean and strange 
to her. 

The sisters tended and arranged one another, taking 
care to push their mourning a month or two a-head 
and the Countess ai^adverted on the vulgar mind of'^' 
Lady Jocelyn, who would allow a 'gentleman to sit 
down at a gentlewoman's table, m full company, m 
pronounced undress * and Carolme, utterly miserable, 
would pretend that she wore a mask and kept gnmaomg 
as they do who are not accustomed to pamt on the 
cheeks, till the Countess checked her by telling her she 
should ask her for that before the Duke 

After a visit to Evan, the sisters sailed together mto 
the drawing-room. 

' Ifedomn^jB^sometimes-ji^^am,!-, murmured the 
Countess, as they were partmg in the middle of the 
room. She saw that their fine figures, and profiles, and 
resemblance m contrast, produced an effect The Duke 
wore one of those calmly mtent looks by which men show 
they are aware of change in the heavens they study, and 
are too devout worshippers to presume to disapprove 
Mr. George was standing by Miss Carrington, and he 
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also watched I^Irs. Strike. To be>\ildor him yet more 
the Countess persisted m fixing her eyes upon his hetero- 
dox apparel, and Mr, George hocamo conscious and 
uneasy. Miss Camngton had to address her question 
to him twice before ho hoard MclviUo Jocol}!!, Sir 
John Lonng, Sir Franks, and Hamilton surrounded the 
Countess, and told her what they had decided on with 
regard to tlio election dunng the day , for Melvillo ivns 
warm m his assertion that they would not tallc to the 
Countess five mmutes u ithout getting a hmtu orth having. 

‘ Call to us that man who is habited like a groom,' said 
the Countess, mdicating Mr George * I presume he is 
m his right place up here * ' 

*Whew — ^tako care, Countess— our best man He's 
good for a dozen,' said Hamilton 
Mr George was brought over and introduced to the 
Countess de Saldar. 

‘ So the oldest Tory m the county is a fox ^ ' she said, 
in allusion to the hunt Never did Carolme Strike 
admire her sister's fearful gemus more than at that 
moment 

Mr George ducked and rolled his hand over his chin, 
ivith * ah'Um 1 ' and the like, ended by a dry laugh 
' Are you our supporter, Mr Uploft ^ ' 

‘ Tory mterest, mo-um— my lady ' 

' And are you staunch and may be trusted ^ ' 

" 'Pon my honour, I think I have that reputation ' 

* And you would not betray us if wo give you any 
secrets ^ Say “ Ton my honour,” again. You launch 
it out so courageously ' 

The men laughed, though they could not see what the 
Countess was driving at She had for two mmutes 
spoken as she spoke when a girl, and Geoi^o — entirely 
off his guard and unsuspicious— looked unenhghtened H 
he Imew, there were hmts enough for lum m her words. 
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If bo remainccl blind, they might pass as air. The 
appearance of the butler cut short his protestation as to 
his powers of secresy. 

The Countess dismissed him. 

* You w ill bo taken into our confidence when we require 
you,' And she resumed her foreign air m a most elaborate 
and OTen\ helming bow. 

She was now perfectly satisfied that she was safe from 
Mr. George, and, as she thoroughly detested the youthful 
squire, she chose to propagate a laugh at him by saying, 
udth the utmost languor and clearness of voice, as they 
descended the stairs , 

* After all, a very clever fox may be a very dull dog — 
don't you think ? ' 

Gentlemen m front of her, and behmd, heard it, and 
at Sir. George's expense her reputation rose. 

Thus the gemus of this bom general prompted her to 
adopt the pnnoiple m tactics— boldly to strike when you 
are m the dark as to your enemy's movements. 


CHAPTER XXn 

m WHICH THE DAIJGHTEES OE THE GEEAT MEL 
HAVE TO DIGEST HIM AT DHOTEE 

Yoit must know, if you would form an estimate of the 
Countess's heroic impudence, that a rumour was current 
m Lymport that the fan and well-developed Louisa 
Harrington, m her sixteenth year, did advisedly, and 
with the mtention of rendermg the term mdefimte, 
entrust her guileless person to Mr. George Uploft's 
honourable charge. The rumour, unflavoured by 
absolute m ahgmty, was such , and it went on to say, 
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that the subhme Mel, alive to the honour of his family, 
followed the fugitives with a pistol, and with a horse- 
whip, that he might chastise the offender according to 
the degree of his offence It was certam that he had 
not used the pistol it was said that he had used the 
whip The details of the interview between Mel and 
Jlr George were numerous, but at the same tune vanous 
Some declared that he put a pistol to Mr George’s ear, 
and under pressure of that persuader got him into the 
presence of a clergyman, when he turned sulky, and 
when the pistol was agam produced, the ceremony would 
have been performed, had not the outraged Church 
cned out for help Some vowed that Mr George had 
referred all questions implymg a difference between 
himself and Mel to their mutual fists for decision At 
any rate, Mr George turned up m Fallowfield subse- 
quentiy , the fair Louisa, unhurt and with a qmet mind, 
in Lymport , and this amount of truth the rumours can 
be reduced to — that Lomsa and Mr George had been 
acquamted Rumour^and gossip know how to build 
they always have some aohd foundation, however small 

Upwards of twelve years had run smce Louisa went to 
the wife of tJie brewer — a period quite long enough for 
Mr George to forget any one m , and she was altogether 
a different creature , and, as it was true that Mr George 
was a dull one, she was, after the test she had put him to, 
justified m hoping that Mel’s progeny might pass un- 
challenged anywhere out of Lymport So, with Mr. 
George facmg her at table, the Countess sat down, deter- 
mmed to eat and be happy 

A man with the education and tastes of a young 
country squire is not likely to know much of the char- 
acter of women , and of the marvellous power they have 
of throwmg a veil of ohhvion between themselves and 
what they don’t want to remember, few men know much. 
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yt. George had thought, when he saw Mrs Strike leaning 
to Evan, and heard she was a Harrington, that she was 
rather hke the Lymport family , but the reappearance 
of jMts. Strike, the attention of the Duke of Belfield to her, 
and the splendid tactics of the Countess, which had ex- 
tmguished every thought m the thought of himself, drove 
Lymport out of his mind. 

There were some dinner guests at the table — people of 
Eallowfield, Beckloy, and Bodley The Countess had the 
diplomatist on one side, the Duke on the other. Carohne 
was under the charge of Sir Franks The Countess, 
almost revelhng m her position opposite Mr George, 
was ambitious to lead the conversation, and commenced, 
smiling at Melville * 

'We are to be spared pohtics to-day® I think 
pohtics and cookery do not assimilate ’ 

‘ I 'm afraid you won't teach the true Bnton to agree 
with you,’ said Melville, shakmg his head over the sums 
mvolved-by this Bntish^propensity. 

" No,' said Seymour. * Election dinners are a part 
of the Constitution’ and Andrew laughed 'They 
make Radicals pay as well as Tones, so it’s pretty 
square ’ 

The topic was taken up, flagged, fell, and was taken up 
agam. And then Blarry Jocelyn said 

‘ I say, have you worked the flags yet ® The great Mel 
must have his flags ’ 

The flags were in the hands of ladies, and ladies would 
look to the rosettes, he was told. 

Then a lady of the name of Barrington laughed lightly, 
and said . 

' Only, pray, my dear Harry, don’t call your uncle the 
- Great Mel ” at the election ’ 

' Oh ^ very well,’ quoth Harry 'why not ® ' 

* You '11 get him laughed at — ^that ’s all ’ 
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‘ Oh * \rell, then, I Tron't,' said Harry, whose wits were 
attracted hy the Countess’s visage. 

Mrs Barrington turned to Seymour, her neighbour, and 
resumed 

* He really would be laughed at There was a tailor — 
he was called the Great Mel — and he tned to stand for 
Ballowfield once I beheve he had the support of Squire 
Uploft — George's uncle — and others They must have 
done it for fun > Of course he did not get so far as the 
hustings , but I beheve he had flags, and pnnciples, and 
all sorts of thmgs worked ready He certainly canvassed ' 

‘ A tailor — canvassed — ^for Parhament * ' remarked an 
old Dowager, the mother of Squire Coppmg *Myl 
what are we coming to next 2 ' 

‘ He deserved to get m,' quoth Aunt Bel * After having 
his principles worked ready, to eject the man was m- 
famous ’ 

Amazed at the mme she had sprung, the Countess sat 
through it, lamenting the misery of owning a notorious 
father Happily Evan was absent, on his peaceful 
blessed bed > 

Bowmg over wme with th^^Duk^^she^tped another 
theme, while still, like a pertinacidus oiraoker, bie Great 
Mel kept banging up and down the table 

‘ We are to have a feast in the open an*, I hear What 
you call pic-mc ' 

The Duke beheved there was a project of the sort 

‘ How exquisitely they do those things m Portugal ^ I 
suppose there would be no scandal m my tellmg some- 
thing now At least we are out of Court-jurisdiotion ' 

* Scandal of the Court ^ ' exclaimed his Grace, m mock 
horror, 

‘The option is yours to listen. The Queen, when 
young, was sweetly pretty , a divine complexion , and a 
habit of smiling on everybody I presume that the young 
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Habral, son of the first magistrate of Lisbon, was also 
smiled, on. Most innocently, I would swear 1 But it 
operated on the wretched youth I He spent all his 
fortune in the purchase and decoration of a fairy villa, 
bordering on the Val das Rosas, where the Court enjoyed 
its rustic festivities, and one day a storm > all the ladies 
burned their young mistress to lie house where the young 
Habral had been awaiting her for ages. None so polished 
as he 1 Musicians started up, the floors were ready, and 
torches beneath them * — ^there was a feast of exquisite 
wines and viands sparkling. Quite enchantment. The 
girl-Queen was m ecstasies. She deigned a dance with 
the young Habral, and then all sat down to supper , and 
in the middle of it came the cry of Fire * The Queen 
shrieked , the flames were seen all around ; and if the 
arms of the young Habral were opened to save her, or 
perish, could she oast a thought on Royalty, and refuse ? 
The Queen was saved, the villa was burnt ; the young 
Habral was rumed, hut, if I know a Portuguese, he 
was happy till he died, and well remimerated ! For 
he had held a Queen to his heart ' So that was a 
pic-nic ^ ’ 

The Duke slightly molmed h^ head 

P m^g ^zld^reiido,- ^he said. ‘They tell a 
similar story in Spam, of one of the Queens — I forget her 
name The difference between us and your Peninsular 
cavahers is, that we would do as much for uncrowned 
ladies.' 

‘ Ah ^ your Grace ^ ' The Countess swam m the 
pleasure of a nobleman's compliment 

* What 's the story ? ' mteiposed Aunt Bel. 

An outline of it was given her. Thank heaven, the 
table was now nd of the Great Mel For how could he 
have any, the remotest relation with Queens and Penm- 
sular pio-mcs ^ You shall hear. 
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Lady Jocelyn happened to catch a ord or two of the 
story, 

v^'^fWhy/ said she, that's English I Pranks, j'on re- 
member the ballot divertissement they ^mpro^^sed at 
the Bodley race-ball, when the magnificent footman fired 
a curfcam and caught up Lady Rosoley, and earned her — * 

'Heaven knows vhoroi’ cned Sir Franks 'I re- 
member it perfectly. It uas said that the magnificent 
footman did it on purpose to have that pleasui o.' 

' Ay, of course,' Hamilton took him up ' They tallied 
of prosecuting the magnificent footman ' 

* Ay,' followed Seymour, ' and nobod}*' could toll where 
the magnificent footman bolted Ho vanished mto thin 
air.' 

* Ay, of course,' Melville struck in , ‘ and the magic 
enveloped the lady for some time ' 

At this pomt Mr George Uploft gave a horse-laugh 
He jerked m his seat excitedly, 

' Bodley race-hall I ' he cned , and looking at Lady 
Jocelyn • ' Was your ladyship there, then « Wliy— -ha"* 
ha I why, you ImvB seen the Great Mel, then ^ That 
tremendous footman was old lilcl himself » ' 

Lady Jocelyn struck both her hands on the table, and 
rested her large grey eyes, full of humorous surprise, on 
Mr. George 

There was a pause, and then the ladies and gentlemen 
laughed 

‘ Yes,' Sir, George went on, ‘ that was old Mel I '11 
swear to him ' 

And that 's how it began ^ ' murmured Lady Jocelyn 

Mr George nodded at his plate discreetly 
Well, said Lady Jocelyn, leaning back, and hftmg her 
face upward m the discursive fulness of her fancy, ‘ I feel 
I am not robbed miracles, et j'en ai vu 

One s life seems more perfect when one has seen what 
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nature can do. The fellow wae stupendous ^ I conceive 
him present. Who T1 fire a house for me ^ Is it my de- 
ficiency of attraction, or a total dearth of gallant snobs * ' 
The Countess was drowned. The muscles of her smiles 
were horribly stiff and pamful, Carolme was getting pale. 
Could it be accident that thus resuscitated Mel, their< 
father, and would not let the dead man die ? Was not 
mahce at the bottom of it ^ The Countess, though she 
hated Mr. George infimtely, was clear-headed enough 
to see that Providence alone was trying her. No glances 
were exchanged between him and Laxley, or Drummond 
Again Mel returned to his peace, and agam he had to 
come forth, 

‘ Who was this singular man you were speaking about 
just now * ' Mrs, Evremonde asked 
Lady Jocelyn answered her ‘ The hght of his age. 
The embodied protest against our social prejudice. 
Combine — say, Mirabeau and Alcibiades, and the result 
18 the Lymport Tailor — ^he measures your husband m 
the mommg . m the evening, he makes love to you, 
through a senes of pantomimic traiiformatibnB' He 
was a colossal Adonis, and I 'm sorry he 's dead ^ ’ 

‘ But did the man get mto society ^ ^ said Sirs, Evre- 
monde, * How did he manage that * ' 

* Yes, indeed * and what sort of a society 1 ’ the dowager 
Coppmg mterjected ' None but bachelor-tables, I can 
assure you. Ohl I remember him They talked of 
fetching him to Dox Hall I said, No, thank you, Tom ; 
this isn’t your Vauxhall ’ 

‘ A sharp retort,’ said Lady Jocelyn, * a most conclu- 
sive rhyme , but you ’re mistaken Slany faniihes were 
glad to see him, I hear And he only consented to be 
treated like a footman when he dressed like one The 
fellow had some coital ppmts ]^e fought two or three 
duels, and behaved like a man Pranks wouldn't have 
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Tn-m here^ or 1 would have received bam I hear that, as 
a coiiteur, lie was inimitable In short, he was a robust 
Brummel, and the Regent of low bfe ' 

Tina should have been Mere final epitaph 
Unhappily, Mrs Melville would remark, m her mincmg 
manner, that the idea of the admission of a tailor mto 
society seemed very unnatural , and Aunt Rel confessed 
that her expenence did not comprehend it 
‘ As to that,' said Lady Jocelyn, ‘ phenomena are un- 
natural The rules of society are lightened by the excep- 
tions What I like m this Mel is, that though he was a 
snob, and an impostor, he could still make himself re- 
spected by his betters He was honest, so far , he ac- 
knowledged his tastes, which were those of Franks, 
Melville, Seymour, and George — ^the tastes of a gentle- 
man I prefer him infini tely to your cowardly democrat, 
uho barks for what be can’t get, and is generally beastly 
In fact, I 'm not sure that I haven’t a secret passion for 
the great tailor ' 

‘ After all, old Mel wasn't so bad,’ Mr George Uplof t 
chimed in ‘ Granted a tailor — you didn’t see a bit of it 
at table, I 've known him taken for a lord And when 
he once got hold of you, you couldn't give him up The 
squire met him first m lie coach, one wmter. He took 
him for a Russian nobleman — didn’t find out what he was 
for a month or so Says Mel, “ Yes, I make clothes 
You find the notion unpleasant , guess how disagreeable 
it is to me ” The old squire laughed, and was glad to 
have him at Croftlands as often as he chose to come 
Old jMel and I used to spar sometimes , but he 's gone, 
and I should like to shake his fist agam ’ 

Then !Mr George told the * Bath ' story, and episodes in 
IMel's career as Marquis , and while he held the ear of the 
table, Rose, -nho had not spoken a word, and had scarcely 
eaten a morsel duiing dinner, studied the sisters with 
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porloti*? ojcs. Only when she turned them from the 
Countess to Strike, they were softened by a shadowy 
drooping of the e3^elid5, as if for some reason she deeply 
pitied that lady, 

Next to Rose sat Drummond, with a face expressive of 
cynical enjojTnent. He devoted uncommon attention 
to the Countess, whom he usually shunned and over- 
looked, He invited her to exchange bows over wine, 
in the fashion of that day, and the Countess went througli 
the performance mtb finished grace and ease Poor 
Andrew had all the time been brushing back lug hair, and 
making strange dcprecatoiy sounds in his throat, like a 
man who felt bound to assure everybody at table he was 
perfectly happy and comfortable. 

* Material enough for a Sartonad/ said Drummond to 
Lady Jocelyn. 

* Excellent. Pray write it forthwith, Drummond,^ 
rephed her ladyship ; and as they exchanged talk unin- 
telligible to the Countess, this lady observed to the Duke 

* It IS a rehef to have buned that subject ' 

The Duke smiled, raising an eyebrow , but the perse- 
cuted Countess perceived she had been much too hasty 
when Drummond added, 

' 1 11 make a journey to Lymport m a day or two, and 
master his history.* 

‘ Do,* said her ladyship , and flourishing her hand, 

* " I sing the Prince of Snobs f ** * 

‘Oh, if it's about old Mel, 1*11 smg you material 
enough,* said Mr. George ‘ There • you talk of it *s 
being unnatural, his dining out at respectable tables 
Why, I beheve — ^upon my honour, I beheve it ’s a fact — 
he *s supped and thrown dice with the Regent,* 

Lady Jocelyn clapped her hands *A noble cul- 
mination, Drummond ^ The man *s an Epic > * 

* Well, I think old Mel was equal to it,' Mr George 
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pursued ‘ Ho gave me profcty broad hints ; and this is 
how it was, jf it really happened, you knoiv. Old jMel 
had a fnend , some say he T\as more. Well, that Mas a 
fellow, a great gambler I dare say 3 ’'ou Ve heard of him 
— ^Burley Bennet — him that uon Byelands Park of one 
of the royal dukes — died worth upwards of £100,000 , 
and old llel swore he ought to hare had it, and u ould if 
he hadn't somehow offended him Ho left the money 
to Admiral Harrmgton, and lit was a relation of MeVs ' 

* But are we then utterly mixed up with tailors ^ ’ ex- 
claimed i^Irs Bamngton 

* Well, those are the facts,' said l^Ir George 

The wme made the young squire talkative. It is my 
behef that his supicions Mere not awake at that moment, 
and that, like any other young country squire, having 
got a subject he could talk on, he did not care to dis- 
contmue it The Countess was past the effort to attempt 
to stop him She had work enough to keep her smile m 
the nght place 

Every dinner may be said to have its special topic, just 
as every age has its marked reputation They are put up 
twice or thnee, and have to contend "with minor hghts, and 
to swallow i^em, and then they command the tongues of 
men and flow unmterruptedly So it was with the great 
Mel upon this occasion Cunosity was aroused about him. 
Aunt Bel agreed with Lady Jocelyn that she would have 
liked to know the mighty tailor Mrs Shome but very 
imperceptibly protested against the notion, and from ohe 
to another it ran Hjs Grace of Belfield expressed positive 
approval of Mel as one of the old school 

* Si ce n'est pas le gentilhonunej an moms, c'est-le 

gentilhomme manqu6,' said Lady Jocelyn * Ho is to 
be regretted, Duke You are nght The stuff was m 
bim, but the Fates were unkind I stretch out my hand 
to the pauvre diable,* 1 " ^ 

* f 
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' I think one leams more from the mock magnifico than 
from anythmg else/ observed his Grace. 

* When the hqn saw the donkey in his .own royal skin/ 
said Aunt Bel, ' add the rhyme at your discretion — he 
was a wiser lion, that 's all/ 

^ And the ape that strives to copy one — ^he 's an animal 
of judgement/ said Lady Jocelyn. ‘ We will be tolerant 
to the tailor, and the Countess must not set us down as a 
nation of shopkeepers • philosophically tolerant ' 

The Count^s started, and ran a httle broken * Oh I ^ 
affably out of her throat, dipped her lips to her table- 
napkin, and resumed her smile 

‘ Yes,' pursued her ladyship ; ^ old Mel stamps the age 
gone by. The gallant adventurer tied to his shop ^ 
Alternate footman and marquis, out of mtermediate 
tailor ^ Isn't there something fine in his buffoon imita- 
tion of the real thing ^ I feel already that old Mel be- 
longs to me. Where is the great man bunedi Where have 
they set the funeral brass that holds his mighty ashes ^ ' 

Lady Jocelyn's humour was fully entered mto by the 
men. The women smiled vacantly, and had a common 
thought that it was ih-bred of her to hold forth m that 
way at table, and unfeminine of any woman to speak 
oontmuously anywhere. 

‘ Oh, come * ' oned Mr. George, who saw his own sub- 
ject snapped away from him by sheer cleverness ; * old 
Mel wasn't only a buffoon, my lady, you know. Old 
Mel had his qualities He was as much a ” no-nonsense " 
fellow, m his way, as a magistrate, or a minister ' 

* Or a king, or a constable,' Aunt Bel helped his illus- 
tration. 

‘ Or a prmce, a poll-parrot, a Perigord-pie,' added 
Drummond, whose gravity did not prevent Mr, George 
from seemg that he was laughed at 

’Well, then, now, listen to this,' said Mx. George, 
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leaning his two liands on tlio lalilo resolutely Dessert 
waa laid, and, mth a full glass beside him, and a jicar to 
peel, he determined to be heard 
The Countess's eyes went mentally up to the vmdictirc 
heavens She stole a glance at Carohne, and n as alarmed 
at her excessive pallor Providence had rescued Evan 
from this ^ 

*Now, I know this to be true,' Sir George began 
* When old Mel was aUvo, he and I had plenty of spamug, 
and that—but he's dead, and I'll do him justice I 
spoke of Burley Bennet just now. Now, my lady, old 
Burley was, 1 think, Mel's half-brother, and he came, I 
know, somewhere out of Drury Lano-*onc of the courts 
near the theatre — I don't know much of London How- 
ever, old Mel wouldn't have that Nothing less than 
being bom m St James's Square would content old 5Iel, 
and he must have a Marquis for his father I needn't 
be more particular Before ladies — ahem ' But Burley 
was the shrewd hand of the tu^o Oh-h-h I such a card 1 
He knew the way to get into company without false 
pretences Well, I told you, he had lots more than 
100,0002 — some said two — and he gave up Byelands , 
never asked for it, though he won it Consequence was, 
he commanded the services of somebody pretty high 
And it was he got Admiral Hamngton made a captain, 
posted, commodore, admiral, and K 0 B , all m seven 
years I In the Army it 'd have been half the tune, for 
the HRH was stronger m that department Now, I 
know old Burley promised Mel to leave him Ins money, 
and called the Admiral an ungrateful dog He didn't 
give Mel much at a time — now and then a twenty- 
pounder or so — saw the cheques And old Mel ex- 
pected the money, and looked over his daughters like a 
turkey-cook Nobody good enough for them Whaok- 
mg handsome gals — ^three i used to be called the Three 
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Graces of Lymport And one day Burley comes and 
visits Mel, and sees the girls. And he puts his finger on 
the eldest, I can tell you. She was a spanker * She 
was the handsomest gal, I think, ever I saw For the 
mother 's a fine woman, and what with the mother, and 
what with old Mel — ' 

'We won't enter into the mysteries of ongm,' quoth 
Lady Jocelyn. 

'Exactly, my lady. Oh, your servant, of course 

Before ladies. A Burley Bennet, I said Long and 

short was, he wanted to take her up to London Says 
old Mel "London's a sad place," “Place to make 
money," says Burley. “ That 's not work for a young 
gal," says Mel. Long and short was, Burley wanted to 
take her, and Mel wouldn't let her go.' Mr. George 
lowered his tone, and mumbled, ‘ Don't know how to ex- 
plain it very well before ladies. What Burley wanted was 
—it wasn't qmte honomable,^^ yp_u^ow, though there 
was a good deal of span^es'^iin^it, and whether a real 
H.R.H., or a Marquis, or a Viscount, I can't say, but 
the offer was tempting to a tradesman, “ No," says Mel, 
bke a chap planting his flagstaff and sticking to it I 
believe that to get her to go with him, Burley offered to 
make a will on the spot, and to leave every farthing of bs 
money and property — ^upon my soul, I beheve it to be 
true — ^to Mel and his family, if he 'd let the gal go. “ No," 
says Mel I hke the old bird I And Burley got in a rage, 
and said he 'd leave every farthing to the sailor Says 
Mel . “ I 'm a poor tradesman , but I have and I always 
AVill have the feelings of a gentleman, and they 're more 
to me than hard cash, and the honour of my daughter, 
sir, is dearer to me than my blood. Out of the house I " 
ones Mel. And away old Burley went, and left every 
penny to the sailor, Admiral Harrington, who never 
noticed 'em an inch. Now, there I ' 
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'' ^ "AH had listened to Mr George attentively} and he had 
slurred the apologetic passages, and emphasized the pro- 
pitiatory * before ladies ’ in a way to make himself well 
understood a generation back 
‘ Bravo, old Mel * ' rang the voice of Lady Jocelyn, and 
a murmur ensued, m the midst of which Bose stood up 
and humed round the table to Mrs Strike, who was seen 
to rise from her chair , and as she did so, the ill-arranged 
looks fell from their unnatural restiamt down over her 
shoulders , one great curl half forward to the bosom, and 
one behmd her nght ear. Her eyes were wide, her whole 
face, neck, and fingers, white as marble. The famtest 
tremor of a frown on her blows, and her shut bps, maiked 
the oontmuation of some mtemal struggle, as if with her 
last conscious force she kept down a flood of tears and a 
wild outcry which it was death to hold Sir !Franks felt 
his arm touched, and looked up, and caught her, as Bose 
approached The Luke and other gentlemen went to 
his aid, and as the beautiful woman was borne out white 
and still as a corpse, the Countess had this dagger plunged 
in her heart fiom the mouth of Mr George, addressmg 
Miss Carrington 

‘ I swear I didn’t do it on purpose She ’s Carry 
Harrington, old Mel’s daughter, as sure as she ’s flesh - 
and blood * ’ 


CHAPTEB XYm 

TREATS OF A KANDKERCHTCF 

through Beckley Park, clear from the chalk, a 
httle stream gave hght and freshness to its pasturage. 
Near where it entered, a bathing-house of white marble 
had been built, under which the water flowed, and the 
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dive could be taken to a paved depth, and you swam 
out over a pebbly bottom into sun-l^ht, screened by the 
thick-weeded banks, loose-strife and willow-herb, and 
mint, nodding over you, and m the later season long- 
plumed yellow grasses. Here at sunnse the young men 
washed their hmbs, and here smce her return home 
Enghsh Rose loved to walk by night She had often 
spoken of the httle happy stream to Evan m Portugal, 
and when he came to Beckley Court, she arranged that 
he should sleep m a bed-room overlooking it. ^e view 
was sweet and pleasant to him, for all the babbling of the 
water was of Rose, and winding m and out, to East, to 
North, it wound to embowered hopes in the lover's mmd, 
to tender dreams , and often at dawn, when dressing, 
his restless heart embarked on it, and sailed mto havens, 
the phantom joys of which coloured his life for him all 
the day. But most he loved to look across it when the 
light fell. The palest sohtary gleam along its course 
spoke to him noh promise. The famt blue beam of a 
star chamed all his longings, charmed his sorrows to sleep. 
Rose like a fairy had breathed her spirit here, and it was 
a delight to the silly luxurious youth to he down, and fix 
some image of a flower bendmg to the stream on Ins brain, 
and in the cradle of fancies that grew round it, shde down 
the tide of sleep. 

From the image of a flower bending to the stream, like 
his own soul to the bosom of Rose, Evan built sweet fables. 
It was she that exalted him, that led him through ghtter- 
ing chapters of adventure In his dream of deeds 
achieved for her sake, you may be sure the young man 
behaved worthily, though he was modest when she 
praised him, and his limbs trembled when the land 
whispered of his great reward to come The longer ho 
stayed at Becklej’ the more he lived in this world 
withm world, and if now and then the harsh outer life 
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smote bm, a look or a word from Bose encompassed 
him agam, and he became sensible only of a distant 
pam 

At first his hope sprang wildly to possess her, to beheve, 
that after he had done deeds that would have sent 
ordinary men in the condition of shattered hulks to the 
hospital, she might be his Then blow upon blow was 
struck, and he prayed to be near her till he died no more 
Then she, herself, struck him to the ground, and sittmg 
in his chamber, sick and weary, on the evening of his 
mishap, Evan’s sole desire was to obtam the handkerchief 
he had risked his neck for To have that, and hold it to 
his heart, and feel it as a part of her, seemed much 
Over a lei^th of the stream the red round harvest-moon 
was nsmg, and the weakened youth was this evening at 
the mercy of the charm that encircled him The water 
curved, and dimpled, and flowed flat, and the whole body 
of It rushed mto the spaces of sad splendour The clus- 
tered trees stood like temples of darkness , them shadows 
lengthened supematurally , and a pale gloom crept 
between them on the sward He had been thinking for 
some time that Bose would knock at his door, and give 
him her voice, at least , but she did not come , and when 
he had gazed out on the stream till his eyes ached, he felt 
that he must go and walk by it Those httle flashes of 
the hurrying tide spoke to him of a secret rapture and of 
a ]oy-seekmg impulse , the pouring onward of all the 
blood of life to one illumined heart, mournful from excess 
of love 

Pardon me, I beg Enamoured young men have these 
notions Ordmanly Evan had sufficient common sense 
and V as as prosaic as mankmd could wish Inm , but he 
has had a temble fall m the morning, and a young woman 
rages in his bram Better, mdeed, and ‘ more manly,’ 
were he to strike and raise huge bosses on his forehead, 



TBEATS OF A HANDKERCHIEF 287 

groan, and so liave done with it. We must let him go 
his wa 3 \ 

At the door he was met by the Countess. She came 
into the room without a word or a kiss, and when she did 
speak, the total absence of any euphuism gave token of 
repressed excitement yet more than her angry eyes and 
eager step. Evan had grown accustomed to her moods, 
and if one moment she was the halcyon, and another the 
petrel, it no longer disturbed him, seemg that he was a 
stranger to the influences by which she was affected 
The Countess rated him severely for not seeking repose 
and invitmg sympathy. She told him that the Jocelyns 
had one and all combmed m an infamous plot to destroy 
the race of Harrmgton, and that Caroline had already 
succumbed to their assaults ; that the Jocelyns would 
repent it, and sooner than they thought for , and that 
the only fnend the Harringtons had in the house was 
Miss Bonner, whom Providence would hberally reward. 

Then the Countess changed to a dramatic posture, and 
whispered aloud, * Hush . she is here. She is so anxious. 
Be generous, my brother, and let her see you • ' 

* She 2 ' said Evan, famtly. ‘ May she come, Louisa * ’ 
He hoped for Rose. 

‘ I have consented to mask it,^ returned the Countess. 

‘ Oh, what do I not sacrifice for you ^ * 

She turned from ham, and to Evan^s chagnn mtro- 
duced Juhana Bonner. 

' Five mmutes, remember f ' said the Countess, * I 
must not hear of more/ And then Evan found himself 
alone with Miss Bonner, and very uneasy. This young 
lady had restless bnlhant eyes, and a contraction about 
the forehead which gave one the idea of a creature suffer- 
iBg perpetual headache She said nothing, and when 
their eyes met she dropped hers in a manner that made 
silence too expressive, Feehng which, Evan began . 
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* May I tell you that I tlun h it ib I who ought to bo 
nursing you, not you rue ^ ' 

Miss Bonner rephed by Lftmg her eyes and droppnig 
them as before, murmuring subsequently, * Would you 
do so ^ ' 

* Most certainly, if you did me the honour to select me. 

The fingers of the young lady commenced twisting and 

intertwining on her lap Suddenly she laughed : 

* It would not do at all You won't he dismissed from 
your present service till you 're unfit for any other. 

* What do you mean ^ ' said Evan, thinking more of the 
unmusical laugh than of the words. 

He received no explanation, and the irksome silence 
caused him to look through the window, a§ an escape for 
his mind, at least The waters streamed on endlessly 
into the golden arms awaiting them. The low moon 
burnt through the fohage In the distance, over a reach 
of the fiood, one tall aspen shook against the hghted sky 
Are you in pam * ' SIjss Bonner asked, and broke his 
revone 


'No, lamgomgaway.andperliapsIsighmroltmterJy ’ 
You like these grounds « ’ 

! “ any place ’ 

mth those cruel young men about you * ' 

MissTomw ■ ‘ S'oung men orael, 


toldUhem^it u^basl i *^®='l^antage of what Rose 

t'nfcun^''uni^r intended, possibly, for she 

cf dd^v tltr ^ look, and added '1 msb I 

could say the same as yon of Beckley Do yon know. 
I am cttilod Rose’s thorn ? ’ ^ juu luiv , 

‘Not by .Viss .Toceb-n hereclf. certainly i ’ 
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'There is hut the difference that ill health would 
make" 

* HI health ^ Oh, yes I And Rose is so much better 
bom." 

' To that, I am sure, she does not give a thought/ 
'NotEose^ Oht' 

An exclamation, properly lengthened, convinces the 
feelings more satisfactorily than much logic Though 
Evan claimed only the handkerchief he had won, his 
heart sank at the sound Miss Bonner watched him, and 
springing forward, said sharply 
' jMay I tell you something ^ * 

" You may tell me what you please " 

" Then, whether I offend you or not, you had better 
leave this/ 

* I am going," said Evan, ' I am only waiting to intro- 
duce your tutor to you " 

She kept her eyes on him, and m her voice as well there 
was a depth, as she returned 
‘ Mr. Laxley, Mr. Forth, and Harry, are gomg to Lym- 
port to-morrow/ 

Evan was looking at a figure, whose shadow was thrown 
towards the house from the margm of the stream 
He stood up, and taking the hand of Miss Bonner, said : 

‘ I thank you I may, perhaps, start with them. At 
any rate, you have done me a great service, which I shall 
not forget " 

The figure by the stream he knew to be that of Rose.. 
He released Miss Bonner’s trembhng moist hand, and as 
he oontmued standing, she moved to the door, after once 
following the Ime of his eyes mto the moonhght 
Outside the door a noise was audible Andrew had 
come to Bit with his dear boy, and the Countess had met 
and engaged and driven him to the other end of the 
passage, where he hung remonstratmg with her, 

T 
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‘Why, Van,^ he said, as Evan came up to him, 'I 
thought you Tvere m a profound sleep. Louisa said— 

‘ Silly Andrew * ' interposed the Countess, ‘ do you not 
observe he is sleep-walking now ^ ' and she left them with 
a light laugh to go to Juhana, whom she found m tears 
The Countess was quite aware of the efl&cacy of a little 
bit of burlesque lying to cover her retreat from any petty 
exposure, 

Evan soon got free from Andrew He was under the 
dim stars, walking to the great fire m the East. The cool 
air refreshed him , He was simply gomg to ask for his 
own, before he went, and had no cause to fear what would 
be thought by any one A handkerchief 1 A men 
might fairly win that, and carry it out of a very noble 
family, without having to blush for himself, 

I cannot say whether he inhented his feeling for rank 
from Mel, his father, or that the Countess had succeeded 
m instilling it, but Evan never took Repubhoan ground 
m opposition to those who insulted him, and never lashed 
hi3 * manhood * to assert itself, nor compared the fineness 
of hia instincts with the behaviour of titled gentlemen 
Rather he seemed to admit the distmction between his 


birth and that of a gentleman, admitting it to Ins own 
soul, as it were, and struggled simply as men struggle 
agamst a destmy The news Ihss Bonner had given 
km ^ced to break a speU wkch codd not have endured 
another u’eek , and Andrew, besides, had told km of 

mtendmg to ask for ks ou-n, and ,vish her good-bye 
Rose saw km appmach, and knew km m the distance 
She was sittmg on a lower branch of the aspen, that shot 
out almost from the root, and strpt^i,oj l-ou, buair bu 

volvmg raj-s of hght on the £^0^"“ Id 

not move to meet km She w£nn?.rw 
have hitherto known Love ^ 

®iay sprmg m the bosom 
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of a yo\u^ girl, Lke Hesper m the eyening sky, a grey 
speck in a field of grey, and not be seen or known, till 
surely as the circle advances the faint planet gathers fire, 
and, ooming nearer earth, dilates, and will and must be 
seen and known. When Evan lay hke a dead man on 
the ground, Rose turned upon herselt as the author of his 
death, and then she felt this presence within her, and her 
heart aU day had talked to her of it, and was throbbing 
now, and would not be quieted. She could only lift 
her eyes and give him her hand , she could not speak 
She thought him cold, and he was , cold enough to think 
that she and her cousin were not unlike m their manner, 
though not deep enough to reflect that it was from the 
same cause. 

She was the first to find her wits : but not before she 
spoke did she feel, and start to feel, how long had been 
the silence, and that her hand was stiU m his 

‘ Why did you come out, Evan * It was not nght ' 

‘ I came to speak to you I shall leave early to-morrow, 
and may not see you alone/ 

‘ You are goir^ ^ ' 

She checked her voice, and left the thrill of it wavering 
in him. 

‘ Yes, Rose, I am gomg , I should have gone before.' 

* Evan f ' she grasped his hand, and then timidly re- 
tained it * You have not forgiven me ^ I see now. I 
did not think of any risk to you I only wanted you to 
beat, I wanted you to be &st and best. If you knew 
how I thank God for saving you ! What my punishment 
would have been I ' 

Till her eyes were full she kept them on Mm, too deep 
in emotion to be conscious of it 

He could gaze on her tears coldly 

* I should be happy to take the leap any day for the 
prize you offered. I hare come for that ' 
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‘ For what, Evan ^ ’ But whiJo sho was epealdng the 
colour mounted in her cheeks, and sho went on rapidly ; 

* Did you tliink it unkind o£ mo not to come to nurso you. 

I must tell you, to defend myself. It was tho Countess, 
Evan Sho is offended uith me— very justly, I dare eay. 
She would not let me come, “ffhat could I do ^ I had 
no claim to come * 

Hose was not aware of the import of her speech Evan, 
though he felt more m it, and had some secret nerves sot 
tingling and dancing, uas not to be moved from his 
demand 

‘ Do you intend to witliliold it, Hose * ’ 

* Withhold what, Evan ^ Anything that you uush for 
IS youis ’ 

* The handkerchief Is not that mme ^ ' 

Bose faltered a word Why did ho ask for it ^ Be- 
cause he asked for nothing else, and wanted no other 
thing save that 

Why did she hesitate * Because it uas so poor a gift, 
and so unworthy of him 

And why did he insist ^ Because m honour she was 
bound to aunender it 

And why did she hesitate still « Let her answer 
‘ Oh, Evan * I would give you anything but that , and 
if you are gomg away, I should bog so much to keep it ’ 
He must have been m a singular state not to see her 
heart in the refusal, as was she not to see his in the request 
But Love 18 blindest just when the bandage is being re- 
moved from his forehead 

‘Then you will not give it me, Hose « Do you think I 
shall go about boasting “This is Miss Jocelyn's hand- 
kerchief, and I, pool as I am, have won it " ? ' 

Tho taunt struck aslant m Rosens breast with a peouhar 
sting She stood up, 

‘ I will give it you, Evan ' 



TREATS OF A HATOKERCHIEF 2D3 

Turning from him sho drew it forth, and handed it to 
him hurnedly. 

It was 'v\arm. It was stained with his blood. He 
guessed where it had been nestling, and now, as if by 
revelation, he saw that large sole star in the bosom of his 
darling, and was blinded by it and lost his senses 
' Rose • beloved I ' 

Like the flower of his nightly phantasy bending over the 
stream, he looked and saw in her sweet face the living 
wonders that encircled his image ; she murmurmg ' No, 
you must hate me.* 

' I love you. Rose, and dare to say it— and it *s un- 
pardonable. Can you forgive me ? * 

She raised her face to hhn 
* Forgive you for loving me ^ * she said. 

Holy to them grew the stillness • the npple suffused in 
golden moonlight : the dark edges of the leaves against 
superlative brightness. Not a chirp was heard, nor any- 
thing save the cool and endless carol of the happy waters, 
whose voices are the spirits of silence Nature seemed 
consenting that their hands should be joined, their eyes 
intermin g lin g . And when Evan, with a lover's craving, 
wished her lips to say what her eyes said so well, Rose 
drew his fingers up, and, with an arch smile and a blush, 
kissed them The simple act set his heart thumping, and 
from the look of love, she saw an expression of pam pass 
through him. Her fealty — ^her guileless, fearless truth — 
which the kissing of his hand brought vividly before him, 
conjured its contrast as well in this that was hidden from 
her, or but halE suspected Did she know— know and 
love him still ^ He thought it might be but that fell 
dead on her askmg • 

‘ Shall I speak to Mama to-mght ^ * 

A load of lead crushed him 
‘ Rose t * he said , hut could get no farther, 
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Innocently, or Tvith well-masked design, Rose branched 
off into little sweet words about Ins bruised shoulder, 
touching it softly, as if she knew the virtue that was in her 
touch, and accusmg her selfish self as she caressed it 
* Dearest Evan ^ you must have been sure I thought no 
one like you Why did you not teH me before ^ I con 
hardly beheve it now • Do you know,^ she burned on, 
‘ they think me cold and heartless, — am I ^ I must be, 
to have made you run such risk , but yet I *m sure I could 
not have survived you ' 

Dropping her voice, Rose quoted Ruth As Evan 
listened, the words were like food from heaven poured 
into hifl spmt 

To-morrow,' he kept saying to himself, ‘ to-morrow I 
will tell her all Let her think well of me a fewshort hours ’ 
But the passmg mmutes locked them closer , each had a 
new link — ^m a word, or a speechless breath, or a touch 
and to break the mamage of their eyes there must he 
mfimte baseness on one side, or on the other disloyalty to 


The moon was a silver ball, high up through the aspen- 
leavte Evan kissed the hand of Rose, and led her back 
e ouse He had appeased his conscience by 
restrai^g ^ wild desire to iLb her hps 


XXIV 

the cowtess hakes heeseie feet 
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guests ere sensible of the effect of tliis creature's mysteri- 
ous touch, ^nthout knowing what it was that paralyzed 
them. Drummond Forth had fully planned to go to 
Lymporb. He had special reasons for making mvestiga- 
tions with regard to the great Mel Harry, who was fond 
of Drummond, offered to accompany him, and Laxley, for 
the sake of a diversion, fell mto the scheme. lilr George 
Uploft was also to be of the party, and promised them fun. 
But when the time came to start, not one could be m- 
duced to move • Laxley was pressmgly engaged by Rose 
Harry showed the rope the Countess held him by , Mr 
George made a singular face, and senously advised 
Drummond to give up the project 
‘ Don't rub that woman the wrong way,' he said, in a 
private colloquy they had, ' By Jingo, she 's a Tartar 
She was as a gal, and she isn't changed, Lou Harrington 
Fancy now she knew me, and she faced me out, and 
made me think her a stranger ! Gad, I 'm glad I didn't 
speak to the others Lord's sake, keep it quiet. Don't 
rouse that woman, now, if you want to keep a whole skm ' 
Drummond laughed at his extreme earnestness m 
cautionmg him, and appeared to enjoy his dread of the 
Countess, Mir George would not tell how he had been 
induced to change his mind He repeated his advice with 
a very emphatio shrug of the shoulder. 

^ You seem afraid of her,' said Drummond 
* I am I ain't ashamed to confess it. She 's a regular 
viper, my boy 1 ' said Mr George. ^ She and I once were 
pretty thick— least said soonest mended, you know I 
offended her Wasn't quite up to her mark — a tailor's 
daughter, you know. Gad, if she didn't set an Irish 
Dragoon Captam on me * — went about in danger of my 
life. The fellow began to twist his damned black mous- 
taches the moment he clapped eyes on me — ^bullied me 
till, upon my soul, I was almost ready to fight him ^ Oh, 
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slie Tvas a little tripping Tartar of a bantam hen then, 
She^s grown smce she's been countessed, and does it 
peaoook5\ Now, I give you fair warning, you know. 
She ’b more than any man's match ' 

* I dare say I shall think the same when she has beaten 
me,' quoth cynical Drummond, and immediately went and 
gave orders for his horse to be saddled, thinking that he 
would tread on the head of the viper 

But shortly before the hour of hia departure, Mrs 
Evremonde summoned him to her, and showed him a slip 
of paper, on which was wntten, m an uncouth small 
hand 

* Madam a friend warns you that your husband is 
coming here Deep mterest m your weUare is the cause 
of an anonymous commumcation The wnter wishes only 
to warn you m tune ' 


Mrs Evremonde told Drummond that she had received 
it from one of the servants when leaving the breakfast- 
room Beyond the fact that a man on horseback had 
handed it to a httle boy, who had dehvered it over to the 
footman, Drummond could learn nothing Of course, all 
thought of the ]oumey to Lymport was abandoned If 
but to excogitate a motive for the ongm of the document, 
Drummond was forced to remam , and now he had it, and 
now he lost it agam , and as he was wandenng about in hia 
maze, the Countess met him with a * Good morning, Mr. 
Eorfch Have I impeded your expedition by taking my 
fnend Mr. Harry to cavaher me to-day * ’ 

Drummond smiimgly assured her that she had not m 
uny way disarranged his projects, and passed with so 
absorbed a brow that the Countess could afiord to turn 
licr head and inspect him, without fear that he would 
su^nac her in the act Knocking the pearly edge of her 
on her teeth, she eyed him under her jomed black 
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lashes, and deliberately read his thoughts in the mere 
shape of his back and shoulders. She read him through 
and through, and u’as unconscious of the effective attitude 
she stood in for the space of tvro full minutes, and even 
then it required one of our unhappy sex to recall her. 
This was Harry Jocelyn. 

* Sly friend,' she said to him, with a melancholy smile, 
* my one fneud here ! ' 

Hany went through the form of kissing her hand, which 
he had been taught, and practised ounnmgly as the first 
step of the ladder. 

* I Bay, you looked so handsome, standing as you did just 
now,' he remarked , and she could see how far beneath her 
that effective attitude had precipitated the youth. 

' Ah ! ' she sighed, walking on, with the step of majesty 
in exile, 

* What the deuce is the matter with everybody to-day * ' 
cried Harry. ‘ I 'm hanged if I can make it out. There 's 
the Carrington, as you her, I met her with such a pan 
of eyes, and old George looking as if he 'd been hoked, at 
her heels ; and there 's Drummond and his lady fair 
moping about the lawn, and my mother positively gettmg 
excited— there 's a miracle I and Juley 's sharpemng her 
nails for somebody, and if Ferdinand don't look out, your 
brother 'Ehe walking off with Rosey — ^that 's my opimon ' 

‘ Indeed,' said the Countess. * You really think so ^ ' 

‘ Well, they come it pretty strong together ' 

* And what constitutes the “ come it strong,” Mr. 
Harry ? ' 

‘Hold of hands, you know,' the young gentleman 
indicated, 

‘ Alas, then I must not we be more discreet ^ ' 

‘Oh I but it's different. With young people one 
knows what that means ' 

‘ Deus • ' exclaimed the Countess, tossing her head 
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'weanodly, and Harry perceived his slip, and down he 
went again 

What wonder that a youth in such training should con- 
sent to fetch and carry, to hstcu and relate, to play the 
spy and know no more of his office than that it gave him 
astonishing thrills of satisfaction, and now and then a 
secret sweet reward ^ 

The Countess had sealed Miss Carnngton’s mouth by 
one of her most dexterous strokes On leaving the dinner- 
table over-night, and seeing that Caroline's attack i\ould 
preclude their instant retreat, the gallant Countess turned 
at bay A word aside to Mi. George Uploft, and then the 
Countess took a chair by Ahss Camngton. She did all the 
conversation, and supplied all the srmles to it, and u hen a 
lady has to do that she is justiRed in strilung, and striking 
hard, for to abandon the pretence of sweetness is a gross 
imult from one woman to another 
The Countess then led circuitously, but with all the ease 
m the world, to the story of a Portuguese lady, of a 
marvellous beauty, and who u as deeply enamoured of the 
Chevaher Miguel de Hasadio, and engaged to bo marned to 
him but, alas for her 1 m the insolence of her happiness 
she wantonly mode an enemy in the person of a most 
unoffending lady, and she repented it. While sketching 
the admirable Chevaher, the Countess diew a tolling 
portrait of Mr George Uploft, and gratified her humour 
and her wiath at once by strong truth to nature m the 
desonption and animated encomiums on the mdividual 
The Portuguese lady, too, a little resembled Miss Carring- 
ton, m spite of her marvellous beauty. And it was odd 
that Camngton should give a sudden start and a 
horrified glance at the Countess just when the Countess 
vas pathetically relating the proceeding taken by the 
^venge^ lady on the beautiful betrothed of the Chevaher 
Aliguel do Raaadio whioh proceedmg was nothing other 
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than to bring to the Chevaher'e knowledge that his beauty 
had a defect concealed by her apparel, and that the specks 
in his fruit were not one, or two, but, Oh ! And the dread- 
ful sequel to the story the Countess could not iell . pre- 
ferring ingeniously to throw a tragic veil over it. Miss 
Carrington went early to bed that night. 

The courage that mounteth with occasion was eminently 
the attribute of the Countess de Saldar. After that dread- 
ful dinner she (since the weaknesses of great generals 
should not be altogether ignored), did pray for flight and 
total obsounty, but Caroline could not be left m her 
hysteric state, and now that she really perceived that 
Evan was progressmg and on the point of sealing his 
chance, the devoted lady resolved to hold her ground 
Besides, there was the pio-mo. The Countess had one 
dress she had not yet appeared in, and it was for the pic- 
nic she kept it, That small motives are at the bottom of 
many illustrious actions is a modem discovery , but I 
shall not adopt the modem pnnciple of magnifying the 
small motive tiU it overshadows my noble herome. I 
remember that the small motive is only to he seen by 
being borne into the range of my vision by a powerful 
microscope ; and if I do more than see — if I carry on my 
reflections by the aid of the glass, I arrive at conclusions 
that must be false. Men who dwarf human nature do 
this The gods are juster The Countess, though she 
wished to remain for the pic-nio, and felt warm m anticipa- 
tion of the homage to her new dress, was still a gallant 
general and a devoted sister, and if she said to herself, 

‘ Come what may, I will stay for that pic-nio, and they 
shall not brow-beat me out of it,' it is that tnfling pleasures 
are noisiest about the heart of human nature * not that 
they govern us absolutely. There is mob-rule in minds as 
in communities, but the Countess had her appetites in 
excellent drill. This pic-nio surrendered, represented to 
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Eer defeat in all its ignominy. The largest longest-headed 
of schemes nsk occasionally for somotliing suhstnntinl and 
immediate. So the Covmtc^ stipulated m iih Providence 
for the pic-mc It was a pomt to bo passed : * Tliorough 
flood, thorough fire/ 

In vnm poor Andrew Cogglcsby, to whom the dinner 
had been torture, and who Mas beginning to see tho 
position they stood m at Beckloy, begged to be allowed to 
take them away, or to go alone. The Countess laughed 
lum into submission As a consequence of her audacious 
spirits she grew more charming and more natural, and the 
humour that she possessed, but winch, lilto her other 
faculties, was usually subordinate to her plans, gave 
spontaneous bursts throughout tho day, and delighted her 
courtiers Nor did the men at all dislike the difference of 


her manner with them, and with the ladies. I may ob- 
serve that a woman who shows a marked depression in tlio 
presence of her own sex inll bo thought very superior by 
ours , that is, supposmg she is clover and agreeable 
Manhood distinguishes what flatters it A lady ap- 
proaches, * We must bo proper,^ says the Countess, and 
her hearty laugh dies with suddenness and is succeeded 
by the maturest gravity And tho Countess can look a 
profound merriment ^vlth perfect sedateness w'hen there 
appears to be an eqmvoque m company. Emely secret 
are her glances, as if under every eye-lash there lurked the 
shade of a meamng What she meant was not so clear 
AU this was going on, and Lady Jocelyn was simply 
amused, and sat as at a play. 

‘ She sMms to have stepped out of a book of Prenoh 
*LaTiegalanteetd4vote— 

voilStlaComtesse* 


^ other ladies, she did not 
Countess because she could not like her 
Here s the harm m her 2 ’ she asked ‘ She doesn^t 
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damage the men, that I can see. And a person you can 
laugh at and with, is inexhaustible/ 

* And how long is she to stay here ^ ’ lira Shome 
inquired. Sirs. IMolviilc remaiking ; * Her visit appears 
to be inexhaustible/ 

* I suppose she *11 stay till the Election business is over/ 
said Lady Jocelyn. 

The Countess had just driven with Melville to FaUow- 
field in Caroline's black lace shawl, 

* Upwards of four n^eeks longer > ' Mrs. Melville inter- 
jected 

Lady Jocelyn chuckled 

jMjss Carrington was present. She had been formerly 
sharp in her condemnation of the Countess— her affected- 
ness, her euphuism, and her vulgarity Now she did 
not say a word, though she might have done it with 
impunity, 

* I suppose, Emily, you see what Rose is about ^ ' said 
^Irs, Melville, ' I should not have thought it adviseable 
to have that young man here, myself. I think I let you 
know that ' 

‘ One young man 's as good as another,' responded her 
ladyship ‘ I Ve my doubts of the one that 's much 
better. I fancy Rose is as good a judge by this time as 
you or I ' 

Mrs. Melville made an effort or two to open Lady 
Jocelyn's eyes, and then relapsed mto the confident 
seremty inspired by evil prognostications 

‘ But there really does seem some infatuation about 
these people ^ ' exclaimed IMxs. Shome, turning to Miss 
Current * Can you understand it ® The Duke, my dear ^ 
Thmgs seem to be going on in the house, that really and 
so openly.' 

‘That's one virtue,' said Miss Current, with her im- 
perturbable metalhc voice, and face like a cold clear 



302 EVAN HARRINGTON 

northern sky ‘ Things done m acorot throw on the out- 
siders the onus of raising a scandal ' 

‘ You don^t believe, then 1 ' suggested j^Irs Shomo 

Miss Current replied : * I aluays wait for a thing lo 
happen first ’ 

' But haven't you seen, my dear 1 ' 

‘ I never see anythmg, my dear/ 

‘ Then you must bo blind, my dear ' 

* On the contrary, that 's hou I keep my sight, my 
dear' 

* I don't understand you/ said ilrs. Shomo. 

'It's a part of the science of optics, and requires 
study,' said Miss Current. 

Neither with the worldly nor the unuorldlj’ woman 
could the ladies do anythmg But they u ere soon to have 
their tnumph 

A dehoious morrung had followed the lovely mght The 
stream flowed under Evan's eyes, hke something in a 
lower sphere, now His passion took him up, as if a gemo 
had lifted him mto mid-air, and showed him the uorld on 
a palm of a hand , and yet, as he dressed by the window, 
little chinks in the garden wall, and nectannes under their 
shiny leaves, and the white walks of the garden, were 
stamped on hia hot bram accurately and lastingly, Ruth 
upon the bps of Rose • that voice of hving constancy 
made music to him everywheie * Thy God shall be my 
God ' He had heard it all through the mght He had 
not yet broken the tender charm sufficiently to tikinlr that 
he must tell her the sacrifice she would have to make 
When partly he did, the first excuse he clutched at was, 
that he had not even kissed her on the foiehead Surely 
he had been splendidly chivalrous « Just as surely he 
would have brought on himself the scorn of the chivalrous 
OT of the commonly balanced if he had been otherwise 
me grandeur of this or of any of his proceedmgs, then. 



THE COUNTESS MAKES HERSELF FELT 303 


was forfeited, as it must needs bo when we axe in the false 
position ' we can have no glory though martyred. The 
youth felt it, even to the seeing of why it was ; and he 
resolved, in justice to the dear girl, that he would break 
loose from his fetters, as we call our weakness. Behold, 
Rose met him descending the stairs, and, taking his hand, 
sang, unabashed, by the tell-tale colour commg over her 
face, a stave of a httle Portuguese air that they had both 
been fond of m Portugal ; and he, listening to it, and look- 
ing in her eyes, saw that his feelings in the old time had 
been hers. Instantly the old time gave him its breath, 
the present drew back. 

Rose, now that she had given her heart out, had no idea 
of concealment. She woidd have demed nothing to her 
aunts : she was ready to confide it to her mother Was 
she not proud of the man she loved ? When Evan^s hand 
touched hers she retamed it, and smiled up at him 
frankly, as it were to make him glad m her gladness. If 
before others his eyes brought the blood to her cheeks, she 
would perhaps drop her eye-hds an instant, and then 
glance quickly level again to reassure him. And who 
would have thought that this boisterous, boyish creature 
had such depths of eye I Cold, did they call her ^ Let 
others think her cold. The tender knowledge of her — the 
throbbmg secret they held in common sang at his heart. 
Rose made no confidante, but she attempt^ no mystery 
Evan should have risen to the height of the noble girl 
But the dearer and sweeter her bearmg became, the more 
conscious he was of the dead weight he was dragging in 
truth her behaviour stamped his false position to hard 
prmt the more he admired her for it, and he had shrmkmgs 
from the femmme part it imposed on him to play. 
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CH^VriER XXV 

IK VnnCK THE stream flows muddy AXD cia^ar 

Ak Itisli rotnevor-pup of tlio Shannon breed, Pnt by 
name, was undergoing tuition on the suard close by the 
kennels, Rose's hunting-uhip being passed through his 
collar to restrain ci ratio propensities The particular 
pomt of instruction u Inch non made poor Pat Jiang out 
his tongue, and agitato his ensp biown curls, uns the 
performance of the * down-charge a ceremony demand- 
mg implcit obedience from the animal in the nudst of 
volatile gambadoes, and a simulation of profound repose 
when his desire to be up and boundmg was mighty, 
Pat's Irish eyes were watching Rose, as ho lay \nth his 
head couched between his foropaws in the lequired 
attitude Ho had but half learnt lus lc*;son, and some- 
thing in lus half -humorous, half-mclanoholy look talked to 
Rose more eloquently than her fnend Ferdinand at her 
clbow% Laxley was her assistant dog-broakor Rose 
would not abandon her friends because she had accepted 
a lover On the contrary, Rose was ver^’ kmd to Ferdi- 
nand, and perhaps felt boimd to be so to-day To-day, 
also, her face was hghted , a leadiness to coloui, and an 
expression of deeper knowledge, W'luch she noiv had, made 
the girl dangerous to friends This was not Rose's fault 
but there is no doubt among the faculty that love is a 
contogiouB disease, and we ought not to come withm miles 
of the creatures m w^hom it lodges 

Pat's tad kept bmtmg to his mistress that a change 
wouldafiordlumsatisfaction After a time she withdrew^ 
uer wistful gaze from him, and listened entirely to Ferdi- 

^ • and it struck her that he spoke particularly w ell 
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to-day, though, she did not see so much in his eyes as in 
Pat's The subject concerned his departure, and he asked 
Bose if she should be sorry. Bose, to make him sure of it, 
threw a music into her voice dangerous to friends. For 
she had given heart and soul to Evan, and had a sense, 
therefore, of being irredeemably in debt to her old 
associates, and wished to be doubly kind to them. 

Pat took advantage of the diversion to stand up quietly 
and have a shake. He then began to kiss his mistress's 
hand, to show that all was nght on both sides , and fol- 
lowed this with a playful pretence at a bite, that there 
might be no subsequent misundexstanding, and then a 
bark and a whme. As no attention was paid to this 
amount of plam-speabng, Pat made a bolt. He got no 
farther than the length of the whip, and all he gained was 
to bring on himself the temble word of drill once more. 
But Pat had tasted liberty. Irish rehelhon against con- 
stituted authority was exhibited Pat would not . his 
ears tossed over his head, and he jumped to nght and left, 
and looked the raggedest rapparee that ever his ancestry 
trotted after Rose laughed at his fruitless efEorts to get 
free , hut Ferdinand meditatively appeared to catch a 
sentiment in them 

* Down-charge, sn, wih you ^ Ah, Pat ^ Pat * You 'll 
have to obey me, my boy. Now, down-charge f ' 

While Rose addressed the language of reason to Pat, 
Ferdinand shpped in a soft word or two. Presently she 
saw him on one knee 

‘ Pat won't, and I will,' said he 

* But Pat shall, and you had better not,' said she. 

^ Besides, my dear Ferdinand,' she added, laughing, ‘ you 
don't know how to do it ' 

* Do you want me prostrate on all fours, Rose ^ ' 

* No. I hope not Do get up, Ferdinand. You 'll be 
seen from the wmdows ' 


TJ 
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Instead of quitting his posture, ho caught her hand, and 
scared her ■with a declaration. 

‘ Of all men, you to be on your knees I and to me, 
Ferdinand 1 ^ she oned, in discomfort 
‘ Why shouldn't I, Rose ^ ' was this youth's answer. 

He had got the idea that foreign cavaher manners w ould 
take 'With her , but it was not so easy to make ins speech 
correspond with his posture, and he lost his opporlunst}'', 
which was pretty However, ho spoke plain English 
The mtemew ended by Rose releasing Pat from drill, and 
runnmg off in a burr}’’ IVhere w os Evan ^ She must have 
luB consent to speak to her mother, and prevent a recur- 
rence of these silly scenes. 

Evan n as with Carohne, his sister 
It was contrary to the double mjunction of tho Countess 
■that Caroline should receive Evan during her absence, or 
that he should disturb the dear mvahd with a visit These 
two were not unlike both in organization and character, 
and they had not sat together long before thc'v found each 
other out Now, to further Evan's love-smt, tho Countess 
had mduced Carohne to contmuo yot awhile m tho 
Purgatory Beckley Court had become to her , but Evan, 
m speaking of Rose, expressed a dotcnnmation to leave 
her, and Carohne caught at it 
‘ Can you ? — will you ^ Oh, dear Van I have you the 
courage ^ I—look at mo — ^you know the homo I go to, 
and — and I think of it here as a place to bo happy in 
What have our marriages done for us * Better that we 
had married simple stupid men who earn their bread, and 
would not have been ashamed of us I And, my dearest, 
it IB not only that None can tell what our temptations 
are Louisa has strength, but 1 feel I have none , and 
though, dear, for your true mterest, I would indeed 
sacrifice myself — ^I would, Van ^ I would I — ^it is not good 
for you to stay, — I know it is not For yon have Papa's 
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sense of honour— and oh » if you should learn to despise 
me, my dear brother t ' 

She kissed hnu , her nerves were agitated by strong 
mental excitement He attributed it to her recent attack 
of illness, but could not help asking, while he caressed her : 

^ What that ? Despise you ^ ^ 

It may have been that Carolme felt then, that to speak 
of something was to forfeit something, A hght glimmered 
across the dewy blue of her beautiful eyes Desire to 
breathe it to him, and have bis loving aid . the fear of 
forfeitmg it, evd as it was to her, and at the bottom of all, 
that doubt we choose to encourage of the harm m a 
pleasant sm unaccomplished , these might be read m the 
rich dim gleam that swept like sunlight over sea-water 
between breaks of cloud. 

‘ Dear Van > do you love her so much * * 

Carolme knew too well that she was shutting her own 
theme with iron clasps whenehe once touched on Evan^s 

Love her * Love Rose ? It became an endless carol 
with Evan, Carolme sighed for him from her heart. 

* You know — ^you understand me , don*t you ? ’ he said, 
after a breathless excursion of his fancy. 

* I beheve you love her, dear. I tbiuk I have never 
loved any one but my one brother.* 

His love for Rose he could pour out to Carolme , when 
it came to Rose*B love for him his blood thickened, and his 
tongue felt guilty. He must speak to her, he said, — ^tell 
her aU. 

‘ Yes, tell her all,* echoed Carolme * Do, do tell her. 
Trust a woman utterly if she loves you, dear. Go to her 
instantly.* 

* Could you bear it * * said Evan. He began to think it 
was for the sake of his sisters that he had hesitated. 

‘ Bear it ^ bear anythmg lather than perpetual im- 
posture. What have I not borne ^ TeU her, and then, if 
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she is cold to you, let us go. Let us go I *?hall bo glnd lo. 
Ah, Van 1 I lore you so/ Carolmo^s voice deepened * I 
love you so, my dear. You vron^i let your new love dnvo 
me out ^ Shall you alwu}^ love me ? \ 

Of that she might be sure, ^^halovo^ happened. 

‘ Should you love mo, Van, if evil befel mo ? ' 

Thnce as well, he swore to her. 

* But if I — if I, Van Oh 1 my life is mtolernblc 1 

Supposmg I should ever disgrace you m any u a\ , and not 
turn out all you fancied me, I am veiy u oak and un- 
happy * 

Evan kissed her confidently, with a uarm smile. Ho 
said a few words of the great faith ho had m hei u ords 
that were bitter comfort to Carolmo This brother who 
might save her, to bun she dared not speak Lid she w ish 
to be saved ? She only knew that to u ound Evan s sense 
of honour and the high and chivahous veneration for her 
sex and pride in himself and those of his blood, would bo 
wicked and unpardonable, and that no earllily plcasmc 
could droTO it Thinking this, with her hands joined m 
pale dejection, Carolme sat silent, and Eran left her to lay 
bare his heart to Rose On his nay to find Rose ho uas 
' stopped by the announcement of the arrival of jMr, 
Raikes, who thrust a bundle of notes into his hand, and 
after speokmg loudly of * his ourncle,^ retired on important 
husmess, as ho said, with a mystenons air * I 'm beaten 
m many things, but not in the article LiicLy* ho remarked , 
* you wiU hear of me, though hardly as a tutor in this 
academy ' 

Sca nnin g the bundle of notes, without a reflection 
beyond the thought that money was in his hand , and 
wondering at the apparition of the cuinole, Eran was 
jomed by Harry Jocelyn, and Harrj' linked his arm in 
Evan’s and plunged with extraordmary spontaneity and 
candour into the state of his money affaus What the 
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deuce ho was to do for money he did not know. From the 
impressive manner m winch ho put it, it appeared to he 
one of Nature's great problems that the whole human race 
were bound to set their heads together to solve, A 
hundred pounds—Harry wnted no more, and he could 
not get it. His uncles ^ they were as poor as rats ; and 
all the spare money they could club was gomg for Mel's 
Election expenses. A hundred and fifty was what Harry 
really wanted , but he could do with a hundred. Ferdi- 
nand, who had plenty, would not even lend him SSfty, 
Ferdinand had dared to hint at a debt already unsettled, 
and he called himself a gentleman 1 
^ You wouldn't speak of money-matters now, would you, 
Harrington ? ' 

‘ I dislike the subject, I confess,' said Evan. 

‘ And so do I ' Harry jumped at the perfect similanty 
between them, * You can’t think how it bothers one to 
have to talk about it You and I are tremendously alike.' 

Evan might naturally suppose that a subject Harry 
detested, he would not continue, but for a whole hour 
Harry turned it over and over with gnm glances at Jewry 
‘ You see,' he wound up, I 'm in a fix. I want to help 

that poor girl, and one or two things ' 

' It 's for that you want it 1 ' cried Evan, brightening to 
him * Accept it from me/ 

It IS a thing familiar to the experience of money- 
borrowers, that your * last chance ' is the man who is to 
accommodate you , but we are always astonished, never- 
theless , and Harry was, when notes to the amount of the 
largest sum named by him were placed m his hand by one 
whom he looked upon as the last to lend. 

‘ Whit a trump you are, Hamngton * ' was ah he could 
say ; and then he was for hurrying Evan into the house, to 
find pen and paper, and write,down a memorandum of the 
loan ; but Evan insisted upon sparing him the trouble. 
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tliougb. Harry, mth the admirable scruples of an inveterate 
borrower, begged hard to be allowed to bind himself 
legally to repay the money 

* Ton my soul, Hamngton, you make me remember I 
once doubted whether you were one of us — rather your 
own fault, you know 1 * said Harry ' Bury that, won^t 
you«’ 

* Till your doubts recur/ Evan observed , and Harry 
burst out, * "Gad, if you weren't such a melancholy beggar, 
you 'd be the jolliest fellow I know ^ There, go after 
Rosey Dashed if I don't think you 're ahead of Eerdi** 
nand, long chalks Your style does for gula. I like 
women ' 

With a chuckle and a wmk, Hany swung off Evan 
had now to reflect that he had just thrown away part of 
the pnoe of his bondage to Tadordom , the mention of 
Rose flUed his mind Where was she ^ Both were seek* 
mg one another. Rose was m the cypress walk. He saw 
the star-like figure up the length of it, between the swelling 
tall dark pillars, and was hurrying to her, resolute not to 
let one minute of deception blacken further the soul that 
loved so true a soul She saw him, and stood smihng, 
when the Countess issued, ahadow-hke, from a side path, 
and declared that she must claim her brother for a few 
instants Would her sweet Rose pardon her ^ Rose 
bowed coolly The hearts of the lovers were chilled, not 
that they perceived any mahce m the Countess, but their 
keen mstmots felt an evil fate 

The Countess had but to tell Evan that she had met the 
insolvent in apples, and recognized himundei his change of 
fortune, and had no doubt that at least he would amuse 
the company Then she asked her brother the superflu- 
ous question, whether he loved her, which Evan answered 
satisfactorily enough, as he thought , but practical ladies 
require proofs. 
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* Quick/ stiid Evan, seeing Rose vanish, * what do you 
want ? I ’ll do anything/ 

‘ Anything ^ Ah, but tliis will be disagreeable to you ’ 

^ Name it at once, I promise beforehand ’ 

The Countess wanted Evan to ask Andrew to be the 
very best brother-m-law m the world, and win, unknown 
to himself, her cheerful thanks, by lending Evan to lend to 
her the sum of one hundred pounds, as she was m absolute 
distress for money. 

‘ Really, Louisa, this is a thing you might ask him 
yourself,’ Evan remonstrated. 

* It would not become me to do so, dear,’ said the 
Countess, demurely ; and inasmuch as she had already 
draum on Andrew m her o\m person pretty largely, her 
views of propriety were correct in this mstance. 

Evan had to consent before he could be released. He 
ran to the end of the walk through the portal, into the 
park. Rose was not to be seen. She had gone in to 
dress for dinner. The opportunity might recur, but 
would his courage come with it ? His courage had sunk 
on a sudden ; or it may have been that it was worse for 
this young man to ask for a loan of money, than to teU 
his beloved that he was basely bom, vile, and unworthy, 
and had snared her into loving him; for when he 
and Andrew were together, money was not alluded to, 
Andrew, however, betrayed remarkable discomposure. 
He said plainly that he wanted to leave Beokley Court, 
and wondered why he didn’t leave, and whether he was 
on his head or his feet, and how he had been such a fool 
as to come. 

‘ Do you mean that for me ^ ’ said sensitive Evan. 

‘ Oh, you ' You ’re a young buck,’ returned Andrew, 
evasively. ' We common-place business men — we ’re 
out of our element ; and there ’s poor Carry can’t sit 
down to their dinners without an upset I thank God 
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I a Radical, Van , one man 's the same as another to 
me, ho’W^ he ’s bom, as long as he "s honest and agreeable 
But a chap like that George Hploft to look do'^vn on 
anybody ^ ^Gad, I Ve a good mind to bnng in a Bill 
for the Abohtion of the Squirearchy ' 

Ultimately, Andrew somehow contnved to stick a hint 
or two about the terrible dinner m Evan's quivering flesh 
He did it as dehcately as possible, half begging pardon, 
and perspiring profusdy, Evan grasped his hand, and 
thanked him Caroline's illness was now explamed to 

hlTYI 


‘ I 'll take Carohne with me to-morrow,’ he said 
‘Louisa wishes to stay— there's a pic-mc Will you 
look to her, and bnng her with you ^ ' 

‘ My dear Van,’ rephed Andrew, * stop with Louisa « 
Now, in confidence, it 's as bad as a couple of wives , 
no disrespect to my excellent good Harry at home, 
hut Louisa— I don't know how it is— but Louisa,— you 
lose your head, you 're in a whirl, you 're an automaton, 
a teetotum I I haven't a notion of what I 've been 
doing or saying since I came here* My behef is, I 've 
been lying right and left I shall be found out to a 
certainty Oh ! if she 's made her mind up for the 
pic-nic, somebody must stop. I can only tell you, Van, 
it 's one perpetual vapour-bath to me There 'll be room 
for two in my trousers when I get back I ^all have to 
get the tailor to take them in a full half ' 

Here occurred an opening for one of those acnd plea- 
santnes which console us when there is homd warfare 
withm. 


You must give me the work,' said Evan, partly pleased 
•mth 1 m hated self for being able to jest on the subject, 
aa a piece of prdimmary self-conquest 
‘ Ma I ’ Trent Andrew, as if the joke were too good to 
be dwelt on, ‘Hem’, and by way of diverting from it 
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cleverly and naturally, lie remarked that the weather 
wag fine. This made Evan allude to his letter written 
from Lymport, upon which Andrew said : ‘ tush f pish I 
humbug ^ nonsense ^ won’t hear a word. Don’t know 
anything about it, Van, you ’re going to be a brewer. 
I say you are. You ’re afraid you can’t ^ I tell you, 
sir, I ’ve got a bet on it. You 're not goir^ to make me 
lose, are you — eh * I have, and a stiff bet, too. You 
must and shall, so there 's an end. Only we can't make 
arrangements jitst yet, my boy. Old Tom — ^veiy good 
old fellow — ^but, you know — ^must get old Tom out of the 
way, first Now go and dress for dinner. And Lord 
preserve us from the Great Mel to-day I’ Andrew 
mumbled as he turned away. 

Evan could not reach his chamber without being way- 
laid by the Countess, Had he remembered the sister 
who sacnfioed so much for him ? ‘ There, there ^ ’ 

cned Evan, and her hand closed on the dehcious golden 
whispers of bank-notes And ‘ Oh, generous Andrew * 
dear good Evan ! ’ were the exclamations of the gratified 
lady. 

There remained nearly another hundred Evan laid 
out the notes, and ey^ them while dressing. They 
seemed to say to him, ^We have you now’ He was 
clutched by a beneficent or a most mahgnant magician. 
The former seemed due to him, considenng the cloud on 
his fortunes. This enigma might mean, that by sub- 
mitting to a temporary humiliation, for a trial of him — 
in fact, by his acknowledgement of the fact, loathed 
though it was, — he won a secret overlooker’s esteem, 
gamed a powerful ally. Here was the proof, he held the 
proof. He had read Arabian Tales and could believe 
in marvels ; especially could he believe m the friendliness 
of a magical thing that astounded without hurtmg him. 

He sat down m his room at night and uTote a fairly 
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manful letter to Rose , and it is to bo said of tlio wretch 
he then saw himself, that he pardoned lier for turning 
from so vile a pretender Ho heai d a «!tcp in the passage 
It was Polly Wheedle Polly had put her \ oung mistress 
to bed, and was retiring to her omti Bluinbcr^ He made 
her take the letter and proni^o to dchvci it immediately 
Would not to-morrow morning do, she a<*ked, as IMiss 
Rose nas very sleepy. lie eeemed to hc*iilale — he was 
picturing how Rose looked ^^hcn ycry Mcep}, Wliy 
should he siiirender this darlmg ^ /Vnd sulitlor question 
—why should ho make her unhappy ? Why disturb 
her at all m her sncct sleep ^ 

*Well,* said Evan 'To-niorrou do— -Xo, take 

it to-night, for God's sake ^ ' ho cried, as one ho bursts 
the spell of an opiate ‘ Go at once.* The temptation 
had almost overcome him. 

Polly thought his proceedings queer *Vnd ulint could 
the letter contain A declaration, of course. She 
walked slowly along the passage, meditating on love, 
and remotely on its slave, 3Ir, Nicholas Prim Nicholas 
had never wntten her a letter , but she was dotermmed 
that he should, some day She nondcred uhat love- 
letters were like * Like valentines ^nthout the Cupids 
Practical valentmes, one might say. Not vapour}' and 
wild, but hot and to the pomt Delightful thmgs * 
No harm in peepmg at a love-letter, if you do it nith the 
eye of a friend 

Polly spelt just a word when a door opened at her 
elbow She dropped her candle and curtsied to the 
Countess's voice The Countess desired her to enter, 
and all in a tremble Polly crept m. Her air of guilt made 
the Countess thnil She had merely called her in to 
extract daily gossip The comer of the letter stickmg 
up under Polly's neck attracted her strangely, and 
hegmmng with the famihar, ‘ Well, child,' she talked. 
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of tilings interesting to Polly, and then exhibited the 
pic^nic dress. It was a lovely half-monmmg ; airy 
sorrows, gauzy griefs, you might imagme to constitute 
the wearer. White delicatelystriped, exquisitely trimmed, 
and of a stuff to make the feminine mouth water I 

Could Polly refuse to try it on, when the flattering 
proposal met her ears 1 Blushing, shame-faced, adormg 
the lady who made her look adorable, PoUy tried it on, 
and the Countess complimented her, and made a doll of 
her, and turned her this way and that way, and intoxi- 
cated her. 

‘ A rich husband, Polly, child i and you are a lady 
ready made ' 

Infamous poison to poor PoUy , but as the thunder 
destroys small insects, exalted schemers are to be excused 
for riding down their few thonsands Moreover, the 
Countess really looked upon domestics as being only 
half-souls. 

Dressed in her own attire again, PoUy felt in her 
pockets, and at her bosom, and sang out . ' Oh, my I 
Oh, where 1 Oh 1 * 

The letter was lost. The letter could not be found. 
The Countess grew extremely fatigued, and had to dis- 
miss PoUy, in spite of her eager petitions to be aUowed 
to search under the carpets and mside the bed 

In the morning came Evan^s great tnal There stood 
Rose She turned to him, and her eyes were happy and 
unclouded 

^ You are not changed ? ' he said. 

* Changed ® what could change me ^ ^ 

The God of true hearts bless her l He could hardly 
beUeve it. 

' You are the Rose I knew yesterday ? ^ 

'Yes, Evan, But you — you look as if you had not 
slept." 
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‘You Trill not learo mo this morning, before I go, 
Rose 1 Oh, my darling I this that you do for me i3 the 
work of an angel — ^nothing less I I Imvc been n coward. 
And my beloved I to feel vilo is agony to me — it makca 
me feel unworthy of the hand I press. Kow all is clear 
between us I go 1 am forgiven/ 

Rose repeated his last n ords, and then added Imrriodly : 
* All iS clear between us ^ Shall I speak to Mama this 
mommg ^ Dear Evan i it n ill bo right that I sliould ^ 

For the moment ho could not understand ttIiv, but 
supposmg a scrupulous honesty in her, said* ‘Yes* 
tell Lady Jocelyn all * 

* And then, Evan, you will never need to go/ 

They separated The deop-toned sentence sang in 
Events heart Rose and her mother u ere of one stamp 
And Rose might speak for her mother To take the 
hands of such a parr and bo hfted out of the riough, ho 
thought no shame * and all through the hours of the 
morning the imago of tvvo angels stooping to touch a 
leper, pressed on hia brain hko a reahty, and \\ cat divinely* 
through his blood 

Toward rmd-day Rose beckoned to him, and led him 
out across the lawn into the park, and along the borders 
of the stream 

‘ Evan/ she said, ' shall I really speak to Mama ^ ' 

‘ You have not yet « ' he answered, 

* No I have been with Juhana and Tnth Drummond 
Look at this, Evan ’ She showed a small black speck in 
the palm of her hand, which turned out, on your vieuong 
it cMy, to be a brand of the letter L ‘ Mama did that 
vrhen I was a httle girl, because I told hes. I never could 
disfemgmsh between truth and falsehood; and hlama 
set that mark on me, and I have never told a he smee 
She forgives anything but that. She will he our fnend , 
she Will never forsake us, Evan, if we do not deceive her. 
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Oh, Evan ! it never is of any use. But deceive her, and 
she cannot forgive you. It is not in her nature." 

Evan paused before he replied : ‘ You have only to 
tell her ^yhat I have told you. You know everything/ 

Rose gave him a fljnng look of pain : * Everything, 
Evan ? Viliat do I know 1 " 

* Ah, Rose ! do you compel me to repeat it * ' 

Bewildered, Rose thought : ‘ Have I slept and forgotten 

it?" 

He saw the persistent gneved interrogation of her 
eyebrous, 

* Well ! " she sighed resignedly : * I am yours ; you 
know that, Evan/ 

But he was a lover, and quarrelled with her sigh. 

' It may well make you sad now, Rose," 

' Sad ? no, that does not make me sad No , but my 
hands are tied. I cannot defend you or justify myself, 
and induce Mama to stand by us Oh, Evan ! you love 
me I why can you not open your heart to me entirely, 
and trust me ^ ' 

^ More ? " cned Evan : * Can I trust you more ^ " 
He spoke of the letter : Rose caught his hand. 

‘ I never had it, Evan. You wrote it last mght * 
and all was written in it ^ I never saw it — ^but I know all " 

Their eyes fronted The gates of Rose's were wide 
open, and he saw no hurtful beasts or lurkmg snakes in 
the happy garden within, but Love, like a fixed star, 

‘ Then you know why I must leave, Rose " 

* Leave ? Leave me * On the contrary, you must 
stay by me, and support me. Why, Evan, we have to 
fight a battle " 

Much as he worshipped her, this mtrepid directness of 
soul startled him — ahnost humbled him. And her eyes 
shone with a firm cheerful hght, as she exclaimed . ‘ It 
makes me so happy to think you were the first to mention 
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tbs. You meant to be, and that^s the same thing. 

I heard it this morning ‘ you wrote it last night It "s 
you I love, Evan Your birth, and what you were 
obhged to do— that 's nothmg. Of course I 'm sorry for 
it, dear But I *m more sorry for the pam I must 
have Bometunes put you to It happened through my 
mother's father bemg a merchant , and that side of the 
family the men and women are quite sordid and un- 
endurable , and that *s how it came that I spoke of dis- 
hTnng tradesmen I httle thought I should ever love one 
qjrung from that class ' 

She turned to him tenderly 
‘ And m spite of what my birth is, you love me, Rose ^ 

' There 's no spite in it, Evan I do ' 

Hard for him, while his heart was meltmg to caress her, 
the thought that he had snared this bud of heaven m a 
net • Rose gave him no tune for reflection, or the 
moony imagining of their raptures lovers love to dwell 
upon 

' You gave the letter to Polly, of course ^ ' 

‘Yes' 

* Oh, naughty Polly > I must punish you,' Rose 
apostrophized her ‘You might have divided us for 
ever "Well, we shall have to fight a battle, you under- 
stand that Win you stand by me ^ ' 

Would he not his soul for her ^ 

‘Very well, Evan Th^— but don't be sensitive. 
Oh, how sensitive you are i I see it all now This is 
what we shall have to do We shall have to speak to 
Mama to-day— this morning Drummond has told me 
he is gomg to speak to her, and we must be first That 's 
decided I begged a couple of hours You must not 
be offended with Drummond He does it out of pure 
affection for us, and I can see he 's nght — or, at least, 
not qmto wrong He ought, I think, to know that he 
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c-^nn^'t me* Vt^ry well, we fhnll win Mninn hy 

wltra w, 0^4. My mother hni^ ten iny wit*^, mid yet 
i mnnn<*v Iwr like n fenUwT I have onlv to bo lionc^t 
i>n i ♦‘UA'chtfoiw^ml. 'I lion Mrnnn will pain over Papa, 
r \\\ omir^o, won^ hko it. Ho (|uirt and ca\v, but 
hr* in o>. bk>o>b luu nbo hkts pcaoc bet lei ; and 
! think ln\i Ro^-oi—a* well «oim’t)od\ — almost^ 

tin r\* oni ‘‘^nt wluno wo— wlitTc you would 
txA\ nuMkf m\ intulkorobiof. } ran't talk any nioio ' 

n»vr. {nd ‘'uddonh fallen from her jirnitle, eoft and 
W)^rt-brK nilu tk 

* Ttu n, do'^r/ Mm w<*nt on, ‘ wo Minll have to fight the 
fundy. Aunt Shorm* will he loinhlc* My pool uncles! 
I pit\ thorn. Ihit (hey will come lound They always 
jnve thou^rhi wlnt I dul was right, and why Miould they 
chmmf tin ir mind*' now ? 1 Mmll loll them that at (heir 
time td hh* a <hiinge of any kind !•< \cry unwise and bad 
for llum, ^ihen tlurc Ginndmamn Bonnci. »Slic can 
hun u*- really, if she pleases, Oli, my dear Evan 1 if 
\ou had onlv been a curate I Why isn’t your name 
Ihirdf y ^ Tiicn my Grnndmamu the Countess of Elbuinc. 
Well, wc Imv c a Counle‘-‘- on out side, haven't vve ^ And 
that remind*' me, Evan, if wc be to bo happy and succeed, 
you must pioniise one thing you will not tell the 
Counle'^s, your wMcr, Don't confide tins to her. Will 
vou piomho ’ ' 

Even assured her lie was not in the habit of pouring 
secrets into any bosom, the Countess's as little as another's. 

* Very well, then, Evan, it 's unpleasant while it lasts, 
but wc shall gain ilic day. Undo MclviUo will give j’ou 
an appointment, and then ^ ' 

* Yes, Rose/ he said, * I will do this, though I don't 
think you can know what I shall have to endure— not m 
confcpsing what I am, but in feeling that I have brought 
you to my level' 
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* Does iti not raise mo ^ ^ she oned. 

He shook lus head. 

* But m reahty, Evan — apart from more appearances — 
m reahty it does 1 it docs * * 

\ ‘Men inll not thmlc so, Rose, nor can I. Oh, m> 
Rose I how diffcient you make mo Up to tins liour I 
have been so weak * tom two ways 1 You give me 
double strength.' 

Then these lovers talked of distant days — compared 
their feelings on this .and that occasion vilh mutual 
wonder and dehght /Then the old hours lived anew 
And — did you reajdy think that, Evnn^ And — Oh, 
Rose ! was that^ur dream ? And the meaning of that 
by-gone look ^as it what they fancied ^ And such and 
such a tone ^df voice , would it bear the wished inter- 
pretation ^ Thus does Love avenge himself on tho 
unsatisfactory Past and call out its essence 
Could Evan do less than adore her ^ Sho knew all, 
and she loved him > Smee he was too shy to allude more 
than once to his letter, it was natural that ho should not 
ask her how she came to know, and how’ much tho ‘ all ' 
that she know oompnsed In his letter ho had told all , 
the condition of his parents, and hia own Honestly, 
now, what with has dazzled state of mmd, liis deep 
inward happmess, and love’s endless delusions, he 
abstamed from touohmg the subject further Honestly, 
therefore, as far as a lover can be honest 
So they toyed, and then Rose, settmg her fingers loose, 
whispered ‘ Are you ready * ' And Evan nodded , 
and Rose, to make him think bght of the matter in hand, 
laughed • ‘ Pluck not qmte up yet ^ ’ 

Quite, my Rose ^ ’ said Evan, and they walked to the 
'house, not qmte knowing what they weie going to do 
On the steps they met Drummond with lilrs Evre- 
monde Little imagining how heart and heart the two 
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bad grown, and that Eyan would understand him, 
Drummond caEed to Rose pla3rfully : * Time up/ 

‘Is it ^ ' Rose answered, and to Mrs. Evremonde : 
‘Give Drummond a walk. Poor Drummond is gomg 
siEy.' 

Evan looked into his eyes calmly as he passed. 

‘ Where are you going, Rose ’ ' said Mrs. Evremonde. 
‘ Going to give my maid Polly a whippmg for losing a 
letter she ought to have dehvered to me last mght,’ said 
Rose, in a loud voice, looking at Drummond. ‘And 
then going to Mama. Pleasure first — duty after. Isn't 
that the proverb, Drummond ^ ' 

She kissed her fingers rather scornfully to her old fnend, 


CBAPTER XXVI 

MBS. MEL MAKES A BED EOB HBBSELE MSTD E AMTT. Y 

Tse last person thought of by her children at this period 
was Mrs. Mel : nor had she been thinking much of them 
till a letter from Mr. Goren amved one day, which caused 
her to pass them seriously m review. Always an early 
bird, and with maxims of her own on the subject of rising 
and getting the worm, she was standmg in a small perch 
m the comer of the shop, diotatmg accounts to Mrs, 
Piske, who was copying hurriedly, that she might earn 
sweet intervals for gossip, when Dandy limped up and 
dehvered the letter Mrs. Fiske worked ha^ while her 
aunt was occupied in readmg it, for a great deal of fresh 
talk follows the advent of the post, and may be reckoned 
on. Without looking up, however, she could tell pre- 
sently that the letter had been read through. Such 
being the case, and no conversation coming of it, her 
X 
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curiosity ms violent Her aunt's face* too, u as an index 
of sometlimg cxtraordlIln^ 3 ^ That infloxiblc nonmn, 
instead of alluding to the letter in any ^lay, folded it up, 
and renewed her dictation. It became a contest betw cen 
them which should show lier human nature first . Sirs. 
Mel had to repress what sbo Icnou ; j\Ir8 Eisko to control 
the passion for intelligonco The closo neighbourhood 
of one anxious to receive, and one capable of giving, 
waxed too much for both 

* I think, Anno, you are stupid this morning/ said Sirs. 
Mel 

* Well, I am, aunt/ said Mrs Fisko, pretending not to 
see which was the fiist to unbend, ' I don't knon nhat 
it is The figures scorn all dazzled like, I shall really 
be glad when Evan comes to take Ins proper place ' 

* Ah * ' went Mrs Mel, and Mrs Fisko beard her 
muttermg Then she cued out » ‘ Are Hnmct and 
Carolmo as groat bars os Louisa ? ' 

Mrs Eiske grimaced ' That u ould bo difficult, would 
it not, aunt ? ' 

‘ And I have been tellmg everybody that my son is in 
town learning Ins busmess, ulien he *b idbng at a countr}^ 
house, and trying to play his father over again » Upon 
my word, what with liars and fools, if you go to sleep a 
minute you have a month's work on your back ' 

‘ What is it, aunt * ' Mis Fiske feobl}' inquired* 

' A gentleman, I suppose ! He wouldn't take an order 
if it was offered Upon my word, when tailors thinlc of 
winning heiresses it 's tune we went back to Adam and 
Eve ' 

* Do you mean Evan, aunt ® ' interposed Mrs Fisko, 
who probably did not see the turns in her aunt's mmd. 

^ There— read for yourself,' said Mrs Mel, and left her 
with the letter 

Mrs Fiske read that Mr. Goren had been astonished at 
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Evan'b iion-apponrnncc, and at liis total silcnco ; wliich 
he did not con*3idcr nllogetlicr gentlemanl}^ behaviour, 
and certainly not such as his father M’ould have practised. 
Mr Goren regretted his absence the more as he would 
have found limi useful in a icmarkablo invention he was 
about to patent, being a peculiar red cross upon shirts — 
a fortune to the patentee , but as Mr, Goren had no 
natural heirs of Ins body, he did not care for that. What 
a&ctcd him painfull}^ >\as the nous of Evan's doings at 
a noble house, Becklcy Court, to wit, where, according 
to the report of a iich young gentleman friend, Mr. 
R a ikes (for whose custom Sir. Goren was bound to thanlc 
Evan), the youtli who should have been leammg the 
science of Tailoring, had actually passed himself off as a 
lord, or the son of one, or something of the kind, and had 
got engaged to a wealthy heiress, and would, no doubt, 
niarrj’* her if not found out. Where the chances of 
detection were so numerous, Mr. Goren saw much to 
condemn in the idea of such a marnage. But ‘like 
father like son/ said Mr. Goren. He thanked the Lord 
that an honest tradesman was not looked down upon m 
this country ; and, in fact, gave Mrs Mel a few quiet 
digs to waken her remorse m having missed the man that 
he was. 

When Mrs. Fiske met her aunt agam she returned her 
the letter, and simply remarked : ‘ Louisa ' 

Mrs. Mel nodded. She understood the imphoation. 

The General who had schemed so successfully to gam 
Evan time at Beokley Court, in his own despite and 
agamst a hundred obstructions, had now another enemy 
in the field, and one who, if she could not undo her work, 
could punish her. By the afternoon coach, Mrs Mel, 
accompanied by Dandy her squire, was journeying to 
Fallowfield, bent upon things The faithful squire was 
kept by her side rather as a security for others than for 
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Ms particular Bcmces Dandj 's arms were croiscd, and 
hiB countenance uas gloomy Ho had boon promihod a 
holiday that afternoon to give his mistress, Sally, R''™® 
cook, an amng, and Dandy know m his soul that Solly, 
when she once made up her mind to an excursion, TOuld 
go, and would not go alono, and that her verj’ force of 
will endangered her constancy Ho had begged humbly 
to be allowed to stay, but Mrs Mol could not trust him. 
She ought to have told him so, perhaps. Explanations 
were not approved of by tins ucll-inlendod despot, and 
however beneficial her resolves might turn out for all 
parties, it was natural that in the interim tho children 
of her rule should revolt, and Dandy, picturing his 
Sally flauntmg on tho arm of some accursed low marine, 
haply, kicked against Mrs. Mel’s sovereignty, tliough all 
that he did was to shoot out Ins fist from time to time, 
and grunt through his sot teeth * Iron I * to express tho 
character of her auiul rule, 

Mrs, Mel ahghted at tho Dolphin, tho landlady of which 
was a Mrs Hawkshaw, a rival of Mrs Socldoy of tho 
Green Dragon She vas welcomed by hirs, Hawkshaw 
with considerable respect. Tho great Mcl had sometimes 
slept at the Dolphm 

‘ Ah, that black I ' she sighed, mdicating Mrs Mel’s 
dress and the story it told 

* I can’t give you his room, my dear Mrs Harrington, — 
wishing I could 1 I ’m sorry to say it ’s occupied, for 
all I ought to be ^ad, I dare say, for ho 's an old gentle- 
man who does you a good turn, if you study him. But 
there I I 'd rather have had poor dear Mr Harrington 
in my best bed than old or young — Prmces or nobodies, 
I would—he was that grand and pleasant,' 

Mrs Mel had her tea m Mrs Hawkshaw’s parlour, and 
was entertained about her husband up to the hour of 
supper, when a short step and a querulous voice were 
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heaxd in the passage, and an old gentleman appeared 
before them. 

^ Who 's to carry up my trunk, ma'am ? No man 
here * ’ 

]\Irs Hawkshaw bustled out and tried to lay her hand 
on a man. Failing to find the groTrth spontaneous, she 
returned and begged the old gentleman to a few 
moments and the trunk would be sent up 

‘ Parcel o' women 1 ' was his reply. ' Regularly 
bedevilled. Gets worse and worse. I'll carry it up 
myself.' 

With a wheezy effort he persuaded the trunk to stand 
on one end, and then looked at it. The exertion made 
him hot, which may account for the rage he burst into 
when Mrs. Hawkshaw began flutteringly to apologize 

‘ You 're sure, ma'am, sure — ^what are you sure of ? 
I 'll tell you what I am sure of — eh ? This keeping clear 
of men 's a damned pretence. You don't impose upon 
me. Don't beheve in your pothouse nunneries — ^not a 
bit. Just like you I when you are virtuous it 's deuced 
inoonvement. Let one of the maids try ^ No. Don't 
believe in 'em.' 

Having thus relieved his spleen the old gentleman 
addressed himself to further efforts and waxed hotter. 
He managed to tilt the trunk over, and thus gained a 
length, and by this method of progression arrived at the 
foot of the stairs, where he halted, and wiped his face, 
blowing lustily 

Mrs. Mel had been watching him with calm scorn all the 
while. She saw him attempt most ridiculously to impel 
the trunk upwards by a similar process, and thought it 
time to mterfere, 

‘Don’t you see you must either take it on your 
shoulders, or have a help * ' 

The old gentleman sprang up from his peculiarly tight 
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posture to blaze round at her. He had the words well- 
peppered on his mouth, but somehow he stopped, and 
was subsequently content to growl ‘ Where 's the help 
in a parcel of petticoats ^ ' 

Mrs Mel did not consider it necessary to give him an 
answer. She went up two or three steps, and took hold 
of one handle of the trunk, saying ' There , I think it 
can be managed this way,^ and she pointed for him to 
seize the other end with his hand 

He was now m that unpleasant state of prickly heat 
when testy old gentlemen could commit slaughter with 
ecstasy. Had it been the maid holding a candle who 
had dared to advise, he would have overturned her 
undoubtedly, and established a fresh instance of the 
impertinence, the uselessness and weakness of women 
Mrs Mel topped him by half a head, and in addition 
stood three steps above him , towering Mta a giantess. 
The extreme gravity of her large face dispersed all idea 
of an assault The old gentleman showed signs of being 
horribly injured nevertheless, he put his hand to the 
trunk, it was lifted, and the procession ascended the 
stairs m silence. 

The landlady waited for Mrs Mel to return, and then 
said 


‘EeaUy, Mrs Hamngton, yon are clever. That 
mtmg that trunk ’s as good as a look and holt on him. 
You Ve as good as made him a Dolphm— him that wa? 
one o’ the oldest Green Dragons m PaMeld My 
to you most sincere ’ 


Mrs, Mel sent out to hear where Dandy had got to • 
after which, she said ‘ TSTio is the man ? ' 

I told you, Mrs Hamngton — the oldest Green 
Dragon. His name, you mean « Do yon know, if I 
■was to breathe it out, I behove he 'd jump out of the 
■mndow. He ’d be off, that you might swear to. Oh, 
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sucb n T^liimsicnl I not. ill-menning-— quite the contrary. 
Study his vhims, nud j’ou 11 never want. There's 
Mrs, Sockley — she 's took ill. He w on't go there — that 's 
how I *ve caught him, my dear— but ho pays her medicine, 
and she looks to liiiu the same Ho hate a sick house : 
but he pity a sick woman. Now, if I can only please him, 
I can alua 3 's look on him as half a Dolphm, to say the 
least , and perhaps to-morrow I 'll tell you who ho is, 
and what, but not to-night; for there 's his supper to get 
over, and that, they saj’’, can bo as bad as the busting 
of one of his ovm vats. Awful • ' 

‘ Wliat docs ho eat ^ ' said JIrs. Mel. 

' A pair o' chops. That seem simple, now, don't it ^ 
And yet they chops make my heart go pitfcy-pat,' 

' The commonest thmga are the worst done,' said Mrs. 
Mel. 

‘ It ain't that ; but they must be done Ins particular 
way, do you see, Sirs Harrmgton. Laid close on the 
hire, he say, so as to keep m the juice. But he ups and 
bounces in a minute at a speck o' black. So, one thing 
or the other, there you are : no blacks, no juices, I say.' 

^ Toast the chops,' said Mrs, Mel. 

The landlady of the Dolphm accepted this new idea 
^vith much enlightenment, but ruefully declared that she 
was afraid to go against his precise instructions. Mrs, 
Mel then folded her hands, and sat in quiet reserve. 
She was one of those numerous women who always know 
themselves to be right. She was also one of those very 
few whom Providence favours by confounding dis- 
sentients. She was positive the chops would be ill- 
cooked ; but what could she do ^ She was not in 
command here , so she waited serenely for the certain 
disasters to enthrone her Not that tiie matter of the 
chops occupied her mind particularly : nor could she 
dream that the pair in question were destined to form a 
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part of her history, and divert the channel of her forttmcH 
Her thoughts wore about her oun immediate \iork; 
and when tho landlady rushed in uitli the chops under a 
cover, and said ‘ Look at 'em, dear JIrs Harrington 1 ' 
N she had forgotten that she uas again to bo proved nght 
by the turn of events 

' Oh, the chops • ' she responded * Send them while 
they are hot ' 

‘ Send ’em j Why you don’t think I 'd have nsked 
their cooling * I have sent 'em , and what do he do 
but send 'em travcllmg back, and hero they bo ; and 
what objections his is I might study till I was blind, and 
I shoulii’t see 'em ' 

‘ No ; I suppose not/ said Mrs. Mel * He won't eat 
'em? ' 

' Won't eat anythmg but his bed-room candle 
immediately And whether his sheets arc aired* And 
Mary says he sniffed at tho chops ; and that gal really 
did expect ho ’d fling them at her* I told you what ho 
was. Oh, dear 1 ' 

The hell was heard ringing m tho midst of tho landlady's 
lamentations 

‘Go to him yourself,’ said to Mcl 'No Christian 
man should go to sleep without lus supper ' 

Ah ^ but he am t a common Christian,' returned 
to, Hawkshaw 

The old gentleman w as m a hurry to know when his 
bed-room candle was coming up, or whether they intended 
to give him one at aU that mght , if not. let them say 
BO, as he hked plam-speakmg The moment Mrs Hawk- 
shaw touched upon the chops, he stopped her mouth. 

^ Go about your busmess, ma'am You can’t cook 
em I never expected you could I was a fool to tiy 
you It requires at least ten years' instniction before -a 
man can get a woman to cook his chop as he likes it/ 
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*But Aras your complaint, Bir«' said Mrs. 
Hawkslm^v, imploringly* 

" That '9 right ! ' and ho rubbed liis bands, and bright- 
ened Jns eyes savagely. ‘ That "s tho way Opportunity 
for gossip ^ Tiling 's ell done — down it goes : you know 
that. You can% have a word over it~-eh ^ Thing *b 
done fit to toss on a dunghcap, aha ! Then there *s a 
cackle 1 Jly belief is, you do it on purpose. Can*t be 
such rank idiots You do it on purpose. All done for 
gossip i ' 

* Oh, sir, no I ' Tho landlady half curtsied. 

^ Oh, ma^am, yes 1 ^ The old gentleman bobbed his 
head. 

‘ No, indeed, sir I ' Tho landlady shook hers. 

* Damn it, ma'am, I swear you do,' 

Symptoms of UTath boro accompanied tho declaration , 
and, uith a sigh and a very bitter feeling, Mrs. Hawkshaw 
allowed him to have the last word. Apparently this — 
which I must beg to call the lady's morsel — comforted his 
irascible system somewhat ; for he remained in a state of 
composure eight minutes by the clock. And mark how 
httle things hang together. Another word from the land- 
precipitating a retort from liim, and a gesture or 
muttering from her; and from him a snapping out- 
burst, and from her a sign that she held out still ; in 
fact, had she chosen to battle for that last word, as m 
other cases she might have done, then would he have 
exploded, gone to bed in the dark, and insisted upon 
sleeping : the consequence of which would have been to 
change this history. Now while Mrs. Hawkshaw was 
upstairs, Mrs, Mel called the servant, who took her to 
the kitchen, where she saw a prune loin of mutton , off 
which she cut two chops with a cunning hand, and 
these she toasted at a gradual distance, putting a plate 
beneath them, and a tin behmd, and hanging the chops 



330 


EVM HARRINGTON 

80 that) they would turn ’mthoiifc having (o bo pierced. 
The bell rang t\vic0 boforo she could say the chops More 
ready. The first timo, the maid had to tell the old 
gentleman she was takmg up his unter Tier next 
excuse was, that she had dropped her candle The chops 
ready— who was to take thorn ^ 

* Really, Mrs. Hanington, you are so clcvci , you ought, 
if I might be so hold as say so , you ought to end it 
yourself,' said the landlady ‘ I can't ask him to cat 
them he was all but on the bustmg point when I left 

hiTU * 

' And that there candlo did for him qmto,' said Mary, 
the maid 

* I 'm afraid it 's chops cooked for nothmg,' added the 
landlady. 

Mrs Mel saw thorn endangered The maid lield back : 
the landlady feared. 

‘ We can but tiy/ she said, 

‘ Oh 1 I wish, mum, you 'd face him, 'stead o' me,' 
said Mary , ‘ I do dread that old bear's den ' 

‘ Here, I will go/ said Mrs, Mel * Has ho got his ale ^ 
Better draw it fresh, if he drmks any ' 

And np-stairs she marched, the landlady remaining 
below to heten for the commencement of the disturbance 
An utterance of sometbmg certainly followed Mrs Mel's 
entrance mto the old bear's den Then silonce Then 
what might have been question and answer. Then— 
was Mrs Mel assaulted ^ and which was knocked down ^ 
It really was a chair being moved to the table The 
door opened 

‘ Yes, ma’am , do what you hke,’ the landlady heard 
Mrs. Mel descended, saying . ‘ Send him up some fresh 
ale' 

And yon have made him sit down obedient to those 
chops ^ ' oned the landlady * Well might poor dear 
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^Ir. Hnrnngton — ^plcasntifc man as ho t — say, as he 

used lo say, ** There s lovely women in tho world, Mrs. 
Ha>^k«?haw/' lie 'd say, “ and there 's Duchesses,'" he 'd 
pa3% and there 's thej* that can sing, and can dance, 
and some," he says, “ that can cook.” But he 'd look 
sly ns lie 'd stoop liis head and sliako it. “ Roll 'em 
into one,” ho says, “ and not any of your grand ladies 
can match my wife at home.” And, indeed, Mrs. 
Harringion, ho told mo he thought so many a time in the 
great company ho frequented,' 

Perfect peace reigmng above, Mrs. Hawkshaw and Mrs, 
Hal eat down to supper below ; and !Mrs. HawkshaAv 
talked much of tho great one gone. His rehet did not 
care lo converse about the dead, save in their practical 
aspect as ghosts ; but she listened, and that passed the 
time. B3''-and"by, the old gentleman rang, and sent a 
civil message to know if the landlady had diip’s rum in 
the house. 

‘ Dear ! hero 's another trouble,' cned the poor woman, 

‘ No— none ! ' 

'Say, yes,' said Mrs. Mel, and called Dandy, and 
charged him to run down the street to the square, and 
ask for the house of IMr. Coxwell, the maltster, and beg 
of him, in her name, a bottle of his ship's rum. 

‘ And don't you tumble do^vn and break the bottle, 
Dandy. Accidents with spirit-bottles are not excused.' 

Dandy went on the errand, after an energetic grunt. 

In due time he returned with the bottle, whole and 
sound, and Mr. CoxweU's compliments Mrs, Mel 
examined the cork to see that no process of suction had 
been attempted, and then said : 

* Carry it up to him, Dandy. Let him see there 's a man 
in the house besides himself.' 

' Why, my dear,' the landlady turned to her, ' it seems 
natural to you to be mistress where you go, I don't at 
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all mmd, for ain't it my profit ^ Bui you do toko us off 
our legs ' 

Then the landlady, warmed by gratitude, told her that 
the old gentleman was the great London brewer, w’ho 
brewed there with his brother, and brewed for himself 
five miles out of Fallowfiold, half of w'hich and a good 
part of the neighbourhood ho owned, and his name was 
Mr. Tom Cogglesby 

* Oh * ' said Mrs Mol ‘ And Ins brother 13 Jlr, Andrew.’ 

' That 'a it/ said tho landlady * And because bo took 

it into his head to go and to chooso for himself, and bo 
mamed, no getting his brother, Mr, Tom, to speak to him. 
Why not, mdeed * If there 's to bo no marrying, tho 
sooner we lay down and give up, tho better, 1 tliink. 
But that 's his way Ho do hate us women, Mrs. Harring- 
ton I have heard ho was crossed Some say it was the 
lady of BeoMey Court, who was a Beauty, w’hon ho was 
only a poor cobbler's son/ 

1&. Mel breathed nothing of her relationship to Mr. 
Tom, but continued from time to time to express BoUci- 
tude about Dandy They heard tho door open, and old 
Tom laughing m a capital good temper, and then Dandy 
came down, evidently full of sbp's rum 

* He *8 pumped me ! ' said Dandy, nodding heavily at 
his mistress 

Mrs Mel took him up to his bed-room, and locked the 
door On her way back she passed old Tom's chamber, 
and his chuckles were audible to her 

' They finished the rum,' said Mrs Hawkshaw 
^ * I shall rate him for that to-morrow,' said Mrs Mei. 

Gmng that poor boost Lquor I ' 

Bate Mr Tom 1 Oh I Mrs Harrington 1 Why, Jie ’H 
snap your head off for a word.* 

Mrs, Mel leplied that her head would require a great 
deal of snapping to come off. 
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During this conversation they had both heard a singular 
intermittent noise above. Mrs. Hawkshaw wae the first 
to ask: 

* What can it be 1 More trouble with him ? He *s in 
his bed-room now/ 

‘ Mad with drink, like Dandy, perhaps,' said Mrs. Mel. 

' Hark 1 ’ cried the landlady. * Oh ^ ' 

It seemed that Old Tom was bouncing about in an ex- 
traordinary manner. Now came a pause, as if he had 
sworn to take his rest : now the room shook and the 
windows rattled, 

* One 'd think, really, his bed was a frying-pan, and him 
a live fish in it,' said the landlady, ' Oh — ^there, again I 
My goodness > have he got a flea ^ ' 

The thought was alarming. Mrs, Mel jomed in : 

' Or a 

* Don't > don't, my dear * ' she was cut short. ‘ Oh I 
one o' them little things 'd be ruin to me. To think o' 
that 1 Hark at him I It must be. And what 's to do ^ 

I 've sent the maids to bed We haven't a man. If I 
was to go and knock at his door, and ask ? ' 

‘ Better try and get him to be quiet somehow.' 

* Ah 1 I dare say I shall make himfire out fifty times 
worse.' 

Mrs. Hawkshaw stipulated that Mrs. Mel should stand 
by her, and the two women went up-stairs and stood at 
Old Tom's door. There they could hear him fuming and ^ 
muttenng imprecations, and anon there was an mtorval 
of silence, and then the room was shaken, and the cursings 
recommenced, 

' It must be a fight he 's having with a flea/ said the 
landlady. * Oh I pray heaven, it is a flea For a flea, 
my dear — gentlemen may bring that theirselves ; but a 
b— , that 's a stationary, and bom of a bed. Don't you 
hear ^ The other thmg 'd give him a minute's rest ; but 
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a fleams liop — top — oil and on And ho sound like an 
old gentleman worned by a Ilea. IVlinfc arc you doing ? ' 

Mrs Mel had knocked at the door llio landlady 
waited breathlessly for the result It appeared to have 
qmeted Old Tom, 

‘ What 'b the matter ^ ’ said !Mrs jMcI, severely. 

The landlady implored her to speak him fair, and reflect 
on the desperate thmgs ho might attempt 
‘ What ’b the matter * Can anything bo done for 
you « ' 

Mr Tom Cogglesby’s reply compiiscd an insinuation so 
infamous regarding nomen \\hon they have a solitaty 
man m their power, that it cannot bo placed on record. 

^ Is an 3 rthi]^ the matter with your bed ^ ' 

‘ Anythmg ^ Yes , anythmg is the matter, ma'am. 
Hope twenty hve geese inside it 'a enough — eh ^ Bed, 
do you call it ^ It 's the rack * It *s damnation I Bed 1 
Ha>' 

After dehvermg this, he was heard stamping up and 
down the room 

‘ My very best bed ^ ’ whispered the landlady. * Would 
it please you, sir, to change — ^I can give you another * ' 

‘ I 'm not a man of experiments, ma'am — 'specially in 
strange houses ' 

‘ So very, very sorry ^ ' 

‘ What the deuce > ' Old Tom came close to the door. 

* You whimpering I You put a man m a beast of a bed 
— you drive him half mad — and then begm to blubber ! 
Go away ' 

* I am so sorry, sir * ’ 

‘ If you don't go away, ma'am, I shall thmk your inten- 
tions are improper ' 

' Oh, my goodness * ' cned poor Mrs. Hawkahaw. 

* What can one do with him ^ ' 

Mrs Mel put Mrs Hawkshaw behind her 
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‘ Are you dressed ? * she oafled out. 

In tins way Mrs Mel tackled Old Tom. He was told 
that should he consent to cover himself decently, she 
would come into his room and make his bed comfortable. 
And m a voice that dispersed armies of innuendoes, she 
bade him, take his choice, either to rest quiet or do her 
bidding. 

Had Old Tom found his master at last, and in one of the 
hated sex ? 

Breathlessly Mrs. Hawkshaw waited his answer, and 
she was an astonished woman when it came 

‘ Very well, ma'am. Wait a couple of minutes. Do as 
you like ' 

On their admission to the interior of the chamber, Old 
Tom was exhibited m his daily garb, sufficiently subdued 
to be civil and explain the cause of his discomfort 
Lumps in his bed . he was bruised by them. He sup- 
posed he couldn't ask women to judge for themselves — 
they 'd be shrieking — ^but he could assure them he was 
blue all down his back. 

Mrs Mel and Mrs Hawkshaw turned the bed about, and 
punched it, and rolled it 

* Ha r went Old Tom, ‘ what 's the good of that ^ 
That's just how I found it Moment I got into bed 
geese began to put up their backs.' 

Mrs. Mel seldom indulged m a joke, and then only 
when it had a proverbial cast On the present occasion, 
the truth struck her forcibly, and she said 

‘ One fool makes many, and so, no doubt, does one 
goose.' 

Accompamed by a smile the words would have seemed 
impudent , but spoken as a plain fact, and with a grave 
face, it set Old Tom blinking like a small boy ten minutes 
- after the whip. 

‘Now,' she pursued, speaking to him as to an old 
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oMd, ‘look here. This k bow you manage. Knead 
‘ doTO in the middle of the bed Then jump into the 
hollow. Lie there, and you needn't wnko till mommg/ 

Old Tom came to the side of the bed IIo had prepared 
himself for a TVTetched night, an uproar, and eternal com- 
plaints against the house, its inhabitants, and its founda- 
tions , but a woman stood there w ho ns much as told him 
that diggmg his fist mto the flock and jumping into the 
hole — ^into that hole under his eyes — uas all that Mas 
wanted I that he had been mnlong a noiso for nothing, 
and because he had not the m it to hit on a siniplo con- 
trivance 1 Then, too, his jest about the geese— ibis 
woman had put a stop to that I ITo inspeolcd the 
hollow cymcally, A man might instruct him on a point 
or two Old Tom was not going to admit that a -ivomnn 
could 

* Oh, very well ; thank you, ma'am ; that ’s your idea. 
I '11 try it Good night ' 

‘ Good night,’ returned Mrs. Mol. ‘ Don't forget to 
jump into the middle ' 

* Head foremost, ma'am ^ ' 

As you weigh/ said Mrs and Old Tom crumped 
his bps, silenced if not beaten Beaten, one might almost 
say, for nothing more was heard of him that mght 

He presented himself to Mrs Mel after breakfast next 
morning. 

‘ Slept well, ma'am.' 

I Oh ! then yon did as I directed you/ said Mrs Mel 

^ mse chops, too, very good I got through ’em/ 
Eatmg, hke scratching, only wants a begummg,’ said 
Mrs Mel. 

‘Hal you 've got your woid, then, as well as every- 
body else Where ’s your Dandy this morning, ma'am s ’ 
Locked up You ought to be ashamed to give that 
poor beast hquor. He won’t get fresh air to-day.' 
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‘Ha* May I ask you where you're going to-day, 
ma'am \ ' 

* I am going to Beokley/ 

‘ So am I, ma'am. What d' ye say, if we join company. 
Care for msmuations ? ' 

' I want a conveyance of some sort,' returned Mrs. Mel. 

* Object to a do^ey, ma'am ^ ' 

* Not if he 's strong and will go.' 

' Gbod/ said Old Tom ; and while he spoke a donkey- 
cart stopped m front of the Dolphm, and a well-dressed 
man touched his hat, 

' Get out of that damned bad habit, will you * ' growled 
Old Tom. * What do ye mean by wearing out the brim 
o' your hat in that way * Help this woman m.' 

Mrs. Mel helped herself to a part of the seat. 

‘ We are too much for the donkey,' she said 

‘ Ha, that 's nght. What I have, ma'am, is good. I 
can't pretend to horses, but my donkey 'e the best. Are 
you going to cry about him * ' 

‘ No. When he 's tired I shall either walk or harness 
you,' said Mrs, Mel. 

'Kus was spoken half-way down the High Street of 
Fallowfield Old Tom looked full in her face, and 
bawled out : 

' Deuce take it. Are you a woman ^ ' 

‘ I have borne three girls and one boy,' said Mrs. Mel. 

‘ "What sort of a husband ? ' 

‘ He is dead ' 

‘ Ha f that 's an opening, but 'tam't an answer. I 'm 
ofi to Beokley on a mamage business. I 'm the son of 
a cobbler, so I go in a donkey-cart. No damned pretences 
for me. I 'm going to marry ofi a young tailor to a gal 
he 's been playing the lord to. K she cares for him she 'U 
take him . if not, they 're all the luckier, both of 'em/ 

* What 's the tailor's name ^ ' said Mrs. Mel. 


Y 



338 


EVAN HARRINGTON 


‘ You are a woman/ returned Old Tom. * Now, oome, 
ma’am, don’t you feel ashamed of bemg m b. donkey- 
cart ^ * 

‘I’m ashamed of men, sometimes/ said Mis. Mel; 
‘ never of animals/ 

‘ ’Shamed o’ me, perhaps ’ 

‘ I don’t know you ’ 

‘ Ha 1 well ^ I 'm a man with no pretences Do you 
like 'em ? How have you brought up your three girls and 
one boy ^ No pretences — eh ^ ’ 

Mrs Mel did not answer, and Old Tom jogged the reins 
and chuckled, and asked hia donkey if he wanted to be a 
racer 

* Should you take me for a gentleman, ma’am J ’ 

‘I dare say you are, sir, at heart. Not from your 
manner of speech ’ 

‘ I mean appearances, ma’am ' 

‘ I judge by the disposition ’ 

* You do, ma’am ^ Then, deuce take it, if you are a 
w Oman, you ’re — ■ — * Old Tom had no tune to conclude. 

A great noise of wheels, and a horn blown, caused them 
both to turn their heads, and they beheld a oumole de- 
scondmg upon them vehemently, and a fashionably 
attired young gentleman straining with all his might at 
the rems The next instant they were rolling on the 
bank About twenty yards ahead the curnde was 
halted and turned about to see the extent of the mischief 
done 

Pardon, a thousand times, my worthy couple/ oned 
the sonorous Mr Raikes ‘ T^at we have seen we swear 
not to divulge Pranco and Pred— your pledge 1 ’ 

‘ We su'ear • ’ exclauned this couple. 

But suddenly the cheeks of Mr John Eaikes flushed. 
Ho ahghted from the box, and rushmg up to Old Tom, was 
shoutmg, * My bene—’ 
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* Do yon xvant my too on your plate ? ' Old Tom 
stopped him mth. 

The mysterious words completoly changed the aspect 
of lilr. John Baikes. Ho bowed obsequiously and made 
his friend Franco step doTO and assist in the task of re- 
establishing the donkey, who fortunately had received 
no damage. 


CHAPTER XXVn 

nXHTBITS rose’s GENERALSHIP , EVAN'S PERFORIIANOB ON 
THE SEOONn PIDDLE , AND THE WRETCHEDNESS OP THE 
COUNTESS 

We left Rose and Evan on their way to Lady Jocelyn 
At the hbrary-door Rose turned to him, and with her chin 
archly lifted sideways, said : 

‘ I know what you feel , you feel foolish.’ 

Now the sense of honour, and of the necessity of acting 
the part it imposes on him, may be very strong in a young 
man ; but certainly, as a rule, the sense of ndioule is more 
poignant, and Evan was suffermg homd pangs. We 
none of us like to play second fiddle. To play second 
fiddle to a young woman is an abomination to us all But 
to have to perform upon that instrument to the darling 
of our hearts — would we not rather die ^ nay, almost 
rather end the duet precipitately and with violence. 
Evan, when he passed Drummond into the house, and 
quietly returned his gaze, endured the first shock of this 
strange feelmg. There could be no doubt that he was 
playing second fiddle to Rose And what was he about 
to do ? Oh, horror f to stand like a cnminal, and say, 
or worse, have said for him, things to tip the ears with 
fire 1 To tell the young lady’s mother that he had won 
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hor daughter's lovo, and meant— wliat did ho mean ? Ho 
know not Alas I ho nns second iiddlo ; he could only 
mean what sho meant Evan lo\cd Ro*;o deeply and 
completely, but noblo manhood was strong in luni. You 
may sneer at us, if you please, ladie^s. Wo have been 
educated m a theory, that u hen > ou lend off u ith t ho bo^^ , 
the order of Nature is reversed, and it is no uondoi there* 
fore, that, having stnpt us of one attnbufo, our fine 
feathers moult, and the majostio cock-hke march which 
distmguishcs us degenerates You unso\ us, if I nia;j 
dare to say bo Ceasing to bo men, w hat arc w o ? If w'C 
are to please you nglitl} , alwa 3 s allow us to play Eirsf . 

Poor Evan did feel foolish Wliether Rose saw it in his 
walk, or had a loving fommmo intuition of it, and was 
aware of the golden rule I have just laid down, we need 
not mquiro Sho hit the fact, and he could only stammer, 
and bid her open the dooi 

‘No,' she said, after a slight hesitation, 'it will bo 
better that I should speak to Mama alone, I see. Walk 
out on the lawm, dear, and wait for me And if 3*ou meet 
Drummond, don't be angry with him Drummond is 
very fond of mo, and of course I shall teach him to bo 
fond of you. He only thinks . . . what is not tnie, 
because he does not know ^'ou I do thoroughly, and 
there, you see, I give you my hand ' 

Evan drew the dear hand humbly to hia lips Rose 
then nodded meaningly, and lot her eyes dwell on him, 
and went in to her mother to open the battle. 

Could it be that a flame had sprung up m those grey 
eyes latterly ^ Onoo they wore bko morning before sun- 
nse How soft and warm and tenderly transparent they 
could now be! Assuredly she loved him And he, 
beloved by the noblest girl ever fashioned, why should 
he hang his head, and shrink at the thought of human 
faces, like a wretch doomed to the pillory \ He visioned 
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her last glance, and lightning emotions of pride and happi- 
ness flashed through his veins. The generous, brave 
heart I Yes, with her hand in his, he could stand at 
bay — ^meet any fate. Evan accepted Rose because 
he beheved in her love, and judged it by the strength 
of his own ; her sacrifice of her position he accepted, 
because in his soul he knew he should have done no less. 
He mounted to the level of her nobleness, and losing 
nothmg of the beauty of what she did, it was not so 
strange to him, 

StiU there was the baleful reflection that he was second 
fiddle to his beloved No harmony came of it m his mind. 
How could he take an untiative ^ He walked forth on 
the lawn, where a group had gathered under the shade of 
a maple, consisting of Drummond Forth, Mrs. Evremonde, 
Mrs. Shome, Mr. George Uploft, Seymour Jocelyn, and 
Ferdinand Laxley. A httle apart Juliana Bonner was 
walkmg with Miss Carrington. Juhana, when she saw 
him, left her companion, and passing hun swiftly, said, 

‘ Follow me presently into the conservatory/ 

Evan strolled near the group, and bowed to Mrs. 
Shome, whom he had not seen that morning. 

The lady's acknowledgement of his salute was con- 
strained, and but a sh^e on the side of recogmtion. 
They were silent till he was out of earshot. He noticed 
that his second approach produced the same efieot. In 
the conservatory Juliana was awaitmg him. 

‘ It is not to give you roses I called you here, ]\Ir. Har- 
rington/ she said, 

^ Not if I beg one ^ ' he responded. 

* Ah • but you do not want them from . It depends 
on the person.' 

‘ Pluck this/ said Evan, pointing to a white rose. 

She put her fingers to the stem. 

^ What fofly * " she cned, and turned from it 
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' Are you afraid that I shall compronuRo j ou ^ * asked 
Evan 

‘ You caro for mo loo litllo for that/ 

‘ My dear JLss Bonnor 1 ' 

‘ Hovr long did yon know Rose before j ou called her hj 
her Chnstian name ^ ' 

Evan really could not romomhor, and was beginning fo 
wonder what ho had been called there for The little lady 
had feverish eyes and fingers, and seemed to be burning 
to speak, hut afiaid. 

*I thought you Imd gone/ «*he droppcrl her voice 
* vithoub uishing mo good-bjc ’ 

* I certnmly should not do that, Mis^i Bonner * 

' Formal • * she ovclainied, half to herself . * JIi*^** 
Bonner thanks you Do you think T u'i'jIi you to hlny 1 
No friend of yours would wish it You do not know the 
selfishness — brutal I — of these people of birth, ns (hoy 
call it * 

‘ I have met with nothing but Icindncsn here,’ said Evan 

* Then go while you can feel that,' she answered , for 
it cannot Inst another hour Here is the roho ’ She broke 
it from the stem and handed it to him * You may w car 
that, and they are not so likely to call you an adventurer, 
and names of that sort I am hardly considered a lady 
by them,* 

An^adventurer ! The full meaning of the phrase struck 
Evans senses when ho was alone I^Iiss Bonnor knew' 
something of his condition, evident!}*. Perhaps it was 
generally known, and perhaps it was thouglit that ho had 
come to wm Rose for his w'orldly advantage I The idea 
was overwhelmingly new to him Up started self-love 
m arms He would renounce her. 

It IS no inaigmfioant contest when love has to crush self- 
love utterly At moments it can be done, Love has 
divme moments. There are tunes also w^hen Love drawls 



ROSE’S GENERALSHIP 343 

part of his being from self-love, and can find no support 
without it. 

But how could he renounce her, when she came forth 
to him, smiling, speaking freshly and hghtly, and with the 
colour on her cheeks which showed that she had done her 
part ? How could he retract a step ^ 

‘ I have told Mama, Evan. That "s over. She heard 
it first from me/ 

‘ And she ? ’ 

' Dear Evan, if you are going to be sensitive, I '11 run 
away. You that fear no danger, and are the bravest man 
I ever knew 1 I thmk you are really trembling. She 
will speak to Papa, and then — and then, I suppose, they 
will both ask you whether you mtend to give me up, or 
no. I 'm afraid you Tl do the former ' 

^ Your mother — ^Lady Jocelyn listened to you, Rose ? 
You told her all ^ ' 

‘ Every bit/ 

‘ And what does she think of me ^ ' 

* Thinks you very handsome and astonishing, and me 
very idiotic and natural, and that there is a great deal of 
bother m the world, and that my noble relatives will lay 
the blame of it on hex. No, dear, not all that , but she 
talked very sensibly to me, and kmdly You know she 
is called a philoaopW nobody knows how deep-hearted 
she is, though. My mother is true as steel I can't 
separate the kindness from the sense, or I would tell you 
all she said When I say kindness, I don't mean any 
“ Oh, my child," and tears, and kisses, and maundermg, 
you know You mustn't mmd her thinking me a httlc 
fool. You want to know what she thinks of you She 
said nothing to hurt you, Evan, and wc have gained 
ground so far, and now we 'll go and face our enemies 
Uncle Mel expects to hear about your appointment, m 
a day or two, and ' 
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* Oh, Rose 1 ' Evan burst out. 

* What IS it ^ ’ 

* Why must I owe everything to you ^ ' 

’ Why, dear ^ Why, because, if you do, it very much 
better than your owing it to anybody else. Proud again ^ * 

Not proud only second fiddle 

* You Imow, dear Evan, when two people love, there is 
no such thing as owmg between them/ 

' Rose, I have been thinking It is not too late. I love 
you, God knows ^ I did m Portugal I do now — ^more 

and more But Oh, my bnght angel I ' he ended the 

sentence m his breast 

' Well ^ but — what ^ ' 

Evan sounded down the meaning of his ‘ but/ Stripped 
of the usual heroics, it u as, ' what utII be thought of me ^ ' 
not a small matter to any of us He caught a distant 
glimpse of the httle bit of bare selfishness, and shrank 
from it 

Too late,' oned Rose ‘ The battle has commenced 
How, and, Mr Hairmgton, I will lean on your arm, and be 
led to my dear friends yonder Do they think that I am 
going to put on a mask to please them ® Not for any- 
body * What they are to know they may as well know 
at once ' 

She looked m Evan's face 

* Do you hesitate ^ ' 

He felt the contrast between his own and hers , 
between the mggard spint of the beggarly receivei, and 
the high bloom of the exalted giver. NeverthelesB, he 
loved her too well not to share much of her nature, and 
wedding it suddenly, he said 

‘ Rose , tell me, now If you were to see the place 
where I was bom, could you love me still « ' 

‘ Yes, Evan ’ 

* If you were to hear me *^poken of uith contempt 
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* Who dares ’ * cried Rose. * Never to mo I * 

‘ Contempt of what I spring from, Rose. Names used 
. . . Names are used . / 

* Tush I— names 1 ^ said Rose, reddening. ^ How 
cowardly that is * Have you fimshed ? Oh, faint heart 1 
I suppose I ^nx not a fair lady, or you wouldn^t have won 
me. Now, come. Remember, Evan, I conceal nothing ; 
and if anything malces you wretched here, do think how 
I love 3 mu/ 

In his own firm belief ho had said everything to arrest 
her in her course, and been silenced by transcendent logic 
She thought the same. 

Rose made up to the conclave under the maple. 

The voices hushed as they approached 

* Capital weather,' said Rose ‘ Does Harry come back 
from London to-morrow — does anybody know ^ ' 

' Not aware,' Laxley was heard to reply. 

‘ I want to speak a word to you, Rose,’ said Mrs Shome, 

* With the greatest pleasure, my dear aunt and Rose 
walked after her. 

^ My dear Rose,' Mrs. Shome commenced, ' your con- 
duct requires that I should really talk to you most seri- 
ously. You are probably not aware of what you are 
doing. Nobody Ifiies ease and natural famihariiy more 
than I do, I am persuaded it is nothing but your 
innocence. You are young to the world's ways, and 
perhaps a little too headstrong, and vam.' 

* Conceited and wilful,' added Rose. 

‘ If you like the words better. But I must say — I do 
not wish to trouble your father—you know he cannot bear 
worry — but I must say, that if you do not listen to me, he 
must be spoken to.' 

* Why not Mama ^ ' 

* I should naturally select my brother first, No doubt 
you understand me,' 
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* Any distant allusion to Mr. Harrington ^ * 

‘ Pertness will not avail you, Rose ^ 

‘ So you want me to do secretly what I am doing 
openly ^ ’ 

‘You must and shall remember you are a Jocelyn, 
Rose' 

‘ Only half, my dear aunt t ' 

‘ And by birth a lady, Rose ' 

‘ And I ought to look under ray eyes, and blush, and 
shrink, whenever I come near a gentleman, aunt • ' 

‘ Ah 1 my dear No doubt you will do what is most 
telhng Smee you have spoken of this Mr Harrington, I 
must inform you that I have it on certam authonly from 
two or three sources, that he is the son of a small shop- 
keeper at Lymport ' 

Mrs Shome watched the effect she had produced 
' Lideed, aunt * ' oned Rose ' And do you know this 
to be true * ' 

‘ So when you talk of gentlemen, Rose, please be careful 
whom you mclude ' 

‘ I mustn't mclude poor Mr Harrington ^ Then my 
Grandpapa Bonner is out of the hat, and such numbers 
of good worthy men ^ ' 

Mrs Shome understood the hit at the defunct manu- 
facturer She said ‘ You must most distmctly give me 
your promise, while this young adventurer remains here — 
I think it will not be long — ^not to be compromismg your- 
self further, as you now do Or — mdeed I must — shall 
let your parents perceive that such conduct is rum to a 
young gul m your position, and certainly you will be sent 
to Elbume House for the wmter ' 

Rose hfted her hands, crying ‘ Ye Gods ! — as Harry 
says But I 'm very much obhged to you, my dear aunt. 
Concerning Mr Hamngton, wonderfully obliged of 
a small 1 Is it a t-t-tailor, aunt 1 ' 
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* It is— I have heard/ 

‘ And that is much v^orse. Cloth is viler than cotton ! 
And don't they call these creatures sn-smps ^ Some word 
of that sort * ’ 

^ It makes little difierence what they are called ' 

' Well, aunt, I smcerely thank you. As this subject 
seems to interest you, go and see Mama, now. She can 
tell you a great deal more : and, if you want her authority, 
come back to me/ 

Bose then left her aunt m a state of extreme indig- 
nation It was a clever move to send Mrs. Shome to 
Lady Jocelyn. They were antagonistic, and, rational 
as Lady Jocelyn was, and with her passions under control, 
she was unlikely to side with Mrs. Shome. 

Now Bose had fought against herself, and had, as she 
thought, conquered. In Portugal Evan's half insinua- 
tions had given her small suspicions, which the scene on 
board the Jooasta had half confirmed and since she 
came to oommumoate with her own mind, she bore the 
attack of aU that rose against him, bit by bit. She had 
not been too bbnd to see the unpleasantness of the fresh 
facts revealed to her They did not change her ; on 
the contrary, drew her to him faster— ^nd she thought 
she hod completely conquered whatever could rise against 
him. But when Juhana Bonner told her that day that 
Evan was not only the son of the thing, but the thing 
himself, and that his name could be seen any day m 
Lymport, and that he hod come from the shop to Beckley, 
poor Bosey had a sick feeling that almost sank her. For 
a moment she looked back Avildly to the doors of retreat 
Her eyes had to feed on Evan, she had to taste some of the 
luxury of love, before she could gain composure, and then 
her arrogance toward those she called her enemies did 
not quite return. 

* In that letter you told mo all — all — all, Evan ^ ' 
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‘ Yes, all— rehgiously ' 

‘ Oh, Trhy did I miss it 1 ^ 

‘ Would it give you pleasure ^ ’ 

She feared to speak, being tender as a mother to his 
sensitiveness The expressive action of her eyebro\ra 
sufficed She could not bear concealment, or doubt, or 
a shadow of dishonesty , and he, gaming force of soul to 
join with hers, took her hands and related the contents 
of the letter f^y She was pale when he had finished 
It was some time before she was able to get free from the 
trammels of prejudice, but when she did, she did without 
reserve, saymg ‘ Evan, there is no man who would have 
done so much/ These httle exaltations and generosities 
bind lovers tightly He accepted the credit she gave 
him, and at that we need not wonder It helped him 
further to accept herself, otherwise could he — ^his name 
known to be on a shop-front — ^have aspired to her still ^ 
But, as an unexampled man, princely m soul, as he felt, 
why, he might kneel to Rose Jocelyn So they listened 
to one another, and blinded the world by putting band- 
ages on their eyes, after the fashion of httle boys and 
girls 

Meantime the fair bemg who had brought these two 
from the ends of the social scale mto this happy tangle, the 
beneficent Countess, was wretched. When you are m the 
enemy's country you are dependent on the activity and 
zeal of your spies and scouts, and the best of these — 
Polly TOeedle, to wit — had proved defective, recal- 
citrant even And because a letter had been lost m her 
room^ as the Countess exclaimed to hers^, though 
Polly gave her no reasons The Countess had, therefore, 
to rely chiefly upon personal observation, upon her in- 
tuitions, upon her sensations m the proximity of the 
people to whom she was opposed , and from these she 
gathered that she vas, to use the word which seemed 
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fitting to her, betrayed. Still to be sweet, still to smile 
and to amuse, — still to give her zealous attention to the 
business of the diplomatist's Election, still to go through 
her church-servioes devoutly, required heroism , she was 
equal to it, for she had remarkable courage , but it was 
hard to feel no longer at one with Providence. Had not 
Providence suggested Sir Abraham to her ^ killed him 
off at the right moment in aid of her ? And now Provi- 
dence had turned, and the assistance she had formerly 
received from that Power, and given thanks for so pro- 
fusely, was the cause of her terror. It was absolutely 
as if she had been borrowing from a Jew, and were called 
upon to pay fifty-fold mterest 

^ Evan ^ ' she wntes m a gasp to Harriet, * We must 
pack up and depart Abandon everything. He has dis- 
graced us all, and ruined himself. Impossible that we 
can stay for the pic-nio. We axe hmm^ dear. Think of 
my position one day in this house I Particulars when I 
embrace you. I dmt not trust a letter here. If Evan 
had confided m me I He is impenetrable He will be 
low all his life, and I refvse any more to sully myself in 
attempting to lift him. For Silva's sake I must posi- 
tively break the connection. Heaven knows what I 
have done for this boy, and will support me in the 
feeling that I have done enough. My conscience at 
least is safe,' 

Like many illustrious Generals, the Countess had, for 
the hour, lost heart. We find her, however, the next 
day, writing : 

‘Oh! Harriet! what trials for sisterly affection * Can 
I possibly — weather the gale, as the old L — sailors used 
to say ? It IS dreadful, I fear I am by duty bound to 
stop on —Little Bonner thinks Evan qmte a duke's son,— 
has been speaking to her Grandmama, and to-dcsy, this 
monung, the venerabl® old lady quite as much as gave 
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me to undexstand that an union between our orother and 
her son's child would sweetly gratify her, and help her to 
go to her rest m peace Can I chose that spark of com- 
fort from one so truly pious ^ Dearest Juliana I I have 
anticipated Evan's feelmg for her, and so she thinks his 
conduct cold Indeed, I told her, pomt blank, he loved 
her That, you know, is different from saying, dyi^ 
of love, which would have been an untruth. But, Evan, 
of course • No gettmg him ! Should Juliana ever 
reproach mo, I can assure the child that any man is in 
love with any woman — ^which is really the case It is, you 
dear humdrum > what the dictionaiy calls nascent 
I never liked the word, but it stands for a fact ' 

The Countess here exhibits the weakness of a self- 
educated mtelhgence She does not comprehend the joys 
of scholarship m her employment of Latinisms It 'utH 
be pardoned to her by those who perceive the profound 
piece of feminine discernment which precedes it 

I do think I shall now have courage to stay out the 
picnic, she contmues ‘ I really do not thmk all is known 
Very httle can be known, or I am suio I could not feel as 

I do It would bum me up George Up does not 

dare , and his most beautiful lady-love had fax better 
not hir Forth may lepent his whispers But, Oh ^ 
what Evan may do I Rose is almost detestable. Manners, 
my dear ^ Totally deficient * 

An ally has just come. Evan's good foitune is most 
miraculous His low fnend turns out to be a young 
Fortunatus , very origmal, sparkling, and m my han(fe 
to be made much of I do think ho iviU— for he is most 
zealous—ho ^v^Il counteract that hateful Mr Forth, whp 
may soon have work enough Mr Raikes (Evan's fnend) 
met a mad captam in Fallowfield I Dear Mr Raikes is 
ready to say anythmg , not from love of falsehood, hut 
because he is ready to thxnL it. He has confesaed to me 
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tlml Ev«n told him 1 Loui&a do Saldar has changed his 
opuiion, and much impressed this eccentrio young gentle- 
man* Do you Jvnou any young girl who wants a forfcxine, 
and u ould be g}alcjnl ? 

^ Dearest 1 I have decided on tho pie-nic. Let your 
conscience be clear, and Providonco cannot be against 
you. So I feel ^Ir. Parsley spoke very beautifully to 
that purpose last Sunday in the morning service. A httie 
loo much through his nose, perhaps, but the poor 
young man's nose is a great organ, and we will not cast 
it in his IcotJi more than nature has done, I said so to 
my diplomatist, who u ns amused. If you are sparklingly 
vulgar vith the English, 3 ’ou aio aristocratic. Oh I what 
principle uc women require in the thorny walk of hfe, 
I can show 30U a letter vhon wo meet that 'wiU astonish 
humdrum. Not so diplomatic as the Avnter thought f 
lilrs, ^Ichille (sivcot woman 1) must oontmue to practise 
civility , for a w^oman who is a wife, my dear, m verily 
she lives in a glass house, and let her flmg no stones, 
‘‘Let him who is without sm," How beautiful that 
Cliristian sentiment • I hope I shall be pardoned, but 
it always seems to me that what we have to endure is 
infinitely worse than any other suffermg, for you find 

no comfort for the children of T s in Scripture, nor 

any defence of their dreadful position. Bobbers, thieves, 
Magdalena 1 but, no I the unfortunate offeprmg of that 
class are not even mentioned at least, m my most^dih- 
gent perusal of the Senptures, I never hghted upon any 
remote allusion , and we know the Jews did wear clothing. 
Outcasts, verily 1 And Evan could go, and write— but 
I have no patience with him. He is the blind tool of his 
mother, and anybody's puppet/ ^ 

The letter concludes, with horrid emphasis • 

‘ The Madre in BecHey • Has sent for Evan from a 
low public-house I I have intercepted the messenger. 
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Evan closeted with Sir Franks AndI'o^\*8 homblo old 
brother with Ladj^ Jocelyn Tlio whole house, from 
garret to kitchen, full of whispers I ^ 

A prayer to Providonce closes the communication. 


CHAPTER SXVni 

T05I COGOLESBr^S PROPOSITION 

The appearance of a ournclo and a donkey-cart nithm 
the gates of Beokley Court, produced a sensation among 
the men of the lower halls, and a couple of them rushed 
out, with the loft calf considerably m advance, to defend 
the house from violation Toivard the curricle they 
directed what should have been a bow, but w'as a nod ' 
Their jomt attention was then given to the donkoy-oart, 
in which old Tom Cogglesby sat alone, bunoby in figure, 
bunched in face, his shrewd grey eyes twinkling under 
the budi of his eyebrows. 

* Oy, sir-— you I my man ! ’ exclaimed the tallest of the 
pair, resolutely ‘This won't do. Don't you know^ 
dnving this sort of conveyance slap along the gravel 'ere, 
up to the pillars, 's unparhamentaiy ^ Can't be allowed. 
Now, nght about I ' 

This address, accompamed by a commanding elevation 
of the dexter hand, seemed to excite Mr Raikes far more 
than Old Tom He ahghted from his perch m haste, and 
was running up to the stalwart figure, orymg, ‘ Fellow ^ ' 
when, as you tell a dog to he down, Old Tom called out, 

* Be quiet, sir 1 ' and Raikes halted with prompt militaiy 
obedience 

The Bight of the ourncle aotmg satellite to the donkey- 
cart staggered the two footmen. 
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‘ Are you lords ? ' sang out Old Tom. 

A burst of laughter from the fnends of Mr. Eadses, m 
the curncle, helped to make the powdered gentlemen 
aware of a sarcasm, and one with no httle digmty rephed 
that they were not lords. 

* Oh ! Then come and hold my donkey. 

Great irresolution was displayed at the injunction, but 
having consulted the face of Mr. Raikes, one fellow, 
evidently half overcome by what was put upon him, with 
the steps of Adam into eale, descended to the gravel, and 
laid his hand on the donkey's head. 

Hold hard ^ ' oned Old Tom, * Whisper in his ear. 
He 'll know your language ' 

'May I have the fehcity of assisting you to terra 
firma ^ ' interposed Mr, Haikes, with the bow of deferen- 
tial familianiy, 

* Done that once too often/ returned Old Tom, jump- 
ing out. ' There. What 's the fee « There 's a crown 
for you that ain't afraid of a hve donkey , and there 's 
a sixpenny bit for you that are — to keep up your courage , 
and when he 's dead you shaJi have his akin — to shave by ' 

* Excellent * ' shouted Raikes. 

' Thomas I ' he addressed a footman, * h aufl in my card. 
Mr. John Feversham Raikes ' 

' And tell my lady, Tom Cogglesby 's come,' added the 
owner of that name. 

We will foUow Tom Cogglesby, as he chooses to be 
called 

Lady Jocelyn rose on his entering the hbrai^, and 
walkmg up to him, encountered him with a kmdly full 
face 

' So I see you at last, Tom * ' she said, without releas- 
ing his hand , and Old Tom mounted patches of red m his 
wrinkled cheeks, and blinked, and betrayed a smgular 
antiquated bosbfulness, which ended, after a mumble 
z 
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of ‘Yea, there ho \vns, and ho hoped her ladyship vn*? 
well/ by his seeking refuge in n chair, vhcro he sat hard, 
and fixed his attention on the leg of n Inble. 

‘Well, Tom, do you find much change in mo ? * sho' 
uas woman enough (o conlmuo. 

Ho u as obliged lo look up 
‘ Can't say I do, my lady ' 

‘ Don't you see the grej hair«, Tom ? ' 

‘ Bettor than a uig,' rejomod ho 
Was it true that her ladyship had behaved rather ill to 
Old Tom m her youth ^ E\ce]lont uoinen 1 mA c been 
naughty girls, and young Beauties will ImAo tlioir train 
It IS also A'ory possible that Old Tom had presumed upon 
trifles, and found it diflicult lo forgive her his own folly. 

‘ Preferable lo a w ig ^ Well, I w ould rather see you 
Anth your natural thatch You 're bent, too You fook 
as if you had kept away from BecUoy a little too long ' 

‘ Told you, my Indy, I should come A\hen } our daughter 
was niarnageablo ' 

‘ Oho 1 that 's it ? I thought it was the Election ' 

‘ Election be — ^hcni > — beg pardon, my lady ' 

‘Swear, Tom, if it reheves jou I think it bad to 
check an oath or a sneeze ' 

‘ 1 'm come to see you on busmess, my lady, or I 
shouldn't have troubled you ' 

* ]\Iahce ? ' 

‘ You '11 see I don't bear any, my lady ' 

‘ Ah 1 if you had only sworn loundly twcnty-fn-c ycare 
ago, Avhat a much younger man 3’ou a\ ould Imve been * 
and a brave capital old friend whom I should not have 
missed all that time ' 

Gomel cried Old Tom, var^ung his 030$ rapidly 
between her ]ad3^ship*s face and the floor, ‘ 3-011 aclaiow- 
ledge I had reason to ’ 

‘ Mais, cela va sans dire/ 
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* Cobblers^ sons ain’t scholars, my lady/ 

^ And are not all m the habit of throwing their fathers 
m onr teeth, I hope 1 ' 

Old Tom wriggled in his chair. ^ Well, my lady, I *m 
not going to make a fool of myself at my time o’ life. 
Needn’t be alarmed now. YouVe got the bell-rope 
handy and a husband on the premises.’ 

Lady Jocelyn snuled, stood up, and went to hun. ' I 
like an honest fist,’ she said, takmg his. * We ’re not 
gomg to be doubtful fnends, and we won’t snap and 
snarl. That ’s for people who ’re mdependent of wigs, 
Tom. I find, for my part, that a httle grey on the top of 
my head cools the temper amaaangly. I used to be rather 
hot once ’ 

* You could be peppery, my lady ' 

* Now I ’m cool, Tom, and so must you be ; or, if you 
fight, it must be in my cause, as you did when you 
thrashed that saucy young carter. Do you remember ^ ’ 

' If you ’ll sit ye down, my lady, I ’ll just tell you what 
I 'm come for,’ said Old Tom, who plainly showed that he 
did remember, and was alarmingly softened by her lady- 
ship’s retention of the incident 

Lady Jocelyn returned to her place. 

‘ You ’ve got a mamageahle daughter, my lady ^ ’ 

* I suppose we may call her so,’ said Lady Jocelyn, with 
a composed glance at the ceiling, 

‘ ’Gaged to be mamed to any young chap ^ ’ 

‘ You must put the question to her, Tom.’ 

* Ha • I don’t want to see her ’ 

At this Lady Jocelyn looked slightly reheved. Old 
Tom contmued 

^ Happen to have got a httle money— not so much as 
many a lord ’s got, I dare say , such as ’tis, there ’tis. 
Young fellow I know wants a wife, and he shall have best 
part of it Will that suit ye, my lady ^ 



3o6 


EVM HAERINGTON 


Lady Jocelyn folded her hands. ‘ Certainly , ~I Vo no 
objection TOat it has to do nith me I can't perceive ' 
‘Ahem I' w'ent Old Tom ‘It wn't hurt your 
daughter to be mamed now, \nll it ^ ' 

‘Oh I my daughter is the destmed bnde of your 
“ young fellow,” ' said Lady Jocelyn ‘ Is that how it s 
to be ^ ' 

‘ She ' — Old Tom cleared his throat — * she won't many 
a lord, my lady , but she — 'hem— if she don't mmd that 
— '11 have a deuced sight more hard cash than many lord’s 
son 'd give her, and a young fellow for a husband, sound 
m wind and limb, good bone and muscle, speaks grammar 
and two or three languages, and — ' 

‘ Stop ^ ' cried Lady Jocelyn * I hope this is not a 
prize young man ^ If he belongs, at his age, to the unco 
^u\dj I refuse to take him for a son-m-law, and I thmk 
Rose will, too ' 

Old Tom burst out vehemently ‘He's a damned 
good young fellow, though he isn't a lord ' 

Well,' said Lady Jocelyn, ‘ I 've no doubt you 're m 
earnest, Tom It 's curious, for this morning Rose has 
come to me and given me the firstchapter of a botheration, 
which she declares is to end in the common rash escpen- 
ment What is your " young fellow's ” name ’ Who is 
he * What is he ? ’ 

‘ Won't take my guarantee, my lady 2 ' 

‘ Rose— if she mames— must have a name, you know 2 ' 
Old Tom hit his knee* ‘ Then there 's a pill for ye to 
swallow, for he am't the son of a lord ' 

* That 's swallowed, Tom What is he 2 ' 

‘ He 's the son of a tradesman, then, my lady ' And 
Old Tom watched her to note the effect he had produced 
‘ More 's the pity,’ was all she remarked 
And he 11 have hia thousand a year to start with , 
and he 's a tailor, my lady ' 
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Her ladyship opened her eyes. 

‘ Hanington "s Ins name, my lady Don't know 
wlicthcr you ever heard of it/ 

Lady Joccljm flung herself back m her chair. * The 
queerest thing I over mot 1 ' said she. 

' Thousand a year to start with/ Old Tom went on, 

‘ and jf she marries— I mean if he mames Aer, I '11 settle 
a thousand per atm. on the first baby— boy or gal ' 

* Hum I Is this gross collusion, Sir. Tom ^ ' Lady 
Jocel}Ti inquired, 

* Wbat does that mean ? ' 

' Have you spoken of this before to any one « ' 

‘ I haven't, my lady. Decided on it this morning. 
Hem I you got a son, too He 's fond of a young gal, 
or he ought to be. I 'll settle him when I 've settled the 
daughter.' 

‘ Harry is strongly attached to a dozen, I beheve/ said 
his mother. * Well, Tom, we '11 think of it. I may as 
well tell you : Rose has just been here to inform me that 
this Mr Harrington has turned her head, and that she 
has given her troth, and all that sort of thing I beheve 
such was not to be laid to my charge in my day/ 

^ You were open enough, my lady,' said Old Tom, 

' She 's fond of the young fellow 2 She '11 have a pill to 
swallow I poor young woman 1 ' 

Old Tom visibly chuckled. Lady Jocelyn had a 
momentary temptation to lead him out, but she did not 
like the subject well enough to play with it. 

* Apparently Rose has swallowed it,’ she said 

‘ Goose, shears, cabbage, and all I ' muttered Old Tom. 

‘ Got a stomach < — she knows he 's a tailor, then ^ The 
young fellow told her * He hasn't been playing the lord 
to her ^ ' 

‘ As far as he 's concerned, I think he has been toler- 
ably honest, Tom, for a man and a lover ' 
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‘ And told her he iras bom and bound a tailor ^ ’ 

‘ Rose certainly heard it from him ' 

Slapping his knee, Old Tom cned * Bravo I ' For 
though one part of his nature was disappomted, and the 
best part of his plot disarranged, he hked Evan^s proceed- 
and felt warm at what seemed to bim Rqso*s scorn of 
rank 

* She must be a good gal, my lady She couldn't have 

got it from t' other side Got it from vou. Not that 
you ' 

*No/ said Lady Jocelyn, apprehending him 'I^m 
afraid I have no Repubhoan virtues I 'm afraid I should 
have rejected the pill Don't be angry with me/ for Old 
Tom looked sour again , ‘ I like birth and position, and 
worldly advantages, and, notwithstanding Rose's pledge 
of the instrument she calls her heart, and in spite of your 
offer, I shall, I tell you honestly, counsel her to have 
nothing to do with ' 

* Anything less than lords/ Old Tom struck in * Very 
weU Are you going to look her up, my lady ^ ’ 

No Nor shall I whip her with rods ' 

‘ Leave her free to her choice ^ ’ 

‘ She wiU have my advice. That I shall give her And 
I shall take care that before she makes a step she shall 
know exactly what it leads to. Her father, of couree, 
will exercise his judgement' (Lady Jocelyn said this 
to uphold the honour of Sir Franks, knowing at the same 
tme perfectly weH that he would be wheedled by Rose ) 
I confess I like this Mr Hamngton But it 's a great 
misfortune for him to have had a notonous father A 
tador should certainly avoid fame, and this young man 
™ have to cany has father on his back He T never 
throw the great Mel off ’ 

1 Coggleshy listened, and was really astonished at 
her ladyship's calm reception of his proposal 
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' Shameful of him 1 shameM • ^ he muttered per- 
versely ; for it Ts^ould have made him desolate to have 
had to change his opinion of her ladyship after ohenshmg 
it, and consoling himself with it, five-and-tweniy years. 
Pearmg the approach of softness, he prepared to take hia 
leave. 

* Now— your servant, my lady. I stick to my word, 
mind : and if your people here are wihmg, I— I Ve got a 
candidate up for Fall'field— I knock him down, and 
you shall sneak in your Tory. Servant, my lady ' 

Old Tom rose to go. Lady Jocelyn took his hand 
cordially, though she could not help smiling at the 
humihty of the cobbler’s son m his maimer of speaking 
of the Toiy candidate. 

‘ Won’t you stop with us a few days ^ ’ 

* I ’d rather not, I thank ye ’ 

* Won’t you see Rose ® ' 

* I won’t. Not till she ’s married ’ 

* Well, Tom, we ’re friends now ^ ’ 

* Not aware I Ve ever done you any harm, my lady.’ 

* Look me in the face ’ 

The trial was hard for him. Though she had been 
five-and-twenty years a wife, she was still veiy hand- 
some but he was not going to be melted, and when 
the perverse old fellow obeyed her, it was with an aspect 
of resolute disgust that would have made any other 
woman mdignant. Lady Jocelyn laughed. 

* Why, Tom, your brother Andrew 's here, and makes 
himself comfortable with us. We rode by Brook’s farm . 
the other day. Do you remember Coppmg’s pond- 
how we dragged it that night « What days we had » ’ 

Old Tom tugged once or twice at his imprisoned fist, 
while these youthful frohoa of has too stupid self and the 
wild and beautiful Miss Bonner were bemg recalled 

' I remember I ’ he said savagely, and reaching the door 
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hurled out . * Aud I romcmber the BtdUlogft, too t-* 
servant, my Indy ' Wuh ulnch bo rffcrted a retronl, to 
avoid a ringing laugh ho hoard in hi*» ohm. 

Lady Jocelyn had not laughed. Slio Imd done no 
more than look and ‘mnlo kindly on (he old hoy. It wn*? 
at the Bull-dogs, a fall of unlor on the hordors of the park, 
that Tom Cogglesby, then a honrly joung man, had been 
guilty of his folly Imd mu.taken her frank friend line'f'i 
for a return of Ins passion, and his stubborn vanity still 
attributed her i ejection of liw suit to the fact of his 
descent from a cobbler, or, ns bo put it, to her infernal 
Arorship of rank. 

'Poor old Tom!* said her ladyship, uhen alone. 
'Ho 's rough at the nnd, hut sound at the core ' She 
had no idea of tlic long revenge Old Tom eheriMicd, nnd 
had just shaped into a plot to be equal uiili licr for the 
Bull-dogs t 


CHAPTER XXIX 

rilELUDE TO KKOAGI-MKN'T 

Mokev vras a strong point \\ lih the Elbumc brood The 
Jocelyns very properly respected blood ; but being, aa 
Harry, their youngest rcpresentati\c, termed thorn, poor 
as rats, they uero justified m considcrmg it a muikelablo 
stuff , and when they married they marned for money. 
The Hon Miss Jocelyn had espoused a manufncturci, 
who failed m his contract, and deserved his death The 
diplomatist, Slelvilie, had not stepped aside from the 
family traditions m his alhanco uith JIiss Black, the 
daughter of a bold bankrupt, educated in afifluenco , 
and if he touched nothing hut BOOO?. nnd some voiy 
pretty iinglets, that was not his fault. Sir Fianhs, too, 
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mixed his pure stream Tnth gold. As yet, hoTsv^ever, the 
gold had done httle more than shine on him; and, 
belonging to expectancy, it might be thought unsub- 
stantial. Beokley Court was m the hands of 3Mhs. 
Bonner, who, with the highest sense of duty toward her 
only hvmg child, was the last to appreciate Lady Jocelyn's 
entire absence of demonstrative affection, and severely 
reprobated her daughter's philosophic handimg of certain 
serious subjects. Sir Pranks, no doubt, came better off 
than the others; her ladyship brought him twenty 
thousand pounds, and Harry had ten m the past tense, 
and Rose ten in the future , but living, as he had done, 
a score of years anticipating the demise of an incurable 
invahd, he, though an excellent husband and father, 
could scarcely be taught to imagme that the Jocelyn 
object of his bargain was attained He had the semblance 
of wealth, without the personal glow which absolute 
possession bnngs. It was his habit to call himself a 
poor man, and it was his dream that Rose should many 
a rich one. Harry was hopeless. He had been his 
Grandmother's pet up to the years of adolescence ; he 
was getting too old for any prospect of a nuhtary career 
he had no turn for diplomacy, no taste for any of the 
walks open to blood and birth, and was in headlong disgrace 
with the fountam of goodness at Beokley Court, where 
he was still kept m the tacit understanding that, should 
Juliana unbent the place, he must be at hand to many her 
instantly, after the fashion of the Jocelyns. They were 
an mjured family ; for what they gave was good, and the 
commercial world had not behaved honourably to them 
Now, Ferdmand Laxley was just the match for Rose, 
Bom to a title and fine estate, he was evidently fond of 
her, and there had been a gentle hope in the bosom of 
Sir Franks that the family fatahiy would cease, and that 
Rose would marry both money and blood. 
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to hear that his daughter had phghted herself to the son 
of a tradesman that, as the ohmax to their evil fate, she 
who had some blood and some money of her own— ^ho 
only Jocelyn who had ever united the two — ^was desirous 
of wastmg herself on one who had neither The idea 
was so utterly opposed to the principles Sir Franks had 
been tramed m, that his intellect could not grasp it. Ho 
hatened to his sister, Mrs Shome : he listened to Ins 
wife , he agreed with all they said, though what they said 
was widely diverse . he consented to see and speak to 
Evan, and he did so, and was much the most distressed. 
For Sir Fianks liked many thmgs in life, and hated one 
thmg alone — ^whxoh was * bother ’ A smooth world was 
his delight Rose knew this, and her instruction to Evan 
\ras * You cannot give me up — ^you will go, but you 
cannot give me up while I am faithful to you , tell him 
that ^ She knew that to nnpress this fact at once on the 
mind of Sir Franks would be a great gam , for in his 
detestation of bother he would soon grow reconciled to 
things monstrous ' and heanng the same on both sides, 
the matter would assume an inevitable shape to him 
Mr. Second Fiddle had no difficulty m declaring the 
eternity of his sentiments , but he toned them with a 
despair Rose did not contemplate, and added also his 
readmess to repair, m any way possible, the evil done 
He ^oke of his birth and positaon Sir Franks, with 
a gentlemanly dehcacy natural to all lovers of a smooth 
world, begged him to see the mam and the insurmountable 
objection Birth was to be desired, of course, and 
position, and so forth but without money how can two 
young people marry * Events heart melted at this 
generous way of puttmg it. He said he saw it, he had 
no hope* he would go and be forgotten and begged 
that for any annoyance his visit might have caused Sir 
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Pranks and Lady Jocelyn, they would pardon him. Sir 
Franks shook him by the hand, and the interview ended 
in a dialogue on the condition of the knees of Black 
Lymport, and on horseflesh in Portugal and Spam. 

FoUowmg Evan, Rose went to her father and gave him 
a good hour’s excitement, after which the worthy gentle- 
man hurried for consolation to Lady Jocelyn, whom he 
found reading a book of French memoirs, in her usual 
attitude, with her feet stretched out and her head thrown 
back, as in a distant survey of the lively people screening 
her from a troubled world. Her ladyship read him a 
piquant story, and Sm Franks capped it with another 
from memory ; whereupon her ladyship held him wrong 
in one turn of the story, and Sir l^anks rose to get the 
volume to verify, and while he was turning over the leaves. 
Lady Jocelyn told him mcidentally of old Tom Coggles- 
by’s visit and proposal. Sir Franks found the passage, 
and that her l^yship was right, which it did not move 
her countenance to hear, 

' Ah • ’ said he, finding it no use to pretend there was 
no bother in the world, ' here ’s a pretty pickle * Rose 
says she will have that fellow ’ 

‘ Hum * ’ rephed her ladyship. ‘ And if she keeps her 
mind a couple of years, it will be a wonder ’ 

‘ Very bad for her this sort of thing — talked about, ^ 
muttered Sir Franks. ‘ Ferdmand was just the man ’ 

‘ Well, yes , I suppose it ’s her mistake to think brains 
an absolute requisite,’ said Lady Jocelyn, opemng her 
book agam, and scanning down a column 
Sir Franks, being imitative, adopted a similar refug^ 
and the talk between them was varied by quotations and 
choice bits from the authors they had recourse to. Both 
leaned back m them chairs, and spoke with their eyes on 

their books. ^ 

* Julia ’s going to write to her mother,’ said he. 
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‘ Very filial and proper/ said she, 

* There '11 be a homble hubbub, you know, Emily/ 

^ Most probably. I shall get the blame , cela se con- 
goit.' 

^ Young Harnngton goes the day after to-morrow. 
Thought it better not to pack him off in a hurry/ 

* And just before the pic-mo , no, certainly. X suppose 
it would look odd ' 

‘ How are we to get rid of the Countess * ' 

* Eh * This Bautru is amusmg, Franks ; but he *s 
nothing to Tandy Homme mcomparable I On the 
whole I find Mkiage rather dull The Countess ^ what 
an accomplished bar that woman is 1 She seems to have 
stepped out of Tallemant's Gallery Concerning the 
Countess, I suppose you had better apply to Jlelville ' 

" Where the deuce did this young Harrmgton get his 
breeding from ^ ' 

‘ He comes of a notable sire ' 

* Yes, but there 's no sign of the snob in him ' 

* And I exonerate bun from the charge of “ adventur- 
ing ” after Rose George Uploft tells me — 1 had him in 
just now — that the mother is a woman of mark and strong 
prmciple She has probably corrected the too luxunant 
nature of Mel m her offsprmg That is to say m this one 
Pour les autres, je ne dis pas WeU, the young man will 
go , and if Rose chooses to become a monument of con- 
stancy, we can do nothing I shall give my advice , but 
as she has not deceived me, and she is a reasonable being, 
I shan't mterfere Putting the case at the worst, they 
will not want money I have no doubt Tom Cogglesby 
means what he says, and will do it So there we wiH 
leave the matter till we hear from Elbume House ' 

Sir Franks groaned at the thought 

‘ How much does he offer to settie on them ^ ' he asked. 

* A thousand a year on the marriage, and the same 
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amount to the first child. I daresay the end would be 
that they would get aU/ 

Sir Franks nodded, and remained with one eye-brow 
pitiably elevated above the level of the other 

‘ Anything but a tailor ^ ' he exclaimed presently, half 
to himself. 

* There is a prejudice against that craft,’ her ladyship 
acquiesced. ‘ B6ranger — ^let me see— -your favourite 
]?^enchman, Pranks, wasn’t it his father ® — ^no, his grand- 
father. “ Mon pauvre et humble grand-p^re,” I think, 
was a tailor. Hum 1 the degrees of the thmg, I confess, 
don’t affect me One trade I imagine to be no worse than 
another.’ 

/ Ferdmand’s allowance is about a thousand,’ said Sir 
Franks, meditatively. 

' And won't be a farthing more till he comes to the 
title,' added her ladyship. 

‘ Well,' resumed Sir Pranks, ‘ it 's a hornble bother ^ ’ 

His wife philosophically agreed with him, and the sub- 
ject was dropped. 

Lady Jocelyn felt with her husband, more than she 
chose to let him know, and Sir Pranks could have burst 
into anathemas against fate and circumstances, more 
than his love of a smooth world permitted He, how- 
ever, was subdued by her calmness , and she, with ten 
times the weight of bram, was manosuvred by the wonder- 
ful dash of General Rose Jocelyn. For her ladyship, 
thinking, ‘ I shall get the blame of all this,’ rather sided 
insensibly with the offenders against those who con- 
demned them jointly , and seeing that Rose had been 
scrupulously honest and straightforward in a very 
dehcate matter, this lady was so constituted that she 
could not but applaud her daughter in her heart A 
worldly woman would have acted, if she had not thought, 
differently ; but her ladyship was not a worldly woman* 
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Evan’s beanng and oharacter bad, during bis residence 
at Beokley Court, become bo tborougbly accepted ns those 
of a gentleman, and one of their omti lanb, that, after an 
allusion to the ongm of his breeding, not a u ord more 
iras said by either of them on that topic* Besides, Rose 
had dignified him by her decided conduct 

By the tmie poor Sir Franks had read himseK into 
tranq^uillily, Mrs Shome, T\ho know him well, and 
determined that he should not enter upon Ms usual ne- 
gociations with an unpleasantness that is to say, to 
forget It, jomed them m the library, bnnging uith her 
Sir John Lonng and Hamilton Jocel}Ti. Ilcr first 
measure was to compel Sir Franks to put dou n his book 
Lady Jocelyn subsequently had to do the same 

’ Well, what have you done, Franks ? ’ said j\Ir3 
Shorne 

‘ Bone ^ ’ answered the poor gentleman. * What is 
there to be done ? I Vo spoken to young Hamngton ’ 

‘ Spoken to him ' He deserves horsewhipping I Have 
you not told Inm to quit the house instantly ? ' 

Lady Joceljm came to her husband’s aid * ‘ It wouldn’t 
do, I think, to kick him out In the fiist place, he hasn’t 
deserved it * 

‘ Not deserved it, Emily ^ — ^the commonest, low, vale, 
adventuring tradesman * ’ 

* In the second place,’ pursued her ladyship,' it ’s not 
adviseable to do anything that Anil make Rose enter mto 
the young woman’s subhmities It ’s better not to lot a 
lunatic see that you th in k hun stark mad, and the same 
holds with young women afflicted with the love-mama 
The sound of sense, even if they can't understand it, 
flatters them so as to keep them withm bounds Other- 
wise you dnve them into excesses best avoided ' 

Really, Emily,’ said Mis Shome, ‘ you speak almost, 
one would say, as an advocate of such nmons ’ 
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* You m\iBt knou’ perfectly u ell that I entirely condemn 
them/ replied her ladyship, u ho had once, and once only, 
delivered her opinion of the nuptials of IMr. and Mrs, 
Shornc. 

In self-defence, and to show the total difference between 
the cases, ^Irs. Shornc interjected : * An utterly penniless 
young adventurer ^ ' 

* Oh, no ; there 's money/ remarked Sir Franks, 

' j\Ioney is tliero ^ ' quoth Hamilton, respectfully, 

* And there 's uit,' added Sir John, * if he has half his 
sislcr^s talent/ 

' Astonishing uomon > ' Hamilton chimed m ; addmg, 
uith a shrug, ' But, egad ! * 

* Well, we don't want him to resemble his sister,' said 
Lady Jocelyn, * I acknowledge she 's amusmg/ 

* Amusing, Emily * ' Sirs. Shome never encountered 
her sister-in-law's calmness without mdignation *I 
could not rest in the house with such a person, knowing 
her what she is. A vile adventuress, as I firmly beheve 
What does she do all day with your mother ^ Depend 
upon it, you will repent her visit in more ways than one,' 

^ A prophecy « ' asked Lady Jocelyn, smiling. 

On the grounds of common sense, on the grounds of 
propriety, and consideration of what was due to them- 
selves, all agreed to condemn the notion of Rose casting 
jierseif away on Evan Lady Jocelyn agreed with 
Mrs Shome , Sir Franks with his brother, and Sir John. 
But as to what they were to do, they were divided. 
Lady Jocelyn said she should not prevent Rose from 
writmg to Evan, if she had the wish to do so. 

* Folly must come out,' said her ladyship | It 's a 
combustible material I won't have her health injured. 
She shall go into the world more. She will be presented 
at Court, and if it 's necessary to give her a dose or two 
to counteract her vamty, I don't object. This will wear 
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off, or, 61 c'est y 6 ntabloment uno grande passion, eh bien I 
we must take vbat Providence sends ns/ 

* And which might have prevcnlcd if we liad con- 
descended to listen to the plainest worldly wisdom/ added 
hits Shome 

‘Yes/ said Lady Joccljm, equably, ‘you know, you 
and I, Julia, argue from two distinct points. Girls may 
be shut up, as you propose I don’t think nature in* 
tended to have them the obverse of men. I *ni sure 
their mothers never designed that they should run awaj' 
with footmen, riding-masters, chance curates, as they 
occasionally do, and wouldn’t if they had points of com- 
panson My opinion is that Prospero was ju'^t saved by 
the Pimce of Naples bemg wTCckcd on his island, from 
a shookmg mis-alhanco between his daughter and the son 
of Sycoras I sec it clearly Poetiy conceals the ex- 
treme probabihty, but from what I know of nij' sex, I 
should have no hesitation m turning prophet also, as to 
that' 

What could Mrs Shome do with a mother w ho talked in 
this manner ^ Mrs Melville, when she arrived to take 
part m the conference, which gradually swelled to a family 
one, was equally unable to make Lady Jocel}!! perceive 
that her plan of brmging up Rose was, m the present 
result of it, other than unlucky 
Now the two Generals — ^Eoae Jocelyn and the Countess 
de Saldar—had brought matters to tins pass , and from 
the two tactical extremes the former by openness and 
dash , the latter by subtlety, and her own mterpretations 
of the means extended to her by Providence I will not 
be so bold as to state which of the two I think right 
Good and evil work together m this world If the 
Countess had not woven the tangle, and gamed Evan 
time, Rose would never have seen his blood, — never have 
had her spmt humed out of all shows and foims and 
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habits of thought, up to the gates of existence, as it were, 
where she took him simply as God created him and her, 
and clave to him, Agam, had Rose been secret, when 
this turn in her nature came, she would have forfeited 
the strange power she received from it, and which en- 
dowed her with decision to say what was in her heart, and 
stamp it lastingly there. The two Generals were quite 
antagonistic, but no two, m perfect ignorance of one 
another’s proceedings, ever worked so harmomously 
toward the main result. The Countess was the skilful 
engineer: Rose the General of cavalry. And it did really 
seem that, with Tom Cogglesby and his thousands in 
reserve, the victory was about to be gained. The male 
Jocdyns, an easy race, decided that, if the worst came 
to the worst, and Rose proved a wonder, there was money, 
which was Bomethmg, 

But social prejudice was about to claim its champion 
Hitherto there had been no Greneral on the opposite side 
Love, aided by the Countess, had engaged an mert mass 
The champion was discovered in the person of the pro- 
vincial Don Juan, Mr. Hany Jocelyn Hany had gone 
on a mysterious business of his own to London. He re- 
turned with a green box under his arm, which, five 
minutes after his arrival, was entrusted to Conning, m 
company with a genial present for herself, of a kind not 
perhaps so fit for exhibition ; at least they both thought 
so, for it was given in the shades. Harry then went to 
pay his respects to his mother, who received him with her 
customary ironical tolerance. His father, to whom he 
was an incarnation of bother, likewise nodded to him 
and gave bi-m a finger Duty done, Harry looked round 
him for pleasure, and observed nothing but glum faces. 
Even the face of John Raakes was heavy. He had been 
hovering about the Duke and' Miss Current for an hour, 
hoping the Countess would come and give hun a promised 
2 a 
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introduction, Tlio Countess stirred not from ahovo, and 
Jack drifted from group to gionp on the InNvn, and grc’W' 
conscious that wherever ho went lie hi ought mIciicc uitli 
him His isolation made him humble, and when Harry 
shook his hand, and said ho romcmbcied Pnllowficld and 
the fun there, Jlr Raikcs thanked him 
Harry made his >vay to join his friend Ferdinand, and 
funuahed him wuth the latest London news not likely to 
appear m the papers Lnvloy w as distant and wnamused. 
Fiom the fact, too, that Harry was known to bo the 
Countess's slave, bis presence produced the same effect 
m the diderent circles about the grounds, as did that of 
John Raikes Hany began to yawn and wish very 
ardently for bis sw cot lad}' She, how over, had too fine 
an mstinot to descend 

An hour before dinner, Juhana sent him a message that 
she desired to see bun, 

' Jovo ^ I hope that girl 's not going to be blowing hot 
agam,' sighed the conqueror. 

He had nothing to fear from Juliana TJio moment 
they wore alone she asked him, ‘ Have you heard of it ^ ’ 
Harry shook his head and shrugged 
‘ They haven't told ^ou * Rose has engaged liersclf 
to Mr Harrmgton, a tradesman, a tailor 1 ' 

'Pooh I have you got hold of that stoiy ? ' said Hany 
' But I 'm flony for old Ferdy. He was fond of Rosey. 
Here 's another bother ! ' 

‘ You don't believe me, Hany * ' 

Harry was mentally debating whether, in this new 
posture of affairs, his fnend Ferdmand would press Ins 
claim for certain moneys lent 
‘ Oh, I beheve you,' ho said ' Harrington has the 
knack with you women Why, you made eyes at him. 
It was a toss-up between you and Rosey once ' 

Juhana let tins accusation pass. 
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* He is a tradesman. He has a shop m Lymport, I 
tell you, Harry, and his name on it And he came here 
on purpose to catch Rose. And now he has caught her, 
he tells lier. And his mother is now at one of the village 
inns, waiting to see him. Go to Mr George Uploft ; he 
knows the family. Yes, the Countess has turned your 
head, of course ; but she has schemed, and schemed, 
and told such stones— God forgive her l — ' 

The girl had to veil her eyes in a spasm of angry 
weeping. 

‘ Oh, come ^ Juley I ’ murmured her lolling cousm 
Harry boasted an extraordmary weakness at the sight 
of feminme tears. ‘I say • Juley ^ you know if you 
begin cr5?1ng I 'm done for, and it isn't fair,' 

He dropped his arm on her waist to console her, and 
generously declared to her that he always had been 
very fond of her. These scenes were not foreign to 
the youth. Her fits of crying, from which she would 
burst m a frenzy of contempt at hm,^had made Hany 
say stronger thmgs, and the assurances of profound 
affection uttered in a most languid voice will stmg the 
hearts of women, 

Harry still went on with bis declarations, heating them 
rapidly, so as to bring on himself the usual outburst and 
check. She was longer m commg to it this tune, and he 
had a homd fear, that instead of dismissing him fiercely, 
and so a m riillmg his words, the strange httle person was 
going to be soft and hold him to them. There were her 
tears, however, which she could not stop. 

' Well, then, Juley, look. I do, upon my honour, yes 
-4here, don't cry any more— I do love you.' 

Harry held his breath in awful suspense. Juhana 
quietly disengaged her waist, and looking at bun, said, 

‘ Poor Harry ^ You need not he any more to please me.' 

Such was Harry's astonishment, that he exclaimed, 
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‘ It isn't a lie ^ I say, I do love you/ And for an 
instant lie thought and hoped that lie did love her. ^ 

* Well, then, Harry, I don't love you/ said Juliana, 
which revealed to our friend that ho had been mistaken 
in his own emotions Nevertheless, his vanity wos hurt 
when he saw she was smeoro, and ho listened to her, a 
moody being. This may account for his excessive Airath 
at Evan Harrington after Juliana had given him proofs 
of the truth of what she said. 

But the Countess was Harrington's sister 1 The 
image of the Countess sw^am before him. Was it possible ? 
Harry went about aakmg evetybody ho met. Tlic imti- 
ated were discreet, those vho had tho whispers were 
open. A bare truth is not so convincing as one that 
discretion confirms. Harry found the detestable nows 
perfectly true. 

' Stop it by all means if you can/ said lus father. 

‘ Yes, try a fall with Rose/ said lus mother. 

‘ And I must sit doim to dinner to-day with a con- 
founded Mow, the son of a tailor, who 's had the — — 
impudence to make love to my sister I ' cned Harry 
' I 'm determmed to kick him out of the house ! — ^half ' 

‘To what is the modification of your determina- 
tion due ^ ' Lady Jocelyn mquired, probably suspecting 
the sweet and gracious person who divided Harry's 
mmd 

Her ladyship treated her children as she did mankind 
generally, from her mtellectual eminence, Harry w^as 
compelled to fly from her cruel shafts. He found comfort 
with his Aunt Shome, and she as much as told Harry 
that he was the head of the house, and must take up the 
matter summarily. It was expected of him Now was 
the time for him to show his manhoocL 

Harry could think of but one way to do that. 

* Yes, and if I do — all up with the old lady,' he said, 
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nnd lind to explain that his Grandmama Bonner would 
never leave a penny to a fellow uho had fought a duel. 

' A duel * ' said Mrs. Shomo. * No, there are other 
>\ays. Insist upon his renouncing her. And Rose- 
treat her with a high hand, as becomes you. Your 
mother is incorrigible, and as for your father, one knows 
him of old. This devolves upon you. Our family 
honour is in your linnds, Biniry/ 

Considering Harry’s reputation, the family honour 
must have got Ion . Harry, of course, was not disposed 
to ihinlc so. He discovered a great deal of unused pride 
vithin him, for which he had hitherto not found an 
agreeable vent. He vowed to his aunt that he would 
not suffer the disgrace, and while still that blandishing 
olive-hued visage swam before his eyes, he pledged his 
word to ]Mrs. Shorne that he would come to an under- 
standing with Harrington that night. 

* Quietly,’ said she. ‘ No scandal, pray.’ 

^ Oh, never mind how I do it/ returned Harry, man- 
fully, ‘ How am I to do it, then ? ’ he added, suddenly 
remembering his debt to Evan. 

^Irs. Shorne instructed him how to do it quietly, and 
wthout fear of scandal. The miserable champion 
replied that it was very well for her to teU him to say 
this and that, but — and she thought him demented — 
he must, previous to addressing Harrington in those 
terms, have money, 

' Money I ’ echoed the lady. ‘ Money * ’ 

* Yes, money * ’ he iterated doggedly, and she leamt 
that he had borrowed a sum of Harrington, and the 
amount of the sum. 

It was a disastrous phght, for Mrs. Shome was penniless. 

She cited Ferdinand Laxley as a likely lender. 

'Oh, I’m deep with him already,’ said Harry, in 
apparent dejection. 
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‘How dreadful are these everlasting borrowings of 
yours • ’ exclaimed his aunt, unaware of a trifling m« 
congnuty m her sentiments ‘ You must speak to him 
without— pay him by-and-by We must scrape the 
money together I will wnte to your grandfather ’ 

‘ Yes , speak to him • How can I when I owe him * 
I can't tell a fellow he 's a blackguard when I ou'e him, 
and I can't speak any other way I am't a diplomatist. 
Dashed if I know what to do • ' 

‘ Juhana/ murmured his aunt, 

* Can't ask her, you know ' 

hits Shoine combated the one promment reason for 
the objection but there were tivo Harry heheved 
that he had exhausted Juliana's treasury Eeproaching 
him furthei for hia wastefulness, Mrs Shorne promised 
him the money should be got, by hook or by crook, 
next day 

‘ And you will speak to tins Mr Harrington to-night, 
Harry ? No aUueion to the loan till yon return it 
Appeal to his sense of honour ' 

The dinner-bell assembled the inmates of the house 
Evan was not among them He had gone, as the Countess 
said aloud, on a diplomatic mission to Fallowfield, with 
Andrew Cog^esby The truth bemg that he had finally 
taken Andrew mto his confidence concemmg the letter, 
the annuily, and the bond Upon which occasion 
Andrew had burst mto a laugh, and said he could lay his 
hand on the wnter of the letter 
' Trust Old Tom for plots, Van 1 He 'll blow you up 
in a twinkhng, the cunning old dog • He pretends to he 
hard he 's as soft as I am, if it wasn't for his crotchets 
We 'll hand him back the cash, and that 's ended And 
—eh « what a dear girl she is i Not that I 'm astonished 
My Harry might have mamed a lord — sit at top of any 
table in the land t And you 're as good as any man. 
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That ’s my opinion. But I say she 's a wonderful girl 
to see it.^ 

Chattenng thus, Andrew drove with the dear boy into 
Fallowfield. Evan was still in hia dream. To him the 
generous love and valiant openness of Eose, though they 
were matched m his own bosom, seemed scarcely human. 
Almost as noble to him were the gentlemanly plam- 
speaking of Sir Franks and Lady Jooelyn^s kind common- 
sense, But the more he esteemed them, the more un- 
bounded and miraculous appeared the prospect of hia 
c alling their daughter by the sacred name, and kneeling 
with her at their feet. Did the dear heavens have that 
m store for him 1 The horizon edges were dimly lighted 
Harry looked about under his eye-hds for Evan, trymg 
at the same time to compose himself for the martyrdom 
he had to endure in sitting at table with the presumptuous 
fellow. The Countess signalled him to come within the 
presence. As he was crossing the room, Rose entered, 
and moved to meet bun, with : * Ah, Harry* backagam* 
Glad to see you " 

Harry gave her a blunt nod, to which she was inatten- 
tive. 

‘ What I ' whispered the Countess, after he pressed the 
tips of her fingers. ' Have you brought back the grocer ^ ' 
Now this was hard to stand Harry could forgive her 
her birth, and pass it utterly by if she chose to fall m love 
with him , but to hear the grocer mentioned, when he 
knew of the tailor, was a httle too much, and what Hariy 
felt his ingenuous countenance was accustomed to exhibit. 
The Countess saw it. She turned her head from him to 
the diplomatist, and he had to remain like a sentmel at 
her feet. He did not want to be thanked for the green 
box still he thought she might have favoured him with 
one of her much-embracing smiles 
In the evening, after wine, when he was warm and 
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had almost forgotten the insult to Iiis and himself, 
the Countess snubbed him. It mos unuiso on her part, 
but she had the ghastly thought that facts were oozuig 
out, and were already half known. She was thcrefoic 
sensitive tenfold to appearances , sn\ age if one failed 
to keep up her he to her, and was guilty of a shadow of 
difference of behaviour. The pic-nic over, our General 
would evacuate Beckley Court, and shako tho dust off 
her shoes, and leave the harvest of what sho had sown to 
Providence. Till then, respect, and tho lionours of war ! 
So the Countess snubbed him, and ho being full of wme, 
fell luto the hands of Juhana, who had witnessed the 
httle scene 

* She has made a fool of others as w cU as of 3 ’ou,* said 
Juhana. 

^ How has she ? * he mquired. 

* Never mmd. Do you want to make her humble and 
crouch to you ^ * 

‘ I want to see Harrington/ said Harrj*. 

* He will not return to-night from Pallowficld, He has 
gone there to get Mr, Andrew Cogglesby^s brother to do 
something for him. Tou won’t have such another chance 
of huniblmg them both— both I I told you his mother 
is at an inn here. The Countess has sent Mr. Harrington 
to FoHoivfield to be out of the way, and sho has told her 
mother all sorts of falsehoods ’ 

‘How do you know all that? * quoth Hany 'By 
Jove, Juley I talk about plotters ! No keeping anything 
from you, ever I ’ 

Never mmd. The mother is here. She must he a 
vulgar woman. Oh I if you could manage, Hariy, to 
get this woman to come— you could do it so easily 1— 
wMe they are at the pio-mo to-morrow It would have 
the best effect on Bose. She would then understand! 
And the Countess 1 ’ 
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* I could send the old woman a message * * cried Harry, 
rushing into the scheme, inspired by Jiiana's fiery eyes 
* Send her a sort of message to say where we ah were/ 

‘Let her know that her son ts here, m some way,’ 
Juley resumed 

‘ And, egad t what an explosion 1 ’ pursued Harry. 
‘ But, suppose — ’ 

‘ No one shall know, if you leave it to me — if you do 
just as I tell you, Harry. You won’t be treated as you 
were this evening after that, if you bring down her pnde. 
And, Harry, I hear you want money — can give you 
some.’ 

‘ You ’re a perfect trump, Juley * ’ exclaimed her 
enthusiastic cousm. ‘ But, no ; I can’t take it. I must 
kiss you, though/ 

He put a kiss upon her cheek Once his kisses had 
left a red waxen stamp ; she was callous to these com- 
pliments now. 

‘ Wih you do what I advise you to-morrow ^ ’ she 
asked. 

After a slight hesitation, during which the olive-hued 
visage flitted faintly m the distances of his bram, 
Harry said • 

‘ It 'll do Rose good, and make Harrmgton cut. Yes ^ 

I declare I will ’ 

Then they parted. Juhana went to her bed-room, and 
flung herself upon the bed hystencally. As the tears 
came thick and fast, she jumped up to look the door, for 
this outrageous habit of crying had made her contempt- 
ible in the eyes of Lady Jocelyn, and an object of pity to 
Rose. Some excellent and noble natures cannot tolerate 
disease, and are mystified by its ebulhtions. It was very 
sad to see the slight thm frame grasped by those wan 
hands to contain the violence of the frenzy that possessed 
her 1 the pale, hapless face rigid above the torment in her 
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At the South-Boslotn extremity of the park, \nth ft 
view" extending o\cr nidc niendow's nnd trouhlcd mill- 
’^aters, yellow bam-roofa and Bcalher-graj old farm- 
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Trails, two grassy mounds threw their slopes to the 
margm of the stream. Here the bull-dogs held revel. 
The hollow between the slopes was crowned by a bending 
birch, which rose three-stemmed from the root, and hung 
a noiseless green shower over the basin of green it 
shadowed. Beneath it the interminable growl sounded 
pleasantly ; softly shot the sparkle of the twistmg water, 
and you might dream things half-fulfilled. Emots of 
fem were about, but the tops of the mounds were firm 
grass, evidently well rolled, and with an eye to airy feet 
Olympus one eminence was called, Parnassus the other 
Olympus a httle overlooked Parnassus, but Parnassus 
was broader and altogether better adapted for the games 
of the Muses. Round the edges of both there was a 
well-trimmed bush of laurel, obscuring only the feet of 
the dancers from the observing gods For on Olympus 
the elders reclined. Great efforts had occasionally been 
made to dispossess and unseat them, and their security 
depended mainly on a hump m the middle of the mound 
which defied the dance. 

Watteau-hke groups were already couched m the shade. 
There were ladies of all sorts town-bred and country- 
bred : farmers' daughters and daughters of peers • for 
this pic-nic, as Lady Joceljm, disgusting the Countess, 
would call it, was in reality a fete ohamp^tre, given 
annually, to which the fair offspring of the supenor 
tenants were invited — ^the brothers and fathers commg 
to fetch them m the evenmg. It struck the eye of the 
Countess de Saldar that Olympus would be a fitting 
throne for her, and a pomt whence her shafts might 
fl.y without fear of a return. Like another iILustnous 
General at Salamanca, she directed a detachment to take 
possession of the height. Courtly Sir John Loring ran 
up at once, and gave the diplomatist an opportumty to 
thank her flatteringly for gaining them two minutes 
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to themselves. Sir John vraved his handkerchief in 
tnumph, irelcomiDg them under an avuing iihere 
carpets and cushions were spread, and whence the 
Countess could eye the field She was dressed ravish- 
mgly, slightly m a foreign stylo, the bodice being 
peaked at the waist, as was then the Portuguese per- 
suasion. The neck, too, was dehciously veiled inth fine 
Ia(je — and thoroughly veiled, for it was a feature the 
Countess did not care to expose to the vulgar daylight 
Ofi her gentle shoulders, as it vere some fringe of cloud 
blown by the breeze this sweet lady opened her bosom 
to, curled a lovely black lace scarf not Caroline’s, If 
she laughed, the tinge of mourning lent her laughter new 
charms. If she sighed, the exuberant array of her 
apparel bade the spectator be of good cheer. Was she 
witfy, men surrendered reason and adored her. Only 
when she entered the majestic mood, and assumed the 
languors of greatness, and recited musky anecdotes of 
her intima(^ with it, only then did mankmd, as repre- 
sented at Beckley Court, open an internal eye and reflect 
that it was wonderful m a tailor’s daughter. And she 
felt that mankmd did so reflect Her mstmots did not 
deceive her She knew not how much was known , in 
the depths of her heart she kept low the fear that possibly 
all might be known , and succeeding m this, she said 
to herself that probably nothing was Inown after all 
George Uploft, Miss Carrington, and Rose, were the 
three she abhorred Partly to be out of their way, and 
to be out of the way of chance shots (for she had heard 
names of people coming that reminded her of Dubbins’s, 
where, in past days, there had been on one awful occasion 
a temfio discovery made), the Countess selected Olympus 
for her station, It was her last day, and she determined 
to be happy. Doubtless, she was making a retreat, but 
have not illustrious Generals snatched vicftory from their 
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pursuers ^ Fair, then, sweet, and full of grace, the 
Countess moved. As the restless shifting of colours to 
her motions was the constant interchange of her semi- 
sorrowful manner and ready archness. Sir John almost 
capered to please her, and the diplomatist in talking to 
her forgot his diplomacy and the craft of his tongue. 

It was the last day also of Caroline and the Duke, 
The Countess clung to Caroline and the Duke more than 
to Evan and Rose. She could see the first couple walk- 
ing under an avenue of limes, and near them that young 
man or monkey, Raikes, as if in ambush. Twice they 
passed him, and twice he doffed his hat and did homage. 

* A most smgular creature I ^ exclaimed the Countess. 
‘ It is my constant marvel where my brother discovered 
such a curiosity. Do notice him/ 

* That man ^ Ra±e 9 * ' said the diplomatist ‘ Do 
you know he is our rival 1 Hany wanted an excuse for 
another bottle last night, and proposed the Member ” 
for Fallowfield. Up got this Mr, Raokes and returned 
thanks ' 

‘ Yes « ' the Countess negligently interjected in a 
way she had caught from Lady Jocelyn, 

‘ Cogglesby*s nominee, apparently.' 

‘ I know it all,' said the Countess * We need have 
no apprehension. He is docile. My brother-m-law s 
brother, you see, is most eccentric. We can manage 
him best through this Mr. Raikes, for a personal apphoa- 
tion would be ruin. He quite detests our family, and 
indeed all the aristocracy.' 

Melville's mouth pursed, and he looked very grave. 

Sir John remark^ : ‘ He seems like a monkey just 
turned into a man.' 

‘ And doubtful about the tail,' added the Countess 

The image was tolerably correct, but other causes were 
at the bottom of the air worn by John Raikes. The 
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Countess liad obtained an invitation for him, mth 
instructions that ho should como eaily, and ho had 
followed them so imphoitly that tho curnclc ^^as flinging 
dust on tho hedges between Eallov field and Beckloy 
but an hour or two after the chariot of Apollo had 
mounted the heavens, and ^Ir Raikcs presented lumself 
at the breakfast table Fortunately for him the Countess 
was there After tho repast she mtroduced him to tho 
Duke and he bowed to tho Duke, and tho Duko bov’cd 
to him and now, to instance tho peculiar justness in 
the mind of Mr Raikes, he, though ho worshipped a 
coronet and would gladl3^ have iccallcd the feudal times 
to a corrupt land, could not help thinking that lus bow 
had beaten the Duke’s and was better Ho w’ould rather 
not have thought so, for it upset Ins preconceptions and 
threatened a revolution m his ideas For this reason 
he followed the Duko, and tried, if possible, to correct, 
or at least chasten the impressions he had of possessing 
a glarmg advantage over tho nobleman The Duke’s 
second notice of him w^as hardly a nod * WeU ! ’ Mr. 
Raikes reflected, ‘ if this is your Duke, why, egad * for 
figure and style my fnend Harrmgton boats him hollow’ ’ 
And Raikes thought he knew who could conduct a 
conversation with supenor digmly and neatness The 
torchhght of a delusion was extinguished m him, but he 
did not wander long m that gloom}’* cavernous darkness 
of the disenchanted, as many of us do, and as Evan had 
done, when after a week at Beckloy Court ho began to 
esamme of what stuff his bnlhant father, the great lilel, 
was composed* On the contrary, as the hght of the 
Duke dwindled, Raikes gamed m lustre. ‘ In fact,’ he 
said, * there ’s nothing but the title wantag ’ He was 
hy this time on a level with the Duke m hia elastic mind 
Olympus had been held m possession by the Countess 
about half an hour, when Lady Jocelyn mounted it, 
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quite unconscious that she ^as soabng a fortified point. 
The Countess herself fired off the first gun at her 
‘ It has been so extremely debghtful up alone here, 
Lady Jocelyn : to look at everybody below • I hope 
many will not intrude on us 1 * 

‘ ISfone but the dowagers who have breath to get up/ 
replied her ladyship, panting. ‘ By the way, Countess, 
you hardly belong to us yet. You dance ^ " 

* Indeed, I do not ^ 

‘ Oh, then you are in your nght place A dowager is 
a woman who doesn't dance and her male attendant is 
—what IS he ? We will call him a fogy ' 

Lady Jocelyn directed a smile at MelvillB and Sic John, 
who both protested that it was an honour to be the 
Countess's fogy. 

Rose now joined them, with Laxley morally dragged 
in her wake 

‘ Another dowager and fogy * ' cned the Countess, 
musically. ' Do you not dance, my child ^ ' 

'Not till the music strikes up,' rejomed Rose, 'I 
suppose we shall have to eat first ' 

‘ That IB the Hamlet of the pio-mc play, I believe,' said 
her mother. 

' Of course you dance, don't you, Countess ? ' Rose 
mquired, for the sake of amiable conversation 
The Countess's head signified . ' Oh, no I quite out of 
the question ’ * she held up a httle bit of her mournful 
draperies, adding . * Besides, yow, dear child, know your 
company, and can select , I do not, and cannot do so. 

I understand we have a most varied assembly ^ ' 

Rose shut her eyes, and then looked at her mother. 
Lady Jocelyn's face was undisturbed, but while her 
eyes were still upon the Countess, she drew her head 
gently back, imperceptibly If anything, she was ad- 
mirmg the lady , but Rose could be no placid philosophic 
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spectator of TrJiat was to her a homble assumption and 
hypocrisy For the sake of him she loved, she had 
swallow^ a nauseous cup bravely. The Ctountess was 
too much for her. She felt sick to think of being dlied 
to this person She had a shuddering desire to run into 
the ran^ of the world, and hide her head from multi" 
tudmous hootmgs With a pang of envy she saw her 
friend Jenny walking by the side of Wilham Harvey, 
happy, untned, unoffending • full of hope, and without 
any bitter draughts to swaRow i 
Aunt Bel now came tnppmg up gaily 
' Take the alternative, douairi^re or demoiselle ^ ’ 
cned Lady Jocelyn ' We must have a sharp distmotion, 
or Olympus will be mobbed ’ 

‘ Entre les deux, s’ll vous plait,' responded Aunt Bel 
' Rose, hurry down, and leaven the mass I see ten girls 
m a bunch It's shockmg Ferdinand, pray disperse 
yourself Why is it, Emily, that we are jdways in excess 
at pio-mc9 ^ Is man dying out ^ ' 

‘From what I can see,' remarked Lady Jocelyn, 
‘ Harry will he lost to his species unless some one quicMy 
relieves him. He 's already half eaten up by the Conley 
girls Countess, isn't it your duty to rescue him ^ ' 

The Countess bowed, and murmured to Sir John 
‘ A dismissal * ' 

fear my fascinations, Lady Jocelyn, may not 
compete with those fresh young persons ' 

‘Hal ha I “ fresh young persons," ' laughed Sir John 
for the ladies m questaon were romping boisterously with 
lilr Harry 

The Countess inquired for the names and condition of 
the ladies, and was told that they qirang from Farmer 
Conley, a well-tOMlo son of the soil, who fanned about a 
couple of thousand acres between Fallowfiold and Beckley, 
and boro a good reputation at the county bank. 
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*But I do think/ observed the Countess, *it must 
indeed be pernicious for any youth to associate mth that 
class of woman. A deterioration of manners ^ * 

Bose looked at her mother again. She thought . 
* Those girls would scorn to many a tradesman’s son ^ ’ 
The feeling grew in Rose that the Countess lowered and 
degraded her. Her mother’s calm contemplation of the 
lady was more distressing than if she had stressed the 
contempt Rose was certam, according to her young 
ideas, Lady Jocelyn must hold. 

Now the Countess had been considering that she would 
like to have a word or two with Mr. Harry, and kissmg 
her fingers to the occupants of 0l3nQipuB, and fixing her 
fancy on the diverse thoughts of the ladies and gentlemen, 
deduced from a rapturous or critical contemplation of her 
figure from behind, she descended the slope 
Was it going to be a happy day ^ The well-imagined 
opinions of the gentleman on her attire and style, made 
her lean to the affirmative , but Rose’s demure behaviour, 
•and somethmg— something would come across her hopes. 
She had, as she now said to herself, stopped for the 
pio-mc, mainly to give Caroline a last opportunity of 
bmding the Duke to visit the Cogglesby saloons m 
London. Let Carolme cleverly contrive this, as she 
might, without any compromise, and the stay at Beokley 
Court would be a great gam. Yes, Carolme was still 
with the Duke; they were taUang earnestly. The 
Countess breathed a short appeal to Providence that 
Carolme might not prove a fool Overmght she had 
said to Caroline • * Do not be so Enghsh. Can one not 
enjoy friendship with a nobleman without woundmg 
one’s conscience or brea king with the world ^ My dear, 
the Duke visiting you, you cow that infamous Strike of 
yours. He will be utterly obsequious » lamnottellmg 
you to piss Hie line. The contrary But we contm- 
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eivtah li8»Y6 o\ir gnsvoua reputation because we dare to 
meet as mtdleotual bemgs, and defy the imputation tliat 
ladies and gentlemen axe no better than animals ' 

It sounded very lofty to Carolme, who, accepting its 
smoenty, rephed 

* I cannot do things by halves I cannot live a life of 
deceit A life of misery— not deceit/ 

Whereupon, pitying her poor English nature, the 
Countess gave her advice, and this advice she now 
implored her famihars to instruct or compel Carolme to 
follow. 

The Countess’s garment was plucked at She beheld 
httle Dorothy Lormg glancmg up at her with the roguish 
timidify of her years 

‘ May I come with you * ’ asked the httle maid, and 
went oS into a prattle * I spent that five shillings^I 
bought a shilling’s worth of sweet stuff, and muQ penn’- 
orth of twme, and a shillmg for small wax candles to 
hght m my room when I ’m going to bed, because I like 
plenty of hght by the looking-glass always, and they do 
make the loom so hot I My Jane declared she almost 
famted, but I burnt them out * Then I only had very 
httle left for a horse to mount my doll on , and I wasn’t 
going to get a screw, so I went to Papa, and he gave me 
five s hilling s And, oh, do you know, Rose can’t bear 
me to be with you. Jealousy, I suppose, for you ’re very 
agreeable And, do you know, your Mama is coming 
to-day « I Ve got a Papa and no Mama, and you ’ve 
got^a Mama and no Papa Isn’t it funny ^ But I 
don t think so much of it, as you ’re grown up Oh, 
I ’m quite sure she ts coming, because I heard Hany 
telhng Juley she was, and Juley said it would be so 
gratifying to you ’ 

A bnbe and a message reheved the Countess of 
Dorothy's attendance on her. 
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What did tlua mean ? Were people so base as to be 
guilty of hideous plots in this house ? Her mother 
coming I The Countess's blood turned deadly chill. 
Had it been her father she would not have feared, but her 
mother was so vilely plain of speech , she never opened 
her mouth save to dehver facts • which was to the 
Countess the sign of atrocious vulgarity. 

But her mother had written to say she would wait for 
Evan in Fallo^vfield I The Countess grasped at straws. 
Did, Dorothy hear that * And if Hany and Juhana 
spoke of her mother, what did that mean ^ That she 
was hunted, and must stand at bay > 

' Oh, Papa I Papa * why i%d you marry a Dawley ^ ' 
she exclaimed, plunging to what was, m her idea, the root 
of the evil. 

She had no tune for outcries and lamentations It 
dawned on her that this was to be a day of battle Where 
was Harry * Still m the midst of the Conley throng, 
apparently pooh-poohmg something, to judge by the 
twist of 1^ mouth 

The Countess dehcately signed for him to approach 
her. The extreme dehcacy of the signal was at least an 
excuse for Harry to perceive nothing It was renewed, 
and Harry burst into a fit of laughter at some fun of one 
of the Conley girls The Countess passed on, and met 
Juhana pacing by herself near the lower gates of the 
park. She wished only to see how Juhana behaved 
The girl looked perfectly trustful, as much so as when the 
Countess was pounng in her ears the tales of Evans 
growing but bashful affection for her. ^ 

* He will soon be here,' whispered the Countess. * Has 
he told you he will come by this entrance « ' 

* No,' rephed Juhana. 

‘ You do not look well, sweet child ' 

^ I was that you did not, Countess * ' 
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* Ob, indeed, yes 1 With reason, alas i All our 
TOitors have by this tune arrived, I presume 1 ^ 

‘ They come all day ' 

The Countess hastened away from one who, when 
roused, could be almost as clever as herself, and agam 
stood m meditation near the joyful Hany This tune 
she did not signal so discreetly Harry could not but 
see it, and the Conley girls accused him of cruelty to the 
beautiful dame, winch novel idea stung Hariy with 
dehght, and he held out to indulge m it a httle longer 
His back was half turned, and as he talked noisily, he 
could not observe the serene and resolute march of the 
Countess toward him The youth gaped when he found 
his arm taken prisoner by the insertion of a small 
dehoiously-gloved and perfumed hand through it 

must claim you for a few moments,^ said the 
Countess, and took the startled Conley girls one and all 
m her beautiful smile of excuse 

' Why do you compromise me thus, sir ^ ' 

These astounding words were spoken out of the hearing 
of the Conley girls 

* Compromise you • ' muttered Harry 

Masterly was the skill with which the Countess con- 
trived to speak angrily and as an mjured woman, while 
she wore an mdifEerent social countenance 

'I repeat, compromise me No, Mr Hany Jocelyn, 
you are not the jackanapes you try to make people think 
you you understand me/ 

The Countess might accuse him, hut Harry never had 
the ambition to make people think hnn that his natural 
tendency was the reverse and he objected to the 
apphcation of the word jackanapes to himself, and was 
ready to contest the fact of people having that opimon 
at all However, all he did was to repeat ‘Com- 
promise t ' 
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‘ Is not open iinhndness to me compromising me ^ ' 

‘ How ^ ' asked Haray, 

* Would you dare to do it to a strange lady ^ Would 
you have the impudence to attempt it with any woman 
here but me * No, I am innocent ; it is my consolation , 
I have resisted you, but you by this cowardly behaviour 
place me — and my reputation, which is more — at your 
mercy. Noble behaviour, Mr. Harry Jocelyn I I shall 
remember my young Enghsh gentleman ’ 

The view was totally new to Harry. 

‘ I really had no idea of compromising you,’ he said. 
‘ Upon my honour, I can’t see how I did it now l ’ 

* Oblige me by walking less in the neighbourhood of 
those fat-faced glaring farm-girls/ the Countess spoke 
under her breath ; ' and don’t look as if you were bemg 
whipped The art of it is evident — you are but carrymg 
on the game — ^Listen, If you permit yourself to exhibit 
an unkmdness to me, you show to any man who is a 
judge, and to every woman, that there has been somethmg 
between us You know my innocence— yes 1 but you 
must pumsh me for having resisted you thus long.’ 

Harry swore he never had such an idea, and was much 
too much of a man and a gentleman to behave m that 
^ay -—And yet it seemed wonderfully clever * And here 
was the Countess saymg 

‘ Take your reward, Mr. Harry Jocelyn You have 
succeeded, I am your humble slave I come to you and 
sue for peace. To save my reputation I endanger myself. 
This IS generous of you ’ 

'Am I such a clever fellow ^ ’ thought the young 
gentleman. ' Deuced lucky with women ’ : he knew 
that still a fellow must be wonderfully, miraculously, 
clever to be able to twist and spm about such a woman as 
this in that way. He did not object to conceive 
was the fellow to do it. Besides, here was the Counjr 
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Saldar— worth five hundred of the Conley girls—almost at 
his feet ^ 

Mollified, he said ‘ Now, didn’t you begin it ^ ’ 

* Evasion ^ ’ was the answer * It u ould bo suoh 
pleasure to you to see a proud u oman u cep 1 And if 
yesterday, persecuted as I am, with dreadful falsehoods 
abroad respeotmg mo and mine, if yesterday I did seem 
cold to your great merits, is it generous of you to take this 
revenge ^ * 

Hany began to scent the double meaning m her words 
She gave him no time to grou cool over it. Slic leaned, 
half abandoned, on his arm Arts feminine and u resist- 
ible encompassed him It was a fatal mistake of JuIiana^s 
to enlist Harry Joceljm against the Countess de Saldar 
He engaged, still without any direct allusion to the real 
husmess, to move heaven and earth to undo all that he 
had done , and the Countess imphed an engagement to do 
—what ^ more than she mtended to fulfil 

Ten minutes later she was alone with Carohne 

‘ Tie yourself to the Duke at the dinner,' she said, in the 
forcible phrase she could use when necessary ‘ Don't let 
them scheme to separate you, Never mind looks — do 
it«' 

Carohne, however, had her reasons for desmng to main- 
tarn appearances The Countess dashed at her hesitation 

* There is a plot to humihate us m the most abommable 
way The whole family have sworn to make us blush 
pubholy, Pubhely blush 1 They have written to Mama 
to come and speak out Now will you attend to me, 
Carohne ^ You do not credit such atrocity ^ I know it 
to be true ' 

* I never can beheve that Rose would do such a thing, ^ 
said Carohne. * We can hardly have to endure more than 
has befallen us already ' 

. Her speech was pensive, as of one who had matter of her 
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own to ponder over. A swift illununation burst in the 
Countess's mind. 

* No * Have you, dear, darling Cany ? not that I 
intend that you should > but to-day the Duke would be 
such ineffable support to us May I deem you have not 
been too cruel to-day ^ You dear silly English creature, 
“ Duck," I used to call you when I waa your httle Louy. 
All is not yet lost, but I will save you from the ignommy if 
I can. I will I ^ 

Caroline domed nothing — conjSrmed nothing, just as the 
Countess had stated nothing Yet they understood one 
another perfectly. Women have a subtler language than 
ours : the veil pertains to them morally as bodily, and 
they see clearer through it. 

Iho Countess had no time to lose. Wrath was m her 
heart. She did not lend all her thoughts to self-defence 

Without phrasing a word, or absolutely shaping a 
thought in her head, she slanted across the sun to Mr. 
Raikes, who had taken refreshment, and m obedience to 
his instinct, notwithstanding his enormous pretensions, 
had commenced a few preliminary antics 

‘ Dear Mr. Raikes I ' she said, towing him aside, * not 
before dinner I ' 

' I really can't contain the exuberant flow ^ ' returned 
that gentleman. ‘ My animal spints always get the better 
of me,' he added confidentially. 

‘ Suppose you devote your animal spints to my service 
for half an hour.' 

* Yours, Countess, from the os frontis to the dune I ' 
was the exuberant rejomder. 

The Countess made a wry mouth, 

‘ Your oumole is m BecMey ^ ' 

‘ Behold * ' said Jack. ‘ Two juveniles, not half so blest 
as I, do from the seat regard the festive scene o'er yon 
park-pahngs. They are there, even Franko and Fred. 
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I % afraid I promised to get them in at a mlcr period of 
the day Which sadly sore my consoicnoo doth disturb 1 
But Trhat is to he done about the curncle, iny Countess ! ' 

‘ Jlr Raikes/ said the Countess, Binilmg on him iixcdl}*, 
‘you are amusing , but in addressmg me, you must be 
precise, and above all thmgs accurate I am not your 
Countess > ' 

He bowed profoundly ‘ Oh, that I might say my 
Queen ^ * 

The Countess rephed ‘ A conviction of your lunacy 
would prevent my taking offence, though I might msli 
you enclosed and guarded ' 

Without any further exclamations, Raikes acknow- 
ledged a superior 

' And, now, attend to mo,' said the Countess ' Listen 
You go yourself, or send your fnends instantly to Fallow - 
field Bnng with you that girl and her child Stop 
there is such a person Tell her she is to be spoken to 
about the prospects of the poor infant I leave that to 
your mventive gemus Evan inshes licr here Bnng 
her, and should you see the mad captain who behaves 
so oddly, favour him wnth a ride Ho says ho dreams 
his wife is here, and he will not reveal his name ! Suppose 
it should he my own beloved husband 1 I am quite 
anxious ' 

The Countess saw him go up to the palings and hola a 
commumcation with his fnends Franko and Fred One 
took the whip, and after mutual fioumhes, drove away 

‘ Now ^ ' mused the Countess, ‘ if Captam Evremonde 
sJioidd come ^ ' It would break up the pic-nic, Alas ^ 
the Countess bad surrendered her humble hopes of a da/s 
pleasure But if her mother came as well, what a diver- 
sion that would be I If her mother came before the 
Captam, his amval would cover the retreat; if the 
Captain preceded her, she would not be noticed Suppose 
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her mother refrained from coming* In that case 
it \ras a pity, hut the Jocelyns had brought it on 
themselves. 

This mapping out of consequences followed the 
Countesses deeds, and did not inspire them. Her passions 
sharpened her instincts, which produced her actions. The 
reflections ensued : as in nature, the consequences were 
ah seen subsequently 1 Observe the difference between 
3 'our male and female Generals. 

On loflection, too, the Countess praised herself for 
having done all that could be done. She might have 
written to her mother . but her absence would have been 
remarked . her messenger might have been overhauled : 
and, lastly, Mrs. Mel— ‘ Gorgon of a mother 1 ' the 
Countess cned out • for Mrs. Mel was like a Fate to her. 
She could remember only two occasions in her whole 
life when she had been able to manage her mother, and 
then by lymg m such a way as to distress her conscience 
severely, 

^ If Mama has conceived this idea of coming, nothmg 
will impede her My prayers will infuriate her 1 ' said the 
Countess, and she was sure that she had acted both rightly 
and with wisdom. 

She put on her armour of smiles she plunged into the 
thick of the enemy. Smoe they would not allow her to 
taste human happiness — she had asked but for the pic-nic ^ 
a small truce ! — since they demed her that, rather than let 
them tnumph by seeing her wretched, she took mto her 
bosom the joy of demons. She lured Mr. George Uploft 
away from Miss Carrington, and spoke to him strange 
hints of matrimonial disappointments, looking from time 
to time at that apprehensive lady, doatmg on her terrors 
And Mr. George seconded her by his clouded face, for he 
was ashamed not to show that he did not know Louisa 
Harrington in the Counteaa de Saldar, and had not the 
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courage to declare that lie did The Counte'fs spoke 
familiarly, but intliout any hint of an ancient acquaint- 
ance between them. * What a post her liusband 's got ! ' 
thought Mr George, not cnvjing the Count, Ho vas 
wrong she was an adimrablo ally All over the field 
the Countess 'wont, watching for her mother, prapng 
that if she did come, ProYidcnco might prevent her from 
coming while they neio at dinner Hou clearly Mrs 
Shome and Mrs Mclnllo saw her vulgarity nou I By 
the new light of knou ledge, how certain they 'were that 
they had seen her ungentle training in a dozen little 
instances 

* She is not well-bred, cela sc voit,* said Lady Jocelyn 

* Bred 1 it ’s the stage * How could such a person bo 
bied ^ ' said Mrs Shomo 

Accept m the Countess the heromo who is combating 
class-prejudices, and surely she is pre-eminently note- 
worthy True, she fights only for her famil}', and is 
'Virtually the champion of the opposing institution mis- 
placed, That does not matter the Fates may ha'vo done 
it purposely by conquonng she cstabhsbes a principle. 
A Duke adores her sister, the daughter of the bouse her 
brother, and for herself she has many protestations m 
honour of her charms nor are they empty ones She 
can confound Mrs, Melville, if she pleases to, by exposing 
an adorer to lose a friend Issuing out of Tailordom, she, 
a Countess, has done all this , and it were enough to make 
her glow, did not httle evils, and angers, and spites, and 
alarms so frightfully beset her. 

The sun of the pic-mo system is dinner. Hence philo- 
sophers may deduce that the pic-nio is a British inven- 
tion, There is no doubt that we do not shine at the pio- 
mo until wa reflect the face of dinner. To this, then, all 
who were not lovers began seriously to look forward, and 
the advance of an exceflent county band, specially hired 
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to play during the entertainment, gave many of the 
guests quite a new taste for sweet musio ; and indeed 
we all enjoy a thmg infimtely more when we see its 
meaning 

About this time Evan entered the lower park-gates with 
Andrew. The first object he encountered was John 
Baikes in a state of great depression. He explained his 
case ’ 

* Just look at my frill I Now, upon my honour, you 
know, I 'm good-tempered , I pass their buooho habits, 
but this is beyond bearmg. I was near the palmgs there, 
and a fellow calls out, “ Hi I will you help the lady over ^ ' 
Holloa 1 thinks I, an adventure i However, I advised 
him to take her round to the gates The beast burst out 
laughing. “ Now, then,'^ says he, and I heard a scramb- 
ling at the pales, and up came the head of a dog “ Oh f 
the dog first,” says I “ Catch by the ears,” says he I 
did so ** PuU,” says he. “ 'Gad, pull indeed i ” The 
beast gave a spring and came slap on my chest, with his 
dirty wet muzzle on my neck I I felt instantly it was the 
death of my fnll, but gallant as you know me, I still asked 
for the lady. “ If you will please, or an it meet your 
favour, to extend your hand to me ^ ” I confess I did 
i- hmlx: it rather odd, the idea of a lady coming in that way 
over the palmgs ^ but my curst love of adventure always 
blmds me It dmys misleads my better sense, Harring- 
ton. Well, instead of a lady, I see a fellow— he may have 
been a Ime^ descendant of Cedric the Saxon “ Where 's 
the lady « ” says I. “ Lady « ” says he, and stares, and 
then laughs • “ Lady I why,” he jumps over, and points 
at his beast of a dog, “ don't you know a bitch when you 
see one ? ” I was in the most ferocious rage ^ If he 
hadn't been a big burly bully, down he 'd have gone. 

“ Why didn't you say what it was ?” I roared Why,” 
says he, ‘‘ the word isn't considered pohte ! ” I gave him 



396 EVAN HARRINGTON 

a out there I said, ** I rojoico to be 'po$iiitdy assured 
that you uphold the laws and jorm^ of cjvi7iratio?i, sitJ* 
My behef is ho didn't feel it/ 

‘ The thrust emned in its shroudncss/ remarked Evan, 
ending a laugh. 

* Hem * ' went Mr Raikcs, more contentedly : ' after 
all, what arc appearances to the man of wit and intollcet \ 
Dress, and women will approve you but I assure you 
they much prefer the man of wit m Ins slouched hat and 
stockmgs dora, I was introduced to the Duke this 
morning It is a ounous thing that the seduction of a 
Duchess has always bcon one of niy dreams ’ 

At this Andrew Cogglcsby fell mto a fit of laughter 
‘Your servant/ said Mr. Raikcs, turning to liim 
And then he muttered ‘ Extraordinary likeness * Good 
Heavens * Powers i ' 

From a state of dopiession, Jlr. Raikcs changed into one 
of bewilderment Evan paid no attention to him, and 
answered none of his has^ undertoned questions. Just 
then, as they were on the skirts of the company, the band 
struck up a hvely tune, and quite unconsciously, tbo legs 
of Raikes, affected, it may be, by supernatural reminis- 
cences, loosely hompiped It was but a moment . he 
remembered himself the nest : but in that fatal moment 
eyes were on him. He never recovered his digmty in 
Beckley Court he was fatally mercurial 

What IS the joke against this poor fellow ^ * asked 
Evan of Andrew 

'Never mmd, Van. You'll roar. Old Tom again 
We 'll see hy-and-by, after the champagne He — ^this 
young Raikes— ha I ha i— hut I can't tell you/ And 
Andrew went away to Drummond, to whom he was more 
communicative Then he went to Melville, and one or 
two others, and the eyes of many became concentrated on 
Raikes, and it was observed as a singular sign that he was 
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con'll anti}* facing about, and fluslung the fiercest red* 
Once he nindo an effort to get hold of Evan's arm and drag 
him away, ns one -who had an urgent confession to be 
flclirercd of, but Evan was taUdng to Lady Jocelyn, and 
oilier ladies, and (luietl}* disengaged bs arm without even 
turning to notice the face of his friend. Then the dinner 
was announced, and men saw the dinner. The Countess 
went to slinkc lier brother's hand, and mth a veiy 
gmtulalory visage, said through her half-shut teeth * 
' If Jfama appears, rise up and go away with her, before 
she has time to speak a word/ An instant after Evan 
found liimself seated between Sirs. Evremonde and one of 
the Conley girls. The dinner had commenced. The first 
half of the Battle of the Bull-dogs was as peaceful as any 
ordinary pic-nic, and promised to the general company as 
calm a conclusion. 


CHAPTER XXXI 

THE BATTI-E OF THE BTJLL-DOGS — PAET H, 

If it be a distinct point of wisdom to hug the hour that 
is, then does dinner amount to a highly mtelleotual 
invitation to man, for it furnishes the occasion , and 
Britons are the wisest of their race, for more than ail 
others they take advantage of it. In this Nature^ is 
undoubtedly our guide, seemg that he who, while feasting 
his body allows to his soul a thought for the morrow, is 
in hia digestion curst, and becomes a houseof evil humours. 
Now, though the epicure may complam of the cold “i^ts, 
a dazzling table, a buzzing company, blue sky, and a bmd 
of music, are mcentives to the forgetfulness of troubte 
past and inmunent, and produce a concentration of the 
faculties. They may not exactly prove that peace is 
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estal)lislied bet^vecn yoursolf and Ihoso ^UlO object to 
your oarvmg of the world, but they lest ify to an armistice* . 

Aided by these observations, you v ill understand how it 
was that the Countess doSnldar, afflicted and menaced, w as 
inspired, on taking her seat, to givo so graceful and stately 
a sweep to her dress that she Mas enabled to conceive 
woman and man alike to bo secretly overcome by it You 
^nll not refuse to cicdit the fact that Sir. Bailees thrciv 
care to the dogs, honvy as Mas that mjslcrious lump 
suddenly precipitated on his bosom , and you Mill think 
it not impossible that even the springers of the jnino about 
to explode should lose their subterranean countenances 
A generous abandonment to one idea prevailed, As for 
Evan, the first glass of champagne rushed into reckless 
nuptials ^vith the music m his head, bnnging Bose, Mann 
almost as life, on lus heart Subbme arc the "insions of 
lovers * He knew he must leave her on the morroM , ho 
feared he might never behold her agnm , and yet ho tasted 
bliss, for it seemed withm the contemplation of the Gods 
that he should dance mth. his darhng before dark — haply 
waltz with her I Oh, heaven I ho shuts his eyes, bhnded 
The band wheels off meltmgly m a tune all cadences, and 
twirls, and nsmgs and sinkings, and passionate outbursts 
tnppmgly consoled Ah * how sweet to Mmltz through 
life with the nght partner And M^hat a smgular thing it 
is to look back on the day when wo thought something 
like it I Never mmd there may be spheres Mhere it is 
so managed — doubtless the planets have their Hanwell 
and Bedlam 

I confess that the hand here writmg is not insensible to 
the effects of that first glass of champagne The poctiy 
of our Countesses achievements waxes rich in manifold 
colours I see her by the hght of her own pleas to Provi- 
dence I doubt almost if the hand be mine which dared 
to make a hero play second fiddle, and to his beloved. 
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I have placed a bushel over his light, certainly. Poor 
boy ! it vras enough that he should have taolordom on his 
shoulders : I ought to have allowed him to conquer 
Nature, and so come out of his echpse. Tins shall be said 
of him : that he can play second fiddle without lookmg 
foolish, which, for my part, I call a greater triumph than 
if he were performing the heroics we are more accustomed 
to. He has steady eyes, can gaze at the nght level mto 
the eyes of others, and commands a tongue which is 
neither struck dumb nor set in a flutter by any startling 
question. The best instances to be given that he does 
not lack merit are that the Jocelyns, whom he has 
offended by his birth, cannot change their treatment of 
him, and that the hostile women, whatever they may say, 
do not think Rose utterly insane. At any rate, Rose is 
satisfied, and her self-love makes her a keen cntic The 
moment Evan appeared, the sickness produced m her by 
the Countess passed, and she was ready to brave her 
situation. With no mock humihty she permitted Mrs 
Shome to place her m a seat where glances could not be 
interchanged. She was quite composed, calmly prepared 
for conversation with any one. Indeed, her behaviour 
since the hour of general explanation had been so per- 
fectly well-contamed, that Mis, Melville said to Lady 
Jocelyn : 

‘ I am only thinking of the damage to her. It will pass 
over — ^this fancy. You can see she is not serious It is 
mere spirit of opposition. She eats and drinks just like 
other girls. You can see that the fancy has not taken 
such very strong hold of her.' 

^ I can't agree with you,' rephed her ladyship ' I 
■would rather have her sit and sigh by the hour, and loathe 
roast beaf , That would look nearer a cure ' 

« She has the notions of a silly country girl,' said liirs. 

Shome. 



400 


EVAN MRllINGTON 


' Exactly,' Lady J ocel}!! i cpUcd. ‘ A season in London 
Tv^ill give her balance ' 

So the guests wore tolerably happy, or at least, vrith 
scarce an exception, open to the mflucnccs of chanipagno 
and music Perhaps Juliana n as the uTctcbcdest creature 
present She v as about to smite on both checks him she 
loved, as well as the u onian she despised and had been 
foiled by. Still she had the consolation that Bose, seeing 
the vulgar mother, might turn from Evan . a poor distant 
hope, meagre and shapeless hkc herself. Her most anxious 
thoughts concerned the means of getting money to look up 
Harry's tongue She could bear to moot the Countess's 
wrath, but not Evan's offended look. Hark to that 
Countess > 

* Why do you denommate this a pic-nic, Lad}" Jocelyn ^ 
It is m venty a fete > ' 

I suppose we ought to he down h la Greettuo to oonie 
inthm the term,' was the reply * On the whole, I prefer 
plam English for such matters ' 

* But this IS assuredly too sumptuous for a pic-nio, Lady 
Jocelyn From what I can remember, pic-nic implies contn- 
hutionfrom all the guests. Itis truelleftEnglandachild ! ' 

IMr George XJploft could not withhold a sharp gnmace, 
The Countess had throttled the inward momtor that tells 
us when we are lying, so gnevously had she practised the 
habit m the service of her family 

Yes, said Mrs, Melville, ‘ I have heard of that fashion, 
and very stupid it is ' 

Extremely vulgar,' murmured Miss Camngton 
Possibly, Lady Jocelyn observed , ^ but good fun I 
have been to pie-mcs, m my day, I invariably took cold 
pie and claret. I clashed with half-a4ozen, hut all the 
harm we did was to upset the dictum that there can be too 
much of a good thing, I know for certain that the bottles 
were left empty/ 
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* And this woman/ thought the Countess, * this woman, 
with a soul so essentially vulgar, claims rank above me • ' 
The refleotaon generated contempt of English society, m 
the first place, and then a passionate desire for self- 
assertion. 

She was startled by a direct attack which aroused her 
momentarily lulled energies. 

A lady, quite a stranger, a dry simpenng lady, caught 
the Countesses benevolent passmg gaze, and leaning 
forward, said : ‘ I hope her ladyship bears her affliction as 
well as can be expected * ' 

In military parlance, the Countess was taken m flank. 
Another would have asked — What ladyship * To whom 
do you allude, may I beg to mquire ? The Countess knew 
better. Rapid as light it shot through her that the rehot 
of Sir Abraham was meant, and this she divmed because 
she was aware that devilish malignity was watching to 
trip her. 

A httle conversation happening to buzz at the instant, 
the Countess merely turned her chin to an angle, agitated 
her brows very gently, and crowned the performance with 
a mournful smile. M that a woman must feel at the 
demise of so precious a thing as a husband, was therein 
eloquently expressed * and at the same time, if explana- 
tions ensued, there were numerous ladyships in the world, 
whom the Countess did not mmd afflicting, should she be 
hard pressed. 

‘ I knew him so well I ' resumed the horrid woman, 
addressing anybody. * It was so sad I so unexpected I 
but he was so subject to afiection of the throat. And I 
was so sorry I could not get down to him m time. I had 
not seen him smce his marriage, when I was a girl I — and 
to meet one of hia children But, my dear, m quinsey, I 
have heard that there is nothing on earth like a good 
hearty laugh.' 


20 
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Mr. Raikes hearing this, sucked down the flavour of a 
glass of champagne, and with a look of fierce jollity, 
interposed, as if specially charged by Providence to make 
plam to the persecuted Countess hia mission and husinops 
there ' Then our vocation is at last rcvoolcd to us I 
Quinsey-dootor I I remember when a bo}', wandering 
over the paternal mansion, and cn\ 7 ing the life of a 
tinker, which my mother did not think n good omen in me. 
But the traps of a Qumsoy-doctor arc even lighter. Say 
twenty good jokes, and two or three of a practical kind. 
A man most enviahlo 1 ' 

‘ It appears,' ho remarked aloud to one of the Conley 
gills, * that qumsoy is needed before a joke is properly 
appreciated ' 

like fun,' said she, hut had not apparently dis- 
covered it 

What did that odious woman mean by perpetually 
talkmg about Sir Abraham ^ The Countess intercepted 
a glance between her and the hated Jubana She felt it 
was a mahgnant conspiracy still the vacuous vulgar air 
of the woman told her that most probably sho was but an 
instrument, not a confederate, and was only trying to 
push herself mto acquamtonoe with the groat : a proceed- 
ing scorned and abommated by the Countess, who longed 
to pimish her for her insolent presumption The bitter- 
ness of her situation stung her tenfold when she considered 
that she dared not. 

Meantime the champagne became as regular in its flow 
as the Bull-dogs, and the monotonous bass of these latter 
sounded through the music, like life behmd the murmur of 
pleasure, if you wiU The Countess had a not unfemmme 
w^eakness for champagne, and old Mr Bonner's cellar was 
w ell and choiody stocked But was this enjoyment to tho 
Countess ^ — ^this dreary station m the background I 
* May I emerge * ' she as much as implored Providence. 
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The petition was infinitely tender, She thought she 
might, or it may be that nature was strong, and she could 
not restrain herself. 

Taking wine with Sir John, she said , 

'Tins bowing 1 Do you know how amusing it is 
deemed by us Portuguese ? Why not embrace ® as the 
dear Queen used to say to me/ 

* I am decidedly of Her Majesty's opimon,' observed 
Sir John, with emphasis, and the Countess drew back mto 
a mingled laugh and blush 

Her fiendish persecutor gave two or three nods. * And 
you know the Queen I ' she said 
She had to repeat the remark whereupon the Countess 
murmured, ‘ Intmiately/ 

^ Ah, we have lost a staunch old Tory m Sir Abraham,' 
said the lady, performing lamentation. 

What did it mean ^ Could design lodge in that empty- 
lookmg head with its crisp curls, button nose, and 
simper « Was this pio-mo to be made as 
terrible to the Countess by her putative father as the 
diimer had been by the great Mel ? The deep, hard, level 
look of Juhana met the Countess's smile from time to 
time, and like flimsy light horse before a solid array of in- 
fantry, the Countess fell back, only to be womed afresh 
by her perfectly unwitting tormentor 
' Hjs last days ® — without pain ? Oh, I hope so I ' 
came after a lapse of general talk 
' Aren't we getting a httle funereal, Mrs Perkins « 
Lady Jocelyn asked, and then ralhed her neighbours. 

Miss Carrmgton looked at her vexedly, for the fiendish 
Perkins was checked, and the Countess in alarm, about to 
commit herself, was a pleasant sight to Miss Carrmgton. 

‘The worst of these indisorimmate meetings is that 
there is w> conversation/ whispered the Countess, thank- 
ing Providence for the rehef 
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Just then siie saw Juliana bend her brows at another 
person* This was George TJplof t, ho shook his head, and 
indicated a shrewd-eyed, thin, middle-aged man, of a 
lawyer-hke oast ; and then Juliana nodded, and George 
Uploft touched his arm, and glanced hurriedly belimd for 
champagne. The Countess's eyes duelt on the timid 
young squire most affectionately, You never saw a fort- 
ress more unprepared for dread assault, 

‘ Hem ! ' was heard, tcmfic. But the proper pause had 
evidently not yet come, and now to prevent it the Countess 
stramed her energies and tasked her genius intensely 
Have you an idea of the difficulty of keepmg up the ball 
among a host of ill-assorted, stupid country* people, who 
have no open topics, and can talk of nothing contmuously 
but scandal of their neighbours, and who, moreover, feci 
they are not up to the people they are mixing with ? 
Dartmg upon Seymour Jocelyn, the Countess asked touch- 
in^y for neu s of the partridges. It was hkc the unlocking 
of a machine. Seymour was not blythe in his reply, but 
ho was loud and forcible , and when he came to the 
statistics— oh, then you would have admired the Countess 1 
—for comparisons ensued, braces were enumerated, 
numbers given were contested, and the sbootmg of tins 
one jeered at, and another’s sure mark respectfully ad- 
mitted. And how lay the coveys ? And what about the 
damage done by last wmter’s floods ? And was there good 
hope of the pheasants ^ Outside this clatter the Countess 
hovered Tmce the awful 'Hem f' was heard She fought 
on She kept them, at it If it flagged she wished to know 
this or that, and finally thought that, really, she should 
like herself to try one shot The women had previously 
been left behind. This brought in the women Lady 
Jocelyn proposed a female expedition for the morrow. 

' I beheve I used to be sometbmg of a shot, formerly,' 
she said 
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‘You peppered old Tom once, my lady,' remarked 
Andrew, and her ladyship laughed, and that foolish 
Andrew told the story, and the Countess, to revive her 
subject, had to say ^ ' May I be enrolled to shoot ^ ' 
though she detested and shrank from fire-arms. 

' Here are two I ' said the hearly presiding dame. 

' Ladies, apply immediately to have your names put 
down/ 

The possibihty of an expedition of ladies now struck 
Seymour vividly, and said he . ‘ I T be secretary ' , and 
began applying to the ladies for permission to put down 
their names. Many declined, with brevity, muttering, 
either aloud or to themselves, ' unwomanly ' , vaned by 
' unladylike ' ' some confessed cowardice , some a horror 
of the noise close to their ears , and there was the plea 
of nerves. But the names of half-a-dozen ladies were 
collected, and then followed much laughter, and musical 
hubbub, and dehcate banter So the ladies and gentle- 
men fell one and all mto the partndge pit dug for them by 
the Countess • and that homble ' Hem * ' equal in force 
and terror to the roar of artillery precedmg the charge of 
ten thousand dragoons, was silenced — ^the pit appeared 
impassable. Did tbe Countess crow over her advantage ^ 
Mark her the lady's face is entirely given up to part- 
ridges ‘ English sports are so much envied abroad/ she 
says * but what she dreads is a reflection, for that leads 
ofi from the point. A portion of her mind she keeps to 
combat them in Lady Jocelyn and others who have the 
tendency . the rest she divides between internal prayers 
for succour, and casting about for another popular subject 
to follow partridges. Now, mere talent, as critics say 
when they are hghting candles round a gemus, mere talent 
would have hit upon pheasants as the natural sequitur, 
and then diverged to sports— a great theme, for it ensures 
a ohonis of sneers at foreigners, and so on probably to a 
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discussion of birds and beasts best adapted to enrapture 
tlio palate of man Stories may succeed, but they nro 
doubtful, and not to bo trusted, coming nftci coolcerj* 
After an exciting subject ubicb has made the general 
tongue to irag, and just enough heated the brain to cause 
it to cry out for spiced food — then start 5 our storj' . taking 
care that it bo mild , for one too marvellous slops the 
tide, the sense of chmax being strongly implanted m all 
bosoms So the Countess told an anecdote — one of JIcVs 
Ikfr, George Uploft uas quite familiar uith it, and kneu of 
one passage that would have abashed him to relate 
‘before ladies' The sylph-hko ease with uliicli the 
Countess floated over this foul abysm was miraculous 
Mr. George screwed his eye-hds quccrly, and closed his 
jaws with a report, completely beaten The anecdote 
was of the character of an apologue, and pertained to 
game This was, as it happened, a misfortune , for ]ilr 
Raikes had fdt himself left behind by the subject , and 
the stuff that was m this young man being naturally 
ebulhent, he lay by to tnp it, and take a lead. His 
remarks brought on him a shrewd out from the Countess, 
which made matters worse , for a pun may also breed 
puns, as doth an anecdote The Countess's stroke w as so 
neat and perfect that it was something for the gentlemen 
to think over , and to punish her for giving way to her 
cleverness and to petty vexation, ' Hem ! ' sounded once 
more, and then . ‘ May I ask 3'ou if the present Baronet is 
m England ® ' 

Lady Jocelyn perceived that some attack was direoted 
against her guest She allowed the Countess to 
answer — 

* The eldest was drowned in the Lisbon waters ' 

And then said • ‘ But who is it that persists m serving 
up the funeral baked meats to us ^ ' 

Mrs. Shome spoke for her neighbour * Mr Famley's 
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cousin was the steward of Sir Abraham Harrington's 
estates/ 

The Countess held up her head boldly. There is a 
courageous exaltation of the nerves known to heroes 
and great generals in action when they feel sure that 
resources within themselves will sprmg up to the 
emergency, and that over simple mortals success is 
positive 

^ I had a great respect for Sir Abraham/ Mr. Earnley 
explained, ' very great I heard that this lady ' (bowing 
to the Countess) * was his daughter ' 

Lady Joceli^'s face wore an angry look, and Mrs. 
Shome gave her the shade of a shrug and an expression 
implying, * I didn't * ' 

Evan was talking to Miss Jenny Graone at the moment 
rather earnestly. With a rapid ^ance at him, to see that 
Ms ears were closed, the Countess breathed . 

* Not the elder branch 1 — Cadet ^ ' 

The sort of noisy silence produced by haJf-a-dozen people 
respiratmg deeply and moving in their seats was heard. 
The Countess watched Mr, Eamley's mystified look, and 
wintered to Sir John : * Est-ce qu'il comprenne le 
Fran 9 ais, lui ^ ' 

It was the final feather-hke touch to her triumph. She 
saw safety and a clear escape, and much joyful gam, and 
the pleasure of relating her sufiermgs in days to come 
This vista was before her when, harsh as an execution bell, 
telhng her that she had vanquished man, but that Provi- 
dence opposed her, ' Mrs. Melohisedeo Harnngton 1 ' was 

announced to Lady Jocelyn. 

Perfect stillness reigned immediately, as if the pic-nio 
had heard its doom. 

‘ Oh > I will go to her,' said her ladyship, whose first 
thought was to spare the family * Andrew, come and 
give me your arm/ 
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But when she rose Mrs, Mel was no more than the length 
of an arm from her elbow. 

In the midst of the homble anguish she was enduring, 
the Countess could not help ontieizmg her mother’s 
curtsey to Lady Jocelyn, Erne, but a shade too humble 
Still it was fine, all might not yet be lost, 

‘ Mama ^ ’ she softly exclaimed, and thanked heaven 
that she had not denied her parent 
Mrs Mel did not notice her or any of her children 
There was in her bosom a temble determination to cast a 
devil out of the one she best loved. For this purpose, 
heedless of all pam to be given, or of impropnety, she had 
come to speak pubhcly, and disgrace and humiliate, that 
she might save him from the devils that had ruined bis 
father 

‘My lady,’ said the temble woman, thanking her in 
reply to an invitation that she should be seated, ‘ I have 
come for my son I hear he has been playing the lord in 
your house, my lady I humbly thank your lad 3 ^hip for 
your kmdness to him, but he is nothing more than a tailor’s 
son, and is bound a tailor himself that his father may be 
called an honest man I am come to take biw away ’ 
hits Mel seemed to speak without much effort, though 
the pale flush of hex cheeks showed that she felt what she 
was domg Juliana was pale as death, watohmg Rose 
Intensely bnght with the gem-hke light of her gallant 
spirit, Rose’s eyes fixed on Evan. He met them The 
words of Ruth passed through his heart But the 
Countess, who had given Rose to Evan, and the Duke to 
Carolme, where was her supporter ® The Duke was 
entertaining Carolme with no less dexteniy, and Rose’s 
eyes said to Evan ‘ Feel no diame that I do not feel * ' 
but the Countess stood alone. It is ever thus with gemus I 
to quote the numerous illustrious authors who have written 
of it. 
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VTimX niaitciwl it no^^ that in the dead hush Lady 
Jocelyn Fliould nfsuro lier mother that she had been mis- 
informed. and that Mrs, SIoI was presently quieted, and 
tnnde to sit v ith others before the fruits and '^mes « All 
eyc*^ ^\cro linleful— the ver}* thought of Providence oon- 
f«?cd Jicr brain. Almost reduced to imbeciKty, the 
Counter iinngined, as a reality, that Sir Abraham had 
homo vith her till her public announcement of relation- 
pliip, and that then the outraged ghost would no longer be 
restrained, and Jiad .struck this blow 

TIic ensiled pic-nic tried to get a iittle air, and made 
at tempts at conversation, IMrs, Mel sat upon the com- 
pany \nth the weight of all tailordom. 

And now a messenger came for Harry. Everybody 
was ^0 zealously employed m the struggle to appear com- 
fortable under Mrs, Mel, that has departure was hardly 
observed. The general feeling for Evan and his sisters, 
by tlieir superiors in rank, was one of kmdly pity. Laidey, 
however, did not behave well. He put up Ins glass and 
scrutinized Mrs. jMcI, and then exammed Evan, and Bose 
thought that in his interchange of glances with any one 
there uas a lurking revival of the scene gone by. She 
signalled with her eyebrows for Drummond to correct 
him, but Drummond had another occupation. Andrew 
made the diversion He whispered to his neighbour, and 
the whisper went round, and the laugh ; and Mr. Raikes 
grew extremely uneasy in his seat, and betrayed an extra- 
ordinary alarm. But he also was soon reheved A 
messenger liad come from Harry to Mrs Evremonde, 
bearing a slip of paper. This the lady glanced at, and 
handed it to Drummond. A straggling pencil had traced 
these words 

^ Just runnmg by S.W. gates-^aw the Captain coming 
in— couldn’t stop to stop him— tremendous hurry— im- 
portant. Harry J/ 
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‘ You will not strike me ^ * 

* Strike a lady, madam ® ’ The cane and hat were 
simultaneously lowered 

‘Lady Jocelyn permits me to fetch for you a 
gentleman of the law. Or will you accompany me to 
him*' 

In a moment, Captam Evremonde's mannere were 
subdued and civilized, and m perfectly sane speech he 
thanked the Countess and offered her his arm. The 
Countess smilingly waved back Sm John, who motioned 
to attend on her, and away she went with the Captain, 
ivith all the glow of a woman who feels that she is heapmg 
coals of fire on the heads of her enemies. 

Was she not admired now * 

‘ Upon my honour,' said Lady Jocelyn, ‘ they are a re- 
markable family,' meaning the Harringtons. 

What farther she thought she did not say, but she 
was a woman who looked to natural gifts more than the 
gifts of accidents , and Evan's chance stood high with 
her then. So the battle of the Bull-dogs was fought, and 
cruelly as the Countess had been assafied and wounded, 
she gained a viotory , yea, though Demogorgon, aided by 
the vmdiotive ghost of Sir Abraham, took tangible shape 
in the ranks opposed to her. True, Lady Jocelyn, for- 
gettmg her own recent mtrepidily, condemned her as a 
bar , but the frmts of the Countess's viotory were plenti- 
ful, Drummond Forth, fearful perhaps of exciting un- 
just suspicions m the mind of Captam Evremonde, dis- 
appeared altogether Hany was m a mess which threw 
him almost upon Evan's mercy, as will be related And, 
lastly, Ferdmand Laxley, that insufferable young aristo- 
crat, was thus spoken to by Lady Jocelyn 

* This letter addressed to Lawson, telling him that his 
wife is here, is m your handwriting, Ferdmand. I don't 
say you wrote it— I don't think you could have written 
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it. But, to tell you the truth, I have an unpleasant im- 
pression about it, and I think we had better shake hands 
and not see each other for some time/ 

Laxley, after one denial of his guilt, disdained to repeat 
it. He met her ladyship's hand haughtily, and, bowing 
to Sir Franks, turned on his heel. 

So, then, in glorious complete victory, the battle of the 
Bull-dogs ended I 

Of the close of the pic-nio more remains to be told. 

For the present I pause, m observance of those rules 
which demand that after an exhibition of consummate 
deeds, tune be given to the spectator to digest what has 
passed before him. 


CHAPTER XXXn 

IN WHICH BVAN'S UCHT BBOINS TO TWlNKUa AGAIN 

The dowagers were now firmly planted on Olympus. 
Along the grass lay the warn strong colours of the evening 
sun, reddening the pine-stems and yellowing the idle 
aspen-leaves. For a moment it had hung m doubt 
whether the pic-mo could survive the two rude shocks it 
had received Happily the youthful element was large, 
and when the band, refreshed by chicken and sheny, 
threw off half-a-dozen bars of one of those irresistible 
waltzes that first catch the ear, and then curl round the 
heart, till on a sudden they invade and will have the 
legs, a rush up Parnassus was seen, and there were shouts 
and laughter and commotion, as over other great fields 
of battle the com will wave gaily and mark the re-estab- 
lishment of nature's reign. 

How fair the sight I Approach the twirhng couples. 

They talk as they whirl. 
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* Ranoy tho run-away tailor 1 * is tlie nialc^a remark, and 
lie expects to bo admired for it, and is. 

' That mako-up Countess — ^Ins sister, you know— did 
you see her ? she turned prcca,' Bays Creation's second 
effort, almost occupying tho place of a iib* 

^ Isn't there a nm-au ay wife, too ^ ' 

* Now, you mustn't bo naught} 1 ’ 

They laugh and flatter one another. Tho power to give 
and take flattery to any amount is tho rare treasure of 
youth. 

Undoubtedly they aro a poetical pictuxc ; but some 
poetioal pictures talk dreary prose , so wo \\ ill retire. 

Now, while the dancers earned on their busmci'S, and 
distance lent them enchantment, Rose stood by Juliana, 
near an alder which hid them from the rest 

' I don't accuse you,' she was saying , ‘ but nho could 
have done this but you ^ Ah, Juley I you will never get 
what you want if you plot for it I thought once you 
oared for Evan. If ho had loved you, w’ould I not have 
done all that I could for you both ^ I paidon you :nth 
all my heart ' 

* Keep your pardon I ' was tho angry ansv er. * I have 
done more for you, Rose Ho is an adventurer, and I 
have tried to open your eyes and make you respect your 
family. You may accuse me of what you like, I have 
my conscience ' 

‘ And the fnendship of the Countess,' added Rose. 

Juhana's figure shook as if she had been stung. 

‘ Go and be happy — don't stay here and taunt me,' she 
said, with a ghastly look * I suppose he can he like his 
sister, and has told you aU sorts of tales.' 

‘ Not a word— not a word I ' oned Rose. ‘ Do you 
think my lover could tell a he ^ ' 

The superb assumption of the girl, and the true portrait 
of Evan's oharacter which it flashed upon Juliana, were to 
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ihe latter such intense pam, that she turned like one on 
the rack, exclaiming : 

' You think so much of him ? You are so proud of 
him 1 Then, yes ! I love him too, ugly, beastly as I am 
to look at * Oh, I know what you think I I loved him 
from the first, and I knew all about him, and i^ared him 
pain. I did not wait for him to fall from a horse. I 
watched every chance of his being exposed. I let them 
imagme he oared for me. Drummond would have told 
what he knew long before — only he knew there would not 
be much harm in a tradesman's son manymg we. And 
I have played into your hands, and now you taunt me I ' 
Rose remembered her fretful unkmdness to Evan on the 
subject of his birth, when her feelings toward him were 
less warm. Dwelling on that alone, she put her arms 
round Juliana's stiffening figure, and said ' I dare say 
I am much more selfish than you. Forgive me, dear/ 
Starmg at her, Juhana rephed, ' Now you are acting ' 

' No,' said Rose, with a httle effort to fondle her ; ‘I 
only feel that I love you better for loving him/ 

Generous as her words sounded, and were, Juhana in- 
tuitively struck to the root of them, which was comfort- 
less. For how calm m its fortune, how strong m its love, 
must Rose's heart be, when she could speak m this un- 
wonted way ^ 

* Go, and leave me, pray,' she said. 

Rose kissed her burning cheek. ' I will do as you wish, 
dear Try and know me better, and be sister J uley as you 
used to be I know I am thoughtless, and hornbly vam 
and disagreeable sometimes. Do forgive me. I will 
love you truly.' 

Half meltmg, Juliana pressed her hand. 

‘ We are friends ^ ' said Rose. * Good-bye * ; and her 
countenance hghted, and she moved away, so changed by 
her happmess 1 Juliana was jealous of a love strong as 
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she deemed her own to overcome obstacles. She called 
to her: ‘Rose' Rose, you 'will not take advantage o£ 
what I have told you, and repent it to any one ^ ' 

Instantly Rose turned "with a glance of full contempt 
over her shoulder. 

* To whom ^ ' she asked. 

* To any one ' 

* To him ^ He would not love mo long if T did ’ ' 

Juhana burst into fresh tears, but Rose 'walked into the 

sunbeams and the circle of the music. 

Mountmg Olympus, she inquired u bother Ferdinand 
was 'withm hail, as they were pledged to dance the first 
dance together. A few hmts were given, and then Rose 
leamt that Ferdinand had been dismissed, 

‘ And where is ho ^ ' she cned w ith her accustomed im- 
petuosity. ' Mama ^ — of course jou did not accuse him 
— ^but. Mama l could you possibly let him go vith the 
suspicion that you thought him guilty* of wnting an 
anonymous letter ^ * 

* Not at all,' Lady Jocelyn replied * Only the hand- 
wntmg was so extremely hko, and ho was the onl}*- person 
who knew the address and the circumstances, and who 
could have a motive — though I don't quite see vhat it is 
— thought it as well to part for a time.' 

* But that 's sophistry ! ' said Rose * You accuse or 
you exonerate. Nobody can be half guilty If you do 
not hold him innocent you are unjust • ' 

Lady Jocelyn rejomed * Yes ^ It 's singular what a 
stock of axioms young people ha-ve handy for their 
occasions ' 

Rose loudly announced that she would nght this 
matter 

‘I can't thmk where Rose gets her passion for hot 
water, ^ said her mother, as Rose ran do^vn the ledge 

Two or three young gentlemen tned to engage her for a 
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tlancc. She gnvo them plenty of promises, and hurried 
on till *^ho met liivnn, and, almost out of hreath, told 
liim <he Minmcful injustice that had been done to her 
friend 

* Mama is such an Epicurean ! I really think she is 
wono Uinn Papa This disgraceful letter looks like 
Ferdinand's writping, and she tells him so ; and, Evan t 
will you bclicvo that instead of being certain it’s im- 
po«i'»ib!c any gentleman could do such a tiling, she tells 
Ferdinand she shall feel moie comfortable if she doesn’t 
see him for some time ^ Poor Ferdinand I He has had 
so much to bear ! ' 

Too sine of his darlmg to bo envious now of any man 
she pitied, Evan said, * I w^ouid forfeit my hand on his 
innocence ! ' 

' /Vnd so w'ould 1/ echoed Rose. ' Come to him with 
me, dear. Or no/ she added, with a httlo womanly dis« 
ciction, * perhaps it would not be so well— you 're not 
vciy' much cast doivn by what happened at dinner ^ ’ 

‘ iMy darling I I think of you/ ^ 

' Of mo, dear ? Concealment is never of any service. 
Wliat there is to be known people may as well know at 
once. They ’ll gossip for a month, and then forget it 
Your mother is dreadfully outspoken, certainly, but 
she has better manners than many ladies— I mean people 
in a position you understand me ^ But suppose, dear, 
this had happened, and I had said nothing to Mama, and 
then wo had to confess ^ Ah, you ’ll find I ’m wiser than 
you imagine, Mr Evan/ ^ 

‘ Haven’t I submitted to somebody’s lead « 

' Yes, but with a sort of under protest.” I saw it by 
the mouth. Not quite natural. You have been moody 
ever since-just a httle. I suppose it ’s our manly pnde. 
But I ’m losing time. Will you promise me not to brood 
over that occurrence ? Think of mOi Think eveiy- 
2d 
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tiling of me. I am yours , and, dearest, if I love you, 
need you care \rhat anybody else thinks * We ^ soon 
change their opmion ' 

* I care so httle/ said Evan, somewhat untruthfully, 
* that till you return I shall go and sit with my mother ' 

' Oh, she has gone She made her dear old antiquated 
curtsey to Mama and the company. “ If my son has 
not been guilty of deception, I will leave him to your 
good pleasure, my lady That ’s what she said Mama 
hkes her, I know. But I wish she didn't mouth her 
words so precisely it reminds me of — * the Countess, 
Rose checked herself from saymg * Good-bye Thank 
heaven I the worst has happened Do you know what 
I should do if I were you, and felt at all distressed * I 
should keep repeating,' Rose looked archly and deeply 
up under his eyehds, '"lam the son of a tradesman, and 
Rose loves me," over and over, and then, if you feel 
ashamed, what is it of ^ ' 

She nodded adieu, laughmg at her own idea of her 
great worth, an idea very firmly fixed m her fair 
bosom, notwithstandmg Mrs MelviHe said of her, 
used to think she had pnde ' Lady Jocelyn answered, 
‘ So she has The misfortune is that it has taken the 
wrong tummg ' 

Evan watched the figure that was to him as that of an 
angd— no less > She spoke so frankly to them as she 
passed * or here and there went on with a light laugh It 
seemed an act of graciousness that she should open her 
mouth to one • And, mdeed, by virtue of a pride which 
raised her to the levd of what she thought it well to do, 
Rose was veritably on higher ground than any present 
She no longer envied her fnend Jenny, who, emerging 
from the shades, allured by the waltz, diahnked hersefi 
from Wilham's arm, and whispered exclamations of sorrow 
at the scene created by Mr. Harrmgton's mother. Rose 
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patted her hand, and said ^ Thank you, Jenny dear . 
but don't be sorry I 'm glad. It prevents a number of 
private explanations/ 

* Still, dear * ' Jenny suggested. 

* Oh ! of course, I should hke to lay my whip across the 
shoulders of the person who arranged the conspiracy,' 
said Rose, ‘And afterwards I don't mmd returnmg 
thanks to him, or her, or them.' 

Wilham cned out, ‘ I 'm always on your side, Rose ' 

‘And I'll be Jenny's bndesmaad,' re]omed Rose, 
stepping blithely away from them. 

Evan debated whither to turn when Rose was lost to 
Ins eyes. He had no heart for dancing. Presently a 
servant approached, and said that Mr. Harry particularly 
desired to see him. From Harry's looks at table, Evan 
judged that the mtemew was not hkely to be amicable. 
He asked the direction he was to take, and setting out with 
long stndes, came in sight of Raikes, who walked in gloom, 
and was evidently labouring under one of his mountains 
of melancholy He affected to be quite out of the world , 
but finding that Evan took the hint in his usual prosy 
manner, was reduced to call after him, and finally to ran 
and catch him. 

* Haven't you one single spark of curiosity ^ ' he began. 

‘ What about ^ ' said Evan 

‘ Why, about my amazing luck * You haven't asked a 
question. A matter of course/ 

Evan complimented him by asking a question saymg 
that Jack's luck certainly was wonderful. 

' Wonderful, you call it/ said Jack, witheringly. ‘ And 
what 's more wonderful is, that I 'd give up all for quiet 
quarters in the Green Dragon. I knew I was prophetic. 

I knew I should regret that peaceful hostelry. Dio- 
cletian, if you like, I beg you to listen. I can't wallc so 
fast without danger.' 
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'Well, speak out, man Wlmt's tlio matter with 
you ? " cned Evan, impatiently. 

Jack shook his head , * I sco a total ab‘5cnco of ajTU- 
pathy/ he remarked. * I can‘t ' 

* Then stand out of the way ' 

Jack let him pass, evclainung, inth cold irony, ' I will 
pay homage to a loftiei Nine 

LIr Raikes could nob in lus soul imagine that Evan uas 
really so little inquisitive conceinmg a business of such 
importance as the trouble that po'^sessed him. Ho 
watehed his fnond striding off, incredulously, and then 
commenced nmmng m pursuit 

* Harrington, I give m , I surrender , you reduce me to 
prose Thy mne have conqucied my nmo 1— ]mrdon mo, 
old fellow. I 'm immensely upset This is the first day 
m my life that I ovei felt u hat indigestion is Egad, I '\ e 
got something to derange the best digestion going I 

‘ Look here, Harnngton Wliat happened to you to- 
day, I declaie I thinlc nothing of You o^^o mo vour 
assistance, you do, indeed , for if it hadn’t been for the 
fearful fascmations of your sister — ^tbat divine Countess 
— 1 should have been engaged to somebody by this time, 
and profited by the opportunity held out to me, and 
which IS now gone I *m disgraced. I ’m knoira And 
tlie worst of it is, I must face people I daren’t turn tail 
Did you ever hear of such a dilemma * ’ 

‘ Ay,’ quoth Evan, * what is it ^ ’ 

Raikes turned pale * Then you haven’t heaid of it ^ ’ 

^ Not a word ’ 

'Then it’s all for mo to tell. I called on ]\Iessis 
Gnst I dined at the Aurora aftei wards Harnngton, 
we’re led by a star. I mean, fellows with anything 
in them are. I recognized our Paliowfield host, and 
thmkmg to draw him out, I told our mutual histories. 
Next day I went to those lilessrs Grist. They proposed 
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the incmbciblui) for Fallowficld, five hundred a year, 
and (he loan of a cumclc, on condition* It 's singular, 
Harrington ; before nn^’body loiow of the condition I 
didn't care about it a bit It seemed to me childish 
Who v ould Ihiidv of minding wearing a tm plate ? 
But. now* — tlic suficrmgs of Orestes— what are they 
to mine ^ Ho unsn't tied to his Furies They did 
iiovcr a little above ium ; but as for mo, I 'm scorched , 
and I mustn't say uheio, my mouth is looked; the 
«?ocial laws which forbid the employment of obsolete 
words arrest my exclamations of despair. What do 
you ad\usc ^ ' 

Evan stared a moment at the wretched object, whose 
dream of meeting a beneficent old gentleman had brought 
]iim to he the sport of a c 3 Tucal farceur. He had shivers 
on his owm account, seemg something of himself magm- 
fied, and he loathed the fellow, only to feel more acutely 
wdiat a stigma may bo. 

' It 's a case I can't advise in/ he said, as gently as he 
could. ' I should be ofi the grounds m a hurry.' 

‘ And then I 'm where I was before I met the horrid 
old brute 1 ' Raikes moaned. 

' I told him over a pint of port — and noble stuff is that 
Aurora port I — I told bun- — I amused him till he was on 
tlic pomt of burstmg— I told him I was such a gentleman 
as the world hadn't seen— mmus money. So he deter- 
mined to launch me He said I should lead the hfe of 
such a gentleman as the world had not yet seen— on that 
simple condition, which appeared to me childish, a senile 
whim; rather an indulgence of his ' 

Evan listened to the tnbulations of his friend as he 
would to those of a doll— the sport of some expenmental 
child* By this tune he knew something of old Tom 
Cogglesby, and was not astonished that he should have 
chosen John Raikes to play one of his farces on. Jack 
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turned off abruptly tlie moment lie sau^ they were near- 
ing human figures, but soon returned to Evan's side, as 
if for protection 

* Hoy ^ Harrington * ' shouted Harry, beckoning to 
him * Come, make haste • I 'm m a deuce of a mess ' 

The two Needles— Susan and Polly— were standing 
m front of him, and after his call to Evan, he turned to 
contmue some exhortation or appeal to the common sense 
of women, largely mdulged m by young men when the 
mischief is done 

‘ Harrmgton, do speak to her She looks upon you as 
a sort of parson I can't make her beheve I didn't send 
for her Of course, she knows I 'm fond of her My dear 
fellow,' he whispered, ' I shall be rumed if my grand- 
mother hears of it Get her away, please Promise 
anythmg' 

Evan took her hand and asked for the child 

‘ Quite well, sn,' faltered Susan 

‘ You should not have come here ' 

Susan stared, and commenced whimpermg * Didn't 
you wish it, BIT ^ ' 

* Oh, she 's always t hinkin g of being made a lady of,' 
cned Polly ' As if Mr Harry was gomg to do that It 
wants a gentleman to do that ' 

* The carnage came for me, sn, m the afternoon,' said 

Susan, plomtively, ‘ with your compliments, and would I 
come I thought 

‘ What carnage 2 * asked Evan 

Raikes, who was ogling Polly, mterposed grandly, 
‘Mmel' 

' And you sent m my name for this girl to come hsio ? ' 
Evan turned wrathfully on him* 

* My dear Harrmgton, when you hit you knock doum, 
The wise require but one dose of expenence The 
Countess wished it, and I did dispatch ' 
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* TJic Countess 1 ’ Hairy cxclaimctl , ' Jovo ^ do you 
mean (o saj* that the Countess ' 

‘Do Saldar/ added Jack. 'In Britain none were 
’^vordiy found/ 

ITnrr}* gave n long whistlo 

' Leave at once/ said Evan to Susan * Whatever you 
may want send to ino for. And when think you can 
meet 3 'our parents, I will take j^ou to them. Bemember 
that is vhat you must do/ 

' ]\Iako her give up that stupidness of hers, about being 
made a Indy of, Hr Harrington,* said the mveterate PoDy. 

Susan hero fell a-weepmg. 

' I A\ould go, sir/ she said. ' I 'm sure I would obey 
3 ’'ou , but I can't. I can't go back to the mn. They 're 
beguming to talk about me, because — because I can't — 
can't pay them, and I 'm ashamed/ 

Evan looked at Harry, 

‘ I forgot/ the latter mumbled, but bis face was crimson 
Ho put his hands in his pockets. ' Do you happen to 
have a note or so ^ ' he asked. 

Evan took him aside and gave him what he had , and 
this amount, without inspection or reserve, Harry offered 
to Susan. She dashed his hand impetuously from her 
sight. 

' There, give it to me,' said Polly. * Oh, Mr, Horry J 
what a young man you are * ' 

Whether from the rebuff, or the reproach, or old feelings 
reviving, Harry was moved to go forward, and lay his 
hand on Susan's shoulder and mutter something m her 
ear that softened her. 

Polly thrust the notes into her bosom, and with a toss 
of her nose, as who should soy, ' Here 's nonsense they 're 
at again,' tapped Susan on the other shoulder, and said 
imperiously : * Come, Miss ^ ' 

Hurrying out a dozen sentences in one, Hany ended by-^ 
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suddenly kissing Susan's cheek, and then Polly bore her 
away , and Harry, with great solemnity, said to Evan 

* Ton my honour, I think I ought to ^ I declare I 
think I love that girl What 's one’s family ^ Why 
shouldn't you button to the one that ]ust suits you * 
That girl, when she 's dressed, and in good trim, by Jove I 
nobody 'd know her from a bom lady. And as for 
grammar, I 'd soon teach her that ' 

Harry began to whistle a sign m him that he was 
thinking lus hardest. 

‘ I confess to being considerably impressed by the maid 
Wheedle,’ said Raikes 

‘ Would you throw yourself away on her ^ ’ Evan in- 
quired 

Apparently forgetting how he stood, Mr Raikes re- 
phed 

‘ You ask, perhaps, a httle too much of me One owes 
consideration to one's position In the world’s eyes a 
matrimomal shp outweighs a peccadillo No To much 
the maid might wheeze me, but to Hj^en' She’s 
decidedly fresh and pert — the most dehoious little fat 
bps and cocky nose , but cease we to dwell on her, or of 
us two, lo • one will be undone ’ 

Harry burst mto a laugh . ‘ Is this the T P. for Fallow- 
fieldi* 

‘ M P. I think you mean,’ quoth Raikes, serenely , but 
a cunous glance being directed on him, and pursumg him 
pertmaoiously, it was as if the pediment of the lofty 
monument he topped were smitten with violence He 
stammered an excuse, and retreated somewhat as it is 
the fashion to do from the presence of royalty, followed 
by Harry’s roar of laughter, m which Evan cruelly joined 

' Gracious powers < * exclaimed the victim of ambition, 
* I ’m laughed at by the son of a tailor • ' and he edged 
once more mto the shade of trees. 
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It wns n btiange sight for Ilarij^'s relatives to see him 
arjn-ii^-aiji) ’with the man ho should have been kiolong, 
cimllcnging, denouncing, or ^vlmtever the code prescribes 
to sec him talking to tliis young man earnestly, nlin giTig 
to him affectionately, and when he separated from him, 
hcaitily WTinging liis hand. Well might they think that 
theic vas something extraordinary m these Harringtons 
Convicted of Tailordom, these Harrmgtons appeared to 
shine itli double lustre. How was it * They were at 
a loss to say They certamly could say that the Countess 
WHS cgrcgiously affected and vulgar ; but who could be 
altogether complacent and smceie that had to fight so 
Iinid a fight ^ In this struggle unth society I see one of 
the instances where success is entirely to be honoured and 
remains a proof of merit For however boldly antagon- 
i^^m may storm the ranks of society, it will certainly be 
icpelled, whoieas affimty cannot be resisted, and they 
wlio, agamst obstacles of birth, claim and keep their 
position among the educated and refined, have that 
affinity. It is, on the whole, rare, so that society is not 
often invaded. I think it will have to front Jack Cade 
again before another Old Mel and his progeny shall appear 
You lefuse to beheve in Old Mel ^ You know not nature’s 
cunning. 

Mrs. Shome, kirs. Melville, Mxbs Carrmgton, and many 
of the guests who observed Evan movmg from place to 
place, after the exposure, as they called it, were amazed at 
his audacity. There seemed such a quietly superb air 
about biwi He would not look out of his element ; and 
this, kno^vmg what they knew, was his offence. He de- 
served some commendation for still holding up his head, 
but it was love and Bose who kept the fires of his heart 
alive. 

The sun had sunk The figures on the summit of Par- 
nassus were seen bobbing in happy placidity against the 
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twilight s'ky. The sun had sunk, and many of Mr. 
Raikes' best things weie unspoken Wandermg about 
m his gloom, he heard a f emmme voice 
* Yes, I will trust you ' 

‘ You will not repent it/ was answered 
Recogmzmg the Duke, Mr Raikes cleared his throat 
' A-hem, your Grace * This is how the days should 
pass I think we should diumaliy station a good London 
band on high, and play his Majesty to bed— the sun My 
opmion IS, it would improve the crops I 'm not, as yet, 
a landed propnetor ’ 

The Duke stepped aside with him, and Raikes addressed 
no one for the next twenty mmutes When he next 
came forth Parnassus was half desoited It was known 
that old Mrs Bonner had been taken with a dangerous 
attack, and under this third blow the pic-mc succumbed 
Sunultaneously with the messenger that bi ought the news 
to Lady Jocelyn, one approached Evan, and informed 
him that the Countess de Saldar urgently entreated him 
to come to the house without delay He also wished to 
speak a few words to her, and stepped forward briskly. 
He had no prophetic mtimations of change this mter* 
view would bring upon him. 


CHAPTER YYYTU 

THB HEBO TAKES HIS RA37K IN TEH OBOHESTBA 

The Countess was not m her dressmg-room when Evan 
presented himsdf. She was m attendance on kirs. 
Bonner, Conning said , and the pmnness of Conning was 
a thing to have been noticed by any one save a dreamy 
youth m love. Conning remained m the room, keepmg 
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distinctly aloof Her duties absorbed her, but a presid- 
ing thought meohamcaJly jerked back her head from 
time to time . being the mute form of, * Well, I never 1 * 
in Connmg’s rank of life and mteUeotual capacity. 
Evan remamed quite still m a chair, and Conning was 
certainly a number of paces beyond suspicion, when the 
Countess appeared, and hurling at the maid one of those 
feminine looks which contam huge quartos of meaning, 
vented the cold query 

‘ Pray, why did you not come to me, as you were com- 
manded ^ * 

' I was not aware, my lady," Conning drew up to reply, 
and performed with her eyes a lofty rejection of the 
volume oast at her, and a threat of several for offensive 
operations, if need were. 

The Countess spoke nearer to what she was impljdng : 

‘ You know I object to this it is not the first time.’' 

* Would your ladyship please to say what your ladyship 
means ^ ^ 

In return for this insolent challenge to throw off the 
mask, the Countess felt justified m punishing her by bemg 
explicit. ‘ Your irregulanties are not of yesterday," she 
said, kindly making use of a word of double signification 
still 

^ Thank you, my lady " Conning accepted the word in 
its blackest meaning. * I am obliged to you. If your 
ladyship is to be behoved, my character is not worth 
much But I can make distmctions, my lady/ 

Somethmg very like an altercation was oontmued m a 
sharp, brief undertone , and then Evan, waking up to the 
affairs of the hour, heard Conning say : ^ 

‘ I shah not ask your ladyship to give me a character. 

The Countess answering with pathos . ^ It would, 
mdeed, be to give you one." 

He was astonished that the Countess should burst mto 
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teara ^\hon Conning luid deparkd, and moro to thnt 
bis effoife to console her should bung a boll of m rath ujion 
bimsclf, 

‘ Now, Evan, now “^ce what jon lm\c dorv* for iiH«--do. 
and rcjoico at it TIic very nicnuiN in'iull You hcani 
what that crcntuio paid ^ Sho can make 
Oh^ I could boat hci. The} know it nil tlio pcrxanbJ 
know it * I can see it m then face*? I feel it when I 
them Tlio insolent wrctclics treat uh ns impostors , 
and this Conning— to defj" me I Oli * it comt » of my 
devotion to you I am proporl} clmstired I po^^cd 
Rose's maid on the stairs, and her ro\eroncc wni» bare!} 
perceptible ’ 

Evan mui mured that ho wu^ very sorry, adding, 
foolishly . * Do you rcall} care, Louisa, for w Imt Bcr\ nnks 
think and say * ' 

The Counlc'^ sighed deeply . * Oli 1 }ou are loo thick- 
skinned ! Your niolliGi from lop to too ! It too 
dreadful 1 Wliat have I done to deserve it ? Oli, Evan, 
Evan I ' 

Her head dropped m her lap There was ‘something 
ludicrous to Evan in tins 0x00*53 of grief on account of such 
a busmess , but ho was tender-hearted and w 1 ought upon 
to declare that, wliethoi or not ho w’as to blame for liis 
mother's intrusion that aftcinoon, lie was ready to do 
w'hat ho could to make up to the Countess for her suffer- 
ings • wdiercat the Countess sighed again asked him 
what he possibly could do, and donbted his willingness 
to accede to the most tnflmg request 

‘ No , I do in venty boheve that w ore I to desire you to 
do aught for your own good alone, you would demur, Van * 

He assured her that she w’as mistaken, 

‘ We shall see,' she said. 

‘And if once or twice, I have lun counter to you, 
Louisa—’ 
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‘ Abominable language • ' cried the Countess, stopping 
ber ears like a child. ‘ Do not excruciate me so. You 
laugh I My goodness » what will you come to 1 ' 

Evan checked his smile, and, taking her hand, said * 
‘ I must tell you, that, on the whole, I see nothing to 
regret in what has happened to-day You may notice a 
change m the manners of the servants and some of the 
country squiresses, but I find none m the beanng of the 
real ladies, the true gentlemen, to me * 

' Because the change is too fine for you to perceive it,^ 
interposed the Countess 

‘ Rose, then, and her mother, and her father I ’ Evan 
oned impetuously. 

* As for Lady Jocelyn ^ ' the Countess shrugged 

‘ And Sir Franks 1 ' her head shook ; ‘ and Rose, Rose 
IS simply self-willed , a “ she will or ** she won't " sort 
of little person, No onterioni Henceforth the world 
is against us. We have to struggle with it it does not 
rank us of it I * 

^ Your feeling on the point is so exaggerated, my dear 
Louisa,' said Evan, ‘ one can't bring reason to your ears 
The tattle we shall hear we shall outhve. I care extremely 
for the good opinion of men, but I prefer my own , and I 
do not lose it because my father was m trade ' 

* And your own name, Evan Harrington, is on a shop,' 
the Countess struck in, and watched him severely from 
under her brow, glad to mark that he could stiU blush 

* Oh, heaven ^ ' she wailed to mcrease the effect, ‘ on 
a shop 1 a brother of mine 1 ' 

‘Yes, Louisa. It may not last ... I did it — is it 
not better that a son should blush, than cast dishonour 
on his father's memory « ' 

‘ Ridiculous boy-notion I ' 

‘ Rose has pardoned it, Louisa — cannot you ^ T find 
that the naturally vulgar and narrow-headed people, and 
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cowards who never forego mean advantage*!, nrn tho o 
only ^^ho ^^onid condemn me and my eondurt in that/ 

* And you havo joy in your, fraction of the left 
to you I * oxclainiod Jus female-older. 

Changeing lior manner to a v inning fh^' said : 

* Let mo also belong to Iho very' small party I You Imvo 
been really romantic, and most gencrou*^ and noble; 
only tho shop smells I But, never miml, piomi**c me }ou 
will not enter it ’ 

* I hope not/ said Evan. 

* You do hope that you will not ofTiciato ^ Ob, Evnn I 
the eternal contemplation of gcntlemcn\ legs ! think of 
that I Tlnnk of yourself sculptured in that attltudo^' 
Innumerable little pnekJes and stings “hot over I5vanh 
skm. 

' There— there, Louisa I ' lie said, impatiently ; * spare 
your ndioulo. We go to London to-inorrou, and nhen 
there I expect to hear that I Im\c an appointment, and 
that this engagement is over ' He rose and valkcd up 
and down tho room, 

‘I shall not be prepared to go to-morrou/ remarked 
the Countess, drawing her figure up stitHy. 

‘ Oh 1 well, if yon can stay, Andrew Mill take clinrgo of 
you, I dare say.* 

‘ No, my dear, Andrew will not— a nonentity* cannot — 
you must * 

‘ Impossible, Louisa,* said Evan, as one who imagines 
he is uttering a thmg of little consec^uenco ‘ I promised 
Rose* 

‘You promised Rose that you would abdicate and 
retire ? Sweet, loving ^rl 1 * 

Evan made no answer. 

* You will stay with me, Evan * 

‘ I really can't/ he said in Ins previous careless tone 

* Come and sit down,* cried tho Countess, impcnously. 
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* The first trifle is refused. It does not astonish me. I 
honour you noM^ hy talldng senously to you. I have 
treated you hitherto as a cliild. Or, no—* she stopped 
her mouth ; * it is enough if I tell you, dear, that poor ' 
]\Iis Bonner is dying, and that she desires my attendance 
on her to refresh her spiiit with readings on the Prophecies, 
and Scriptural converse. No other soul m the house can 
so soothe her,* 

* Then, stay,' said Evan. 

' Unprotected m the midst of enemies * Truly I * 
think, Louisa, if you can call Lady Jocelyn an 
enemy, you must read the Scriptures by a false light.* 

^ The woman is an utter heathen i * interjected the 
Countess. * An mfidel can be no fnond. She is there- 
fore the reverse. Her opinions embitter her mother's 
last days. But now you will consent to remaon with 
me, dear Van I * 

An implacable negative responded to the urgent appeal 
of her eyes. 

‘ By the way,' ho said, for a diversion, * did you know 
of a ^1 stoppmg at an inn in Eallowfield ^ ' 

‘ Know a barmaid ^ ' the Countess's eyes and mouth 
were wide at the question. 

‘ Did you send Raikes for her to-day * ' 

‘Did Mr Baikea — ah, Evan* that creature reminds me, 
you have no sense of contrast. Eor a Brazilian ape — ^he 
resembles, if he is not truly one — ^what contrast is he to 
an English gentleman I His proximity and acquaintance 
— noh as he may be — disfigure you. Study contrast I ' 
Evan had to remmd her that she had not answered 
him • whereat she exclaimed , ‘ One would really think 
you had never been abroad. Have you not evaded me, 
rather ^ ' 

The Countess commenced fanning her languid brows, 
and then pursued : ' Now, my dear brother, I may 
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conclude tliat you -utII acquiesce m my moderate Irishes 
You remam My renerable fnend cannot last three 
days She is on the brink of a better world ! I will 
confide to you that it is of the utmost importance wo 
should be heie, on the spot, until the sad termination ' 
That IS what I summoned you for You are now at 
hberty Ta-ta, as soon as you please " 

She had baffled his httlc oross-exammation with regard 
to Raikes, but on the other point he was firm She 
would listen to nothmg she affected that her mandate 
had gone forth, and must be obeyed , tapped with her 
foot, fanned dehberately, and was a consummate queen, 
till he turned the handle of the door, when her complexion 
deadened, she started up, trembhng, and tnppmg towards 
him, caught him by the arm, and said , ‘ Stop * After 
all that I have sacrificed for you * As well tiy to raise 
the dead as a Dawley from the dust he grovels m ! Why 
did I consent to visit this place ^ It was for you I 
came, I heard that you had disgraced yourself in dranken- 
ness at RaUowfield, and I toiled to eohpse that, and I 
did. Young Jocelyn thought you were what you are 
I could spit the word at you ^ and I dazzled him to give 
you tune to wm this minx, who will spm you hire a top 
if you get her That LIr Forth knew it as wefi, and 
that vile young Laxley They are gone I Why are they 
gone ^ Because they thwarted me — ^they crossed your 
mterests— I said they should go George Uploft is 
gomg to-day The house is left to us ; and I heheve 
firmly that Mrs Bonner’s will contains a memento of 
the effect of our frequent rehgious conversations So 
you would leave now ® I suspect nobody, but we are 
all human, and Wills would not have been tampered 
with for the first tame Besides,’ and the Countess’s 
imagmation warmed till she addressed her brother as a 
confederate, ‘ we shall then see to whom Beokley Court 
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iV ^equcntlicci KUhci wny it- may bo yours. Yours 1 
nu<} you puffer their plots to diivo you forth. Do you 
not poroeivc that was brought hero lo-day on 

jnjrpo'-e (o ‘•iinmc us n»d cast us out ^ Wo aro surrounded 
by con^pirttcie'i, but if our faith is pure who can hurt 
x\^ ^ If I had not that consolation-'Uould that you had 
it, too!— uoultl it be cndninblo to mo to see those 
incuinK uliispetiiig and allowing Ihcir forced respect^ 
As It I**, I am foitificd to forgive them, I bieatho another 
ntuio^'plierc. OJi, Evan t you did not attend to Mr. 
Parsleys beautiful lubt sermon, Tho Church should 
ha\o been jour vocation 

Kroni vehemence tho Countess had subsided to a 
mournful gentleness. She lind been too excited to notice 
any diangcs in her brother's face during her speech, 
and uhen lie turned from tho door, and still eyeing her 
fixedly, led her to a chair, she fancied from Ins silence 
that she had subdued and convinced him. A delioious 
fcn<?c of her pouci, succeeded by a weary reflection that 
^hc liad constantly to employ it, occupied her mind, and 
when presently she looked up from the shade of her hand, 
it was to agitato licr head pitifully at her brother. 

^ All this 5 'ou have done for mo, Louisa,' he said. 

' Yes, Evan,— all I ' she fell into his tone. 

' And yon are tho cause of Laxley’a going ^ Did you 
Icnow nnj^thing of tliat anonjnnous letter ^ ' 

JIc w^ns squeezing her hand— with grateful affection, 
ns she was deluded to imagme. 

‘Perhaps, dear,— a little/ her conceit prompted her 

to admit. 

‘ Did you write it ® ' 

He gazed intently into her eyes, and as the question 
shot like a javehn, she tried meffectiially to disengage her 
Angora , her delusion waned , she took fnghfc, hut zt 
was too late ; he had stack the truth out of her before 
2 £ 
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slio could speak* Her spirit writhed like a snnko in hh 
hold* Innumerable things she uns ready to and 
strove to , the vords would not form on her lips 

* I utII bo ansuored, Louisa*’ 

The stom manner lie had assumed gave her no hope of 
eluding him. With nn muard gnsp, and a senpation of 
nakedness altogether non to her, dismal, and alarming, 
she felt that she could not ho. Like n crcatiiro forsaken 
of her staunchest fnend, she could Imve flung herbclf 
to the floor. Tho nc*\t instant her natural courage 
restored her. She jumped up and stood at bu}. 

^Yes. I did’ 

And now ho was ueak, and she uas strong, and used 
her strength, 

‘ I wrote it to save 3 ’ou, Yes, Call on your Creator, 
and be my judge, if you dare Nc^ cr, no\ cr v, ill you meet 
a soul more utterly devoted to }Ou, Evan, lliis i\Ir* 
Forth, this Laxloy, I snid, should go, because the}' ucro 
resolved to rum you, and make }ou base. They are 
gone The responsibility I take on myself, Nightl} — 
durmg the remamder of my days — lU pray for pardon ’ 

He raised his head to nsk sombrely : ‘ Is your hand- 
^vnting like Laxley’s ^ ’ 

‘It seems so/ she ansuored, mth a pitiful sneer for 
one who could arrest her exaltation to inquire about 
minutiro ‘ Right or wrong, it is done, and if you choose 
to be my judge, think whether your oun conscience is 
clear TOy did you come here ^ Why did you stay ® 
You have your free will, — do you deny that ^ Oh, I 
inll take the entire blame, but you must not be a 
hypoonte. Van. You know you were aicare. Wo had 
no confidences I was obliged to treat you hko a child , 
but for you to pretend to suppose that roses grow m your 
path— oh, that is paltry t You are a hjqiocrite or an 
imbecile, if that is your course/ 
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Was he not something of the former ^ The luxurious 
mist in which he had been hving, dispersed before his 
sistor^s bitter words, and, as she designed he should, he 
felt himself her accomplice. But, again, reason struggled 
to enhghten him ; for surely he would never have done 
a thing so disproportionate to the end to be gained • 
It was the unconnected action of his brain that thus 
advised him. No thoroughly-fashioned, clear-spirited 
man conceives wickedness impossible to him • but 
wickedness so largely mixed with folly, the best of us 
may reject as not among our temptations Evan, since 
bis love had dawned, had begun to talk with his own 
nature, and though he knew not yet how much xt would 
stretch or contract, he knew that he was weak and 
could not perform moral wonders without severe struggles. 
The cynic may add, if he likes — or without potent liquors. 

Could he be his sister's 3 udge ? It is dangerous for 
young men to be too good. They are so sweeping in 
their condemnations, so sublime in their conceptions of 
excellence, and the most finished Puntan cannot out-do 
their demands upon frail humanity. Evan's momentaiy 
self-examination saved him from this, and he told the 
Countess, with a sort of cold compassion, that he himself 
dared not blame her. 

His tone was distmctly wantmg m admiration of her, 
but she was somewhat over-wrought, and leaned her 
shoulder against him, and became immediately his 
affectionate, only too-zealous, sister , dearly to be loved, 
to be forgiven, to be prized and on condition of msertmg 
a special petition for pardon m her orisons, to hve with a 
calm conscience, and to be allowed to have her own way 
with him during the rest of her days 

It was a happy umon — a picture that the Countess was 

lured to admire m the glass. 

Sad that so small a murmur should destroy it for ever ! 



436 


EVAN HARRINGTON 


* What * ' cried the Countess, bursting from Ins arm* 

*(to she emphasized with the hardness of deter- 

mmed unbehof, as if plucking the words, one by one, 
out of her reluctant ears. * Go to Lady Jocel3m, and 
tell her I v)wU the ? 6 fter ® ' 

‘You can do no less, I fear,’ said Evan, eyeing the 
floor and breathing a deep breath 

* Then I did hear you correctly ^ Oh, you must be 
mad — idiotic * There, pray go away, Evan Come in 
the mommg You are too much for my nerves ’ 

Evan rose, puttmg out his hand as if to take hers and 
plead with her She rejected the first motion, and 
repeated hei desire for him to leave her , saymg, cheei- 
fully 

‘ Good mght, dear , I dare say we shan’t meet till the 
mommg ' 

‘You can’t let this mjustice contmue a smgle night, 
Louisa ^ ' said he 

She was deep m the busmess of arrangemg a portion of 
her attire 

* Go-go , please,’ she responded 

Lmgermg, he said ‘ If I go, it vnJl be straight to Lady 
Jocelyn ’ 

She stamped angnl}- 

‘On/y gol’ and thenshe found himgone,and shostooped 
lower to the glass, to mark if the recent agitation were 
observable under her eyes. There, looking at herself, 
her heart dropped heavily m her bosom She ran to 
the door and burned siviftly after Evan, puUmg him back 
speechlessly 

‘ Where are you gomg, Evan ^ * 

* To Lady Jooel3m ’ 

The unhappy victim of her devotion stood panting, 

‘ If you go, I — I take poison I ’ 

It uas for him now to be struck ; but ho was sufienng 
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too stiong an anguish to be susceptible to mock tragedy. 
The Countess paused to study him. She began to fear 
her brother * I will I ' she reiterated wildly, without 
moving him at all. And the quiet inflexibility of his 
face forbade the ultimate hope which hes in giving men 
a dose of hystencs when they are obstinate. She tried 
by taunts and angry vituperations to make him look 
fierce, if but an mstant, to precipitate her into an 
exhibition she was so well prepared for, 

* Evan I what ^ after aH my love, my confidence in 
you — I need not have told you — to expose us * Brother * 
would you 2 Oh • * 

* I will not let this last another hour,' said Evan, firmly, 
at the same time seeking to caress her. She spumed his 
fruitless aflection, feelmg, nevertheless, how cruel was 
her fate ; for, with any other save a brother, she had 
ails at her disposal to melt the manhest resolutions 
The glass showed her that her face was pathetically pale , 
the tones of her voice were noh and harrowing. What 
did they avail with a brother 2 

‘ Promise me,' she cried eagerly, * promise me to stop 
here — on this spot — till I return ' 

The promise was extracted. The Countess went to 
fetch Carohne. 

Evan did not count the minutes One thought was 
mounting m his bram—the scorn of Bose. He felt that 
he had lost her. Lost her when he had just won her I 
He felt it, without realizing it The first blows of an 
immense grief arc duU, and strike the heart through wool, 
as it were. The belief of the young m their sorrow has 
to be flogged into them, on the good old educational 
prmciple. Could he do less than this he was about to 
do 2 Bose had wedded her noble nature to him, and it 
was as much her spirit as lus own that urged him thus to 
forfeit her, to be worthy of her by assuming unwortbiness. 
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There he sat neither conning over In*? tlelcrminalion 
nor the cause for it, revolving Ro^^c’s uordn about 
Laxley, and nothing else The uords uerc ho sucel anti 
so hitter , cverj^ nou and then the heavy smiting on hn 
heart set it quivering and leaping, oh the uliip <»tarts a 
jaded horse 

Meantime the Countess nas participating In a 
conversation in the drauing-room luth Sir John and the 
Duke, Miss Current, and others, and it uns not till 
after she had displa3’’ed manj' graces, and, ns one or tuo 
ladies presumed to consider, marked cflrontciy, that hhe 
rose and drew Caroline an ay with her Reluming to 
her dressing-room, she found that Eian lind faitlifully 
kept his engagement, he uns on the exact spot uhere 
she had left Inm 

Carolme came to liim swiftly, and put lior Jiand to liis 
forehead that she might the bettor peruse his features, 
saying, in her mellow caressing voice ‘ VTiat is this, 
dear Van, that 3'ou uiU do ? \Vliy do }o\x look so 
wretched ’ ' 

* Has not Louisa told you ’ * 

‘She has told mo something, dear, but I don’t know 
what it 18 That you are gomg to expose us ’ What 
further exposure do we need ? I’m sure, Van, my 
pnde— what I had— is gone I havo none loft I ’ 

Evan kissed her brows uaimly. An explanation, full 
of the Countess’s passionate outcries of justification, 
necessity, and innocence m higher than fleshly eyes, was 
given, and then the three were silent 
‘ But, Van,’ Caroline commenced, depreoatingly, * my 
darling * of what use— now I Whether nght or wrong, 
why should you, why should you, when the thing is done, 
dear think I ’ 

‘And you, too, would let another suffer under an 
unjust accusation ^ ' said Evan, 
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* But, dearest, it is surely your duty to thmV of your 
family first. Have we not been alSioted enough ? Why 
should you lay us under this fresh burden « ' 

* Because it 's better to bear all now than a Me of 
remorse,' answered Evan, 

'But this Mr Laxley — cannot pity him; he has 
behaved so insolently to you throughout ! Let 
suffer,' 

' Lady Jocelyn,' said Evan, ' has been unintentionaliy 
unjust to him, and after her kin^ess— apart from the 
right or wrong — will not — I can't allow her to continue 
so.' 

' After her kindness I ' echoed the Countess, who had 
been fuming at Caroline's weak expostulations ‘ Kind- 
ness ! Have I not done ten times for these Jocelyns 
what they have done for us ® 0 mio Deus > why, I 
have bestowed on them the membership for Eallowfield * 

I have saved her from being a convicted bar this very 
day. Worse * for what would have been talked of the 
morals of the house, supposing the scandal. Oh J 
indeed I was tempted to bring that homd mad Captam 
into the house face to face with his flighty doll of a wife, 
as I, perhaps, should have done, acting by the dictates 
of my conscience, I lied for Lady Jocelyn, and handed 
the man to a lawyer, who withdrew him. And this they 
owe to me ! Kindness ® They have given us bed and 
board, as the people say. I have repaid them for that.' 

' Pray be silent, Louisa/ said Evan, getting up hastily, 
for the sick sensation Rose had experienced came over 
him. His sister's plots, her untruth, her coarseness, 
clung to him and seemed part of his blood. He now 
bad a personal desire to cut himself loose from the 
wretched entanglement revealed to him, whatever it cost 

* Are you really, truly going ? Caroline exclaimed, 
for he was near the door, 
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* At a quarter to twelve at niglit 1 * sneered the 
Countess, still imagining that he, like herself, must be 
partly acting. 

* But, Van, is it — dearest, thmk ! is it manly for a 
brother to go and tell of his sister ^ And how would it 
look ? ' 

Evan smiled ‘ Is it that that makes you unhappy ^ 
l/ouisa's name will not be mentioned — ^be sure of that ^ 

Oarolme was stoopmg forward to him Her figuie 
straightened ‘ Good Heaven, Evan * you aie not gomg 
to take it on yourself ^ Hose ' — she will hate you ' 

* God help me I ' he oned mtemally 

* Oh, Evan, darlmg • consider, reflect * ' She fell on her 
knees, catching his hand * It is v orse for us that you 
should suffer, dearest ! Think of the dreadful meanness 
and baseness of what you will have to acknowledge/ 

' Yes ! ' sighed the youth, and lus eyes, m Ins extreme 
pain, turned to the Countess reproachfully. 

‘ Thm k , dear,' Caroline burned on, ‘ he gains nothing 
for whom you do this — you lose all It is not your deed 
You will have to speak an untruth. Your ideas aie 
wrong — wrong, I know they are You will have to be 
But ff you are silent, the httle, httle blame that may 
attach to us will pass away, and we shall be happy m 
seeing our brother happy/ 

* You are talkmg to Evan as if he had rehgion/ said the 
Countess, with steady sedatenesa And at that moment, 
from the sublimity of hia pagan virtue, the young man 
groaned for some pure certam hght to gmde him the 
question whether he was about to do right made him 
weak. He took Carolme^s head between his two hands, 
and kissed her mouth The act brought Rose to his 
senses insufferably, and she— his Goddess of truth and 
his sole guidmg h^t— spurred lum afresh 

‘ My family's dishonour is mine, Carolme. Say nothmg 
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11101V— Klon't think of mo. I go to Lady Jocelyn to- 
niglit. To-morrovr wo kayo, and there's the end. 
Ix)«isa^ if you have any new schemes for my welfare, 
T heg you to 1 enounce them.' 

*Grnlitm1c I never expected from a Dawleyl' the 
Counfo'^s retorted 

‘ Oil, Ijouisn I lie is going t ' cried Caroline , * kneel to 
him u*ith me ; stop him : Rose loves him, and he is 
going to make her hate him.' 

‘ You can't tahe leason to one who 's mad/ said the 
Countess, more like the Dawley she sprang from than it 
would have jilcnsed her to Icnow. 

* ^ly darling I My own Evan 1 it will kill me,' Caroline 
exclaimed, and passionately imploimg him, she looked 
so hopelessly beautiful, that Evan was agitated, and 
caressed her, while he said, softly ' Where our honour 
not involved I would submit to your smallest wish,' 
*It involves my life— my destmyl' murmured 
Caroline 

Could ho have Imown the double meaning in her 
words, and what a saving this sacrifice of his was to 
accomplish, ho would not have turned to do it feehng 
abandoned of heaven and earth. 

The Countess stood rigidly as he went forth. Carohne 
w^as on her knees, sobbing. 


CHAPTER XXXIV 

A PAGAN SAOBIBTOB 

Thbeb Steps from the Countess's chamber door, the knot 
of Evan's resolution began to slacken. The dear light 
of lus simple duty grew cloudy and complex. His pride 
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would not let him thmh tlmt ho wom shhuKing, hut cried 
out in him, MYill 3 on ho hohovccP ' rtnd uhlnpcad 
that few would hclievo hm guilty of ^uoh nn not Vol, 
uhile something said that full purch' Lad)" Joccl)*!! uouhl 
not, a vaguo dread tlmt Eo’?e might, throu him hark on 
the luxury of her lo^o and faith m him Ifc found him- 
self hoping tliat Ins slalciiicnt uould be luugliod at. 
Then why inaltc it ? 

No* that was too blind a hope, Many uoiild take 
him at Ins word, all— all wo Lnd\- Jocd^nl Ro'jc 
the first 1 Because ho slootl so lugli uitli lier nou he 
feared the fall Ah, da? /ling pinnnelo I our darling'? 
shoot U8 up on a uondrous juggler h pole, and uc fall; 
familiarly to the stars, and are so much a))0\o c\ or) body, 
and tr}*” to ualk like creatures uith luo leg**, forgetting 
that uohavo but a pin’s point to stand 011 up tlicro. 
Probably the absence of natural motion inspires the 
prophecy that wo must ultimalcl)" como doun : our 
unused legs ua\ morbidly restless Evnn thought it 
good tlmt Bose should lift licr licad to look at liim ; 
novorthcless, lie knew that Roso would turn from him 
the moment ho descended fiom Ins superior station 
Nature is wnso m her young children, though they wot 
not of it, and are always tr3nng to rush away from her 
They escape their wits sooner than their instincts 

But was not Rose involved in him, and part of him ^ 
Had he not sw om novel to renounce her ? lYhat was 
this but a betrayal ? 

Go on, young man fight your fight The little imps 
pluck at you the big giant assails 3^ou : the seductions 
of the soft-mouthed siion are not w antmg. Slacken the 
knot an instant, and they will all have play. And the 
worst IS, that yon may be wrong, and they may be right I 
Por is it, can it be proper for you to stain the silveiy 
whiteness of your skm by plunging headlong into yonder 
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pitch-batli ^ Consider the defilement 1 Contemplate 
your hideous aspect on issuing from that black baptism 1 

As to the honour of your family, Mr. Evan Harrington, 
pray, of what sort of metal consists the honour of a 
tailor^s family ^ 

One httle impertment imp ventured upon that question 
on his own account. The clever beast was tom back and 
strangled instantaneously by his experienced elders, but 
not before Evan's pnde had answered him. Exalted 
by Love, he could dread to abase himself and strip off 
his ghttenng garments , lowered by the world, he feU 
back upon his innate worth. 

Yes, he was called on to prove it , he was on his way 
to prove it. Surrendering his dearest and his best, 
casting aside his dreams, his desires, his aspirations, for 
this stem duty, he at least would know that he made 
himself doubly worthy of her who abandoned him, and 
the world would scorn him by reason of his absolute 
merit. Coming to this point, the knot of hia resolve 
tightened again ^ he hugged it with the furious zeal of 
a martyr. 

Kehgion, the lack of which m him the Countess 
deplored, would have guided him and silenced the 
internal strife But do not despise a virtue purely 
Pagan. The young who can act readily up to the 
Christian hght are happier, doubtless . but they are led, 
they are passive I think they do not make such capital 

Christians subsequently. They are never m such danger, 

we know , hut some m the flock are more than sheep 
The heathen ideal it is not so very easy to attain, and 
those who mount from it to the Chiistian have, m my 
humble thought, a firmer footing. 

So Evan fought his hard fight from the top of the stairs 
to the bottom. A Pagan, which means our poor un- 
supported flesh, is never certain of his victory, how 
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you \rill SCO him kneeling to Ill's God*s, untl nnon rlrubbing 
thorn , or ho makes them fight for Inmt and h cornplnccnt 
at the issue Evan Iiacl ceased lo pick his knot uith 
one hand and pull it uith the othci . but not finding 
Lady Jocel}!! hclou, and licaring (hal sho had rctin^d 
for the night, ho mounted the stair^ ami thr atrifr- 
recommenced from the bottom to llio top* St-tmeo lo 
say, ho TiNos almost unaware of nnj struggle going on 
within him The suggestion of the foolish little imp 
alone was loud in the heart of conseiouone**^ ; the 
rest hung more in his ner\cs limn m Ins brain lie 
thought * Well, I will speak it out to her m the morn- 
ing ’ , and thought so sincerely, w hilc an ommous (•tgh of 
relief at the reprieve rose from Ins o\cr-l)urdened bosom. 

Hardly had the wcai^* deep breath taken flight, when 
the figure of Lady Jocelyn was seen advancing along the 
corndor, with a lamp m her hand She trod liCAvil\, 
in a kind of march, as her habit was , licr large iuUy- 
open grey oj^es lookmg straight ahead *Sho would liave 
passed him, and ho w oiild have let her pass, but seeing 
the unusual pallor on her face, his lo^o for this lady 
moved him to stop fon\ ard and express a hope that she 
had no present causo for aoirow, 

Hearmg her mothers name, Lady Jooel^m was about 
to return a conventional answer. Recognizing Evan, 
she said : 

‘ Ah I Mr Hairmgton • Yes, I fear it 's as bad as it 
can be She can scarcely outlive the night ' 

Again he stood alone his chance was gone. How 
could he speak to her m her affliotion ^ Her calm sedate 
visage had the beauty of its youth, when hghted by the 
ammation that attends meetings or farewells In her 
bow to Evan, he beheld a lovely kindness more umque, 
if less precious, than anything he had ever seen on the 
face of Rose. Half esultingly, he reflected that no 
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opportunity would bo allowed Mm now to teach that 
noble head and truest of human hearts to turn from 
him ; the clear-eyed morrow would come the days of 
the future would be bright as other days i 

Wrapped m the comfort of his cowardice, he started 
to see Lady Jocelyn advancing to ham again. 

Mr Harrington,^ she said, ^ Bose tehs me you leave 
us early in the moming, I may as well shake your hand 
now. We part very good fnends I shall always be 
glad to hear of you ’ 

Evan pressed her hand, and bowed. * I thank you, 
madam/ was all he could answer 

* It will be better if you don't wnte to Rose ' 

Her tone was rather that of a request than an mjunction. 

* I have no nght to do so, my lady.' 

* She considers that you have I wish her to have a 
fair trial ' 

His voice quavered The philosophic lady thought 
it time to leave him. 

‘ So good-bye. I can trust you without extraotmg a 
promise. K you ever have need of a friend, you know 
you are at liberty to wnte to me.' 

‘ You are tired, my lady ^ ' He put this question 
more to dally Avith what he ought to be saying, 

‘Tolerably Your sister, the Countess, relieves me 
in the mght. I fancy my mother finds her the better 
nurse of the two ' 

Lady Jocelyn's face lighted in its gracious pleasant 
way, as she just mclined her head . but the mention of 
the Countess and her attendance on Sirs Bonner had 
nerved Evan the contrast of her hypocrisy and vile 
scheming with this most open, noble nature, acted like 
a new force withm him. He begged Lady Jocelyn's 
permission to speak with her in private. Marking hb 
fervid appearance, she looked at him seriously. 
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‘ Is it really important ^ * 

' I cannot rest, madam, till it is spoken ' 

' I mean, it doesn't pertam to the debnum ^ We may 
sleep upon that ' 

He divmed her sufi&ciently to answer ' It concerns a 
piece of mjuBtice done by you, madam, and which I can 
help you to set nght ' 

I^y Jocelyn stared somewhat ‘ Follow me mto my 
dressmg-room,' she said, and led the way 

Escape was no longer possible. Ho was on the march 
to execution, and mto the darkness of his bram danced 
John Raikes, with his grotesque tnbulations It was 
the harsh savour of reahty that conjured up this flighty 
bemg, who probably never felt a sorrow or a duty The 
farce Jack hved was all that Evan's tragic bitterness 
could revolve, and seemed to be the only hght in hia 
mmd You might have seen a smile on bs mouth 
when he was ready to ask for a bolt from heaven to 
crush him. 

' Now,' said her ladyship, and he found that the four 
walls enclosed them, ‘ what have I been domg 1 ' 

She did not bid him be seated Her brevity influenced 
him to speak to the pomt 

*You have dismissed Mr Laxley, my lady he is 
innocent,' 

^ How do you know that 1 ' 

* Because,' — a whirl of sensations beset the "wretohed 
youth, — ‘ because I am guilty.’ 

His words had run ahead of his wits , and m answer 
to Lady Jocelyn's smgular exclamation he could, but 
simply repeat them 

Her head drew back , her face was shghtly raised , 
she looked, as he had seen her sometimes look at the 
Countess, with a sort of speculative amazement. 

* And why do you come to tell me ? ' 



A mAN SACRmcE 447 

* For tlio reason that I cannot allow you to be unjust, 
madam/ 

* What on earth was your motive ^ ' 

Evan stood silent, flinching from her frank eyes. 

‘ Well, well, well ! ’ Her ladyship dropped mto a 
chair, and thumped her knees. 

There was lawyer’s blood in Lady Jocelyn’s veins 
vshe had the judicial mind. A confession was to her a 
confession. She tracked actions up to a motive , but 
one who came voluntarily to confess needed no sifting 
She had the habit of treatmg things spoken as facts 

‘ You absolutely wrote that letter to Mrs. Evremonde’s 
husband I * 

Evan bowed, to avoid hearmg his own lie, 

'You discovered his address and wrote to him, and 
imitated llr, Laxley’s handwriting, to effect the purpose 
you may have had ^ ’ 

Her creduhty did require his confirmation of it, and 
he repeated : ' It is my deed ’ 

' Hum t And you sent that premomtoiy shp of paper 
to her * ' 

' To Mrs. Evremonde * ’ 

' Somebody else was the author of that, perhaps ^ ’ 

' It is all on me.’ 

‘ In that case, Mr. Harrington, I can only say that 
it 'b quite nght you should qmt this house to-morrow 
morning.’ 

Her ladyship commenced rocking in her chair, and 
then added • ' May I ask, have you madness in your 
family ^ No ? Because when one can*t discern a motive, 
it ’s natural to asonbe certam acts to madness. Had 
Mrs. Evremonde offended you « or Ferdmand— but one 
only hears of such practices towards fortunate nvals, 
and now you have come to undo what you did t I must 
admit, that taking the monstrousness of the act and the 
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inoonsequenco of your proeccdjngt togclhrr, tlip ■nliote 
affair becomes, more incoinprelion'iiblc to mo limn it nitn 
before Would it bo unploa$.nnt to j ou to favour me 
■With explanations ? ' 

She saw the pain her qtiostion gave him, anti, parsing 
it, said . 

* Of course j'ou need not be told that Uo'^e niu^t Jicar of 
this « ' 

* Yes,^ said E\ an, * slic mu‘^t hoar it ’ 

‘ You know ^^hat that 's equivalent to ^ But, if you 
hko, I will not speak to her till j ou ha^ c left ns ’ 

* Instantly/ cned Evan. ‘ Xo^^ — to-iught * I uould 
not have her hvo a mmuto m a faKo estimate of mo ' 

Had Lady JoccIjti's intellect been as pcnel rating os it 
^^as masculmc, she would have taken him and tump'd htm 
inside out in a very short time , for one who would bear 
to see his love look coldly on him rather than endure a 
minute's false estimate of lus character, and who could 
yet stoop to concoct a vilo plot, must cither be mad or 
simulating the baseness foi some reason or other She 
perceived no motive for the latter, and she hold him to 
bo sound m the head, and what was spoken from the 
mouth she accepted Peihaps, also, *'ho saw in the cora- 
phcation thus offeicd an escape for Rose, and was the loss 
mchned to elucidate it herself, But if her intellect was 
baffled, her heart w^as unerring. A man proved guilty of 
TOtmg an anonymous letter would not have been allow cd 
to stand long in her room. She w ould have shown him 
to the door of the house speedily , and Evan was aware 
m his soul that he had not fallen matenally in her esteem 
He had puzzled and confused her, and partly because she 
had the feeling that this 3'oung man was entirely trust- 
■worthy, and because she never rched on her feelings, she 
let lus own ■words condemn him, and did not pcisonally 
discard him. In fact, she was a veritable philosopher. 
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She permitted her fellows to move the world on as they 
would, and had no other passions in the contemplation 
of the show than a cultured audience will usually exhibit. 

‘ Strange, — ^most strange f I thought I was getting 
old 1 ' she said, and eyed the culprit as judges generally 
are not wont to do. ‘ It will be a shock to Rose. I must 
tell j^ou that I can’t regret it, I would not have em- 
ployed force with her, but I should have given her as 
strong a taste of the world as it was in my power to give 
Girls get their reason £iom society. But, come I if you 
think you can make your case out better to her, you shall 
speak to her first yourself.’ 

' No, my lady,’ said Evan, softly. 

' You would rather not * ’ 

' I could not ’ 

’ But, I suppose, she ’ll want to speak to you when she 
knows it ' 

* I can take death from her hands, but I cannot slay 
myself ’ 

The language was natural to his condition, though the 
note was pitched high. Lady Jocelyn hummed till the 
sound of it was over, and an idea stnhng her, she said 

* Ah, by the way, have you any tremendous moral 
notions ^ ' 

‘ I don’t ^-.bink I have, madam.’ 

' People act on that mania sometimes, 1 believe. Do 
you it an outrage on decency for a wife to run away 
from a mad husband whom they won’t shut up, and take 
shelter with a fnend ^ Is that the cause ^ Mr. Porth is 
an old friend of mine I would trust my daughter with 
him in a desert, and stake my hand on his honour.' 

" Oh, Lady Jocelyn f ’ cried Evan. ‘ Would to God you 
might ever have said that of me ^ Madam, I love you. 
r shall never see you again. I shall never meet one 
to treat me so generously. I leave you, blackened m 
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chEraotcr — ^you cannot tlunlc of me ■without contempt T 
can ne'ver hope that this vnW change But, for your 
kindnesa let me thank you/ 

And as speech is poor where emotion is extreme — and 
he knew his own to be especially so — he took her hand 
with petitioning eyes, and dropping on one knee, reveren- 
tially kissed it 

Lady Jocelyn was human enough to like to be appieci- 
ated She was a veteran Pagan, and may have had the 
mstmot that a pecuhar virtue m this young one was the 
spring of his conduct She stood up and said ‘ Don't 
forget that you have a fnend here ' 

The poor youth had to turn his head from her, 

* You wish that I should tell Rose what you have told 
me at once, Mr Hainngton ^ ' 

* Yes, my lady , I beg that you will do so ’ 

‘WeU*' 

And the queer look Lady Jocelyn had been wearing 
dimpled mto absolute wonder, A stranger to Love's 
cunning, she marvelled why he should desire to witness 
the scorn Rose would feel for him 

‘ If she 's not asleep, then, she shall hear it now,' said 
her ladyship ‘ You imderstand that it ivill be mentioned 
to no other person ' 

* Except to Mr Laxley, madam, to whom I shall offer the 
satisfaction he may require. But I will undertake that ' 

‘ Just as you tlunk proper on that matter,' remarked 
her philosophical ladyship, who held that man was a 
fightmg animal, and must not have his nature repressed. 

She hglited him part of the way, and then turned off to 
Rose's chamber 

Would Rose believe it of him ® Love combated his dis- 
mal foreboding. Strangely, too, now that he had plunged 
into hiB pitch-bath, the gidt seemed to clmg to him, and 
instead of hopmg serenely, or fearing steadily, his spirit 
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fell in a kind of abject supplication to Rose, and blindly* 
tiusted that she would still lore even if she believed him 
base. In his weakness he fell so low as to pray that she 
might love that crawling reptile who could creep mto a 
house and shrink from no vileness to win her. 


CHAPTER XXXV 

EOSB WOUNDED 

The light of morning was yet cold along the passages of 
the house when Polly Wheedle, hurrying to her young 
mistress, met her loosely dressed and with a troubled face. 
' What ’s the matter, Polly ^ I was coming to you/ 

* 0, hEss Rose I and I was coming to you. Miss 
Bonner 's gone back to her convulsions agam. She 's had 
them all night. Her hair won't last till thirty, if she 
keeps on giving way to temper, as I tell her : and I Icnow 
that from a barber/ 

^ Tush, you stupid Polly • Does she want to see me ? ' 

‘ You needn't suspect that, Miss But you qmet her 
best, and I thought I 'd come to you But, gracious i ' 
Rose pushed past her without vouchsafing any answer 
to the look in her face, and turned ofi to Juliana's chamber, 
where she was neither welcomed nor repelled Juliana 
said she was perfectly well, and that Polly was foolishly 
officious • whereupon Rose ordered Polly out of the room, 
and said to Juliana, kmdly * ‘ You have not slept, dear, 
and I have not either. I am so unhappy ' 

Whether Rose intended by this oommumcation to make 
Juliana eagerly attentive, and to distract her from her 
own afiair, cannot be said, but somethmg of the effect 
was produced. 
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‘You caro for him, too/ cried Rose, inipctuously* 
* Toll mo, Juicy do you thmk him capable of any Iiilmo 
action ^ Do you thinlc ho uould do nhnt any gontlcmnn 
would bo ashamed to oun ? Tell mo/ 

Juliana looked at Rose mlcnlly, but did not reply. 

Rose jumped up from (ho bed * You lic*tila(c, Juley ? 
What ^ Gould you think so ’ ’ 

Young women after a common gnnio nio ftlnond, 
Juliana may have seen that Rose u as not steady on the 
plank she walked, and required support. 

‘ I don't knou ,* she said, turning her checlc to her 
pillow. 

‘ What an ansuer ! * Rose exclaimed * Have you no 
opmion ’ What did you say yesterday ? It 's qilont as 
the grave with mo but if you do care for lum, 3'ou must 
think one thmg or the other ' 

* I suppose not, then— no/ said Juliana. 

Repeating the languid ^^o^ds bitterly, Rose continued 
What IS it to love without having faith in him 3 ou love ^ 
You make my mmd easier * 

Juliana caught the imphcd taunt, and said, fretfully . 
'I'm ill You're so passionate You don't tell me 
what it is How can I answer you ^ ' 

‘ Never mind/ said Rose, moving to the door, wonder- 
ing why she had spoken at all but v hen Juliana sprang 
forward, and caught her by the dress to stop her, and u ith 
a most unwonted outburst of affection, begged of her to 
tell her all, the wound in Rose’s breast began to bleed, 
and she \\ as glad to speak 

‘Juley, do you— can you believe that he UToto 
that letter which poor Eerdinand was accused of 
wntmg 2 ' 

Juhona appeared to muse, and then responded * Why 
should he do such a thing ® ' 

' 0 my goodness, what a gul T Rose mteijeeted. 
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‘ Well, then, to please you. Rose, of course I thmlr he is 
too honourable ' 

You do think so, Juley ^ But if he himself confessed 
it — Tvhat then ? You would not beheve him, would 
you ? ' 

* Oh, then I can't say. Why should he condemn him 
self?' 

‘ But you would know — you would know that he was a 
man to suffer death rather than be guilty of the smallest 
baseness. His birth-— what is that I ' Rose filbped her 
fingers : ‘ But bis acts — what he is himself you would be 
sure of, would you not ^ Dear Juley > Oh, for heaven's 
sake, speak out plainly to me ' 

A wily look had crept over Juhana's features, 

' Certainly,' she said, in a tone that belied it, and draw- 
ing Rose to her bosom, the groan she heard there was 
passing sweet to her. 

‘ He has confessed it to Mama/ sobbed Rose. ‘ Why 
did he not come to me first ^ He has confessed it — the 
abommable thing has come out of his own mouth. He 
went to her last mght . ' 

Juhana patted her shoulders regularly as they heaved 
When wor^ were intelhgible between them, Juhana said . 

* At least, dear, you must admit that he has redeemed it.' 

‘ Redeemed it ? Could he do less * ’ Rose dried hei 
eyes vehemently, as if the tears shamed her, * A man 
who could have let another suffer for his cnme— *1 could 
never have lifted my head agam I think I would have 
out off this hand that plighted itself to him J As it is, 

I hardly dare look at myself. But you don’t think it, 
dear ^ You know it to be false ^ false ^ false * ' 

‘ Why should Mr. Harrington confess it * ' said Juhana 
‘ Oh, don't speak his name * ' cried Rose. 

Her cousm smiled, ‘ So many strange things happen,' 
she said, and sighed. 
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* Don't sigh I shall think you behove it ^ ' oned Rose 

An appearance of constrained repose was assumed 

Rose gWced up, studied for an instant, and breathlessly 
uttered * You do, you do helieve it, Juley ^ ’ 

For answer, Juliana hugged her with much warmth, 
and recommenced the pattmg. 

‘ I dare say it ’s a mistake/ she remarked * He may 
have been jealous of Ferdinand. You know I have not 
seen the letter. I have only heaid of it In love, the}^ 
say, you ought to excuse . And the want of religious 
education ' His sister , ' 

Rose mterrupted her with a sharp shudder !Might it 
not be possible that one who had the same blood as the 
Countess would stoop to a momentary vileness. 

How changed was Rose from the haughty damsel of 
yesterday ^ 

* Do you think my lover could tell a he ^ ‘ He — 
would not love me long if I did i ' 

These phrases arose and rang m Juliana^s ears while 
she pursued the task of comfortmg the broken spirit that 
now lay prone on the bed, and now impetuously paced 
the room Rose had come thinking the moment Juhana’s 
name was mentioned, that here was the one to fortify her 
faith in Evan one who, because she loved, could not 
doubt him She moaned in a terror of distrust, loathing 
her cousm not asking herself why she needed support. 
And mdeed she was too young for much clear self- 
questioning, and her blood was flowing too qmoMy for 
her brain to perceive more than one thing at a time. 

‘ Does your mother beheve it 1 ' said Juliana, evading 
a direct assault. 

' Mama ^ She never doubts what you speak,' answeied 
Rose, disconsolately, 

* She does ? ' 

*Yes/ 
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Whereat Jdiana looked most grave, and Rose felt that 
it was hard to breathe. 

She had giown very cold and calm, and Juliana had to 
be expansive unprovoked 

^ Beheve nothing, dear, till you hear it from his own 
bps. If he can look in your face and say that he did it 
. well, then 1 But of course he cannot. It must be 
some wonderful piece of generosity to his nval ' 

' So I thought, Juley ' so I thought," cried Rose, at the 
new hght, and Juhana smiled contemptuously, and the 
hght flickered and died, and all wa« darker than before m 
the bosom of Rose, She had home so much that this new 
drop was poison. 

‘ Of course it must be that, if it is anything/ Juliana 
pursued. *You were made to be happy, Rose. And 
consider, if it is true, people of very low birth, till they 
have hved long with other people, and if they have no 
rehgion, are so very likely to do things. You do not 
judge them as you do real gentleinen, and one must not 
be too harsb — ^I only wish to prepare you for the worst/ 

A dim form of that very idea had passed through Rose, 
giving her small comfort. 

* Let him tell you with his own lips that what he has 
told your mother is true, and then, and not till then, 
beheve him," Juhana concluded, and they kissed kmdly, 
and separated. Bose had suddenly lost her firm step, 
but no sooner was Juliana alone than she left the bed, and 
addressed her visage to the glass uuth brightening eyes, 
as one who saw the glimmer of young hope therem. 

' She love him * Not if he told me so ten thousand 
times would I believe it * and before he has said a sj^Uablo 
she doubts him. Asking me in that frantic way • as if I 
couldn’t see that she wanted me to help her to her faith 
in him, as she calls it Not name his name ? Sir. Har- 
rington 1 I may call him Evan : some day • ’ 
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Half-uttored, half-mused, llie unconsciotu. cTclnmatioiis 
issued fiom her, and for many n ucar\ dnj' since slic Jind 
dreamed of love, and studied that u hich i5 said lo attract 
the creature, she had not been so glouiiigly elnl-cd or 
looked BO much farther m the glass than its pnle reflection. 


CHAPTER XXXVI 

BErORE BREMCFAST 

Cou) through the night the darlc-fi ingcd htream had whis- 
pered undei Events e}cs, and the niglit brccro voiced 
* Fool, fool 1 ’ to him, not w ithout a distant echo in his 
heart By symbols and sensations ]io knew that Ro^^o 
ivas lost to him There w as no moon the watei t^eemed 
aimless, passing on carelcssl}^ to oblivion Now and then, 
the trees stirred and talked, or n noise was heard from the 
pastures He had slam the life that lived in them, and 
the great glory they were to bung forth, and the end to 
which all thmgs moved Had less than the loss of Ro<>e 
heon involved, the 3 ’'oung man might Iiavo found him- 
self lookmg out on a w oild beneath notice, and have been 
sigbmg for one more irorthy of his clouded excellence 
but the immense misery piesent to him iii the contem- 
plation of Rose’s sad restramed contempt, saved him 
from the silly elation which is iho last, and genoially 
successful, struggle of human natuie m those w^ho can so 
far master it to commit a sacrifice The loss of that bravo 
high young soul— Rose, who had lifted him out of the 
mire with her own white hands Rose, the image of all 
that he worshipped Rose, so closely wedded to him 
that to be out away fiom her was to fall like paUid clay 
from the soaring spint , surely he was stunned and sense- 
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less when he went to utter the words to her mother ^ 
Now that he was awake, and could feel his self-mflicted 
pain, he marvelled at his rashness and foohshness, as 
perhaps numerous mangled warriors have done for a time, 
when the battle-field was cool, and they were weak, and 
the uproar of their }arred nerves has beset them, lying 
uncherished 

By degrees he grew aware of a httle consolatoiy touch, 
like the pomt of a needle, m his consciousness. Laxley 
would certainly insult him I In that case he would not 
refuse to fight him The darkness broke and revealed this 
happy prospect, and Evan held to it an hour, and could 
hardly reject it when better thoughts conquered. For 
would it not be sweet to make the strength of his arm 
respected « He took a stick, and ran his eye musmgly 
along the length, trifling with it grimly. The great Mel 
had been his son’s instructor m the cluvalrous science of 
fence, and a matfre m Portugal had given him 

polish In MeFs tune duels with swords had been occa- 
sionally fought, and Evan looked on the sword as the 
weapon of combat. Face to face with his adversary 
what then were birth or position ^ Action action 1— 
he sighed for it, as I have done smee I came to know that 
his history must be morally developed. A glow of bitter 
pleasure exalted hitm when, after hot passages, and parrj’’- 
mgs and thrusts, he had disarmed Ferdmand Laxley, and 
bestowing on him his hfe, said * Accept this worthy gift 
of the son of a tailor > ’ and he wiped his sword, haply 
bound up his wnst, and stalked ofi the giound, the vmdi- 
oator of man’s natural dignity And then he turned 
upon himself with laughter, discovermg a most wholesome 
power, barely to be suspected in him yet , but of all the 
children of glittering Mel and his sohd mate, Evan ivas 
the best mixed compound of his parent 

He put the stick back in its comer and eyed his wrist, as 
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if he had really ]ust gone through the pretty scene ho had 
just laughed at It was nigh upon reaUty, for it sug- 
gested the employment of a handkerchief, and lie went to 
a place and drew forth one that had the stam of his blood 
on it, and the name of Rose at one end The beloved 
name was half-blotted by the dull-red mark, and at that 
sight a strange tenderness took hold of Evan. His 
passions became dead and of old date. This, then, would 
he his for ever I liOve, for whom earth had been too 
small, crept exultmgly mto a nut-shell. He clasped the 
treasure on his breast, and saw a life beyond his parting 
with her 

Strengthened thus, he wrote by the morning light to 
Laxley, The letter was bnef , and said simply that the act 
of which Lesley had been accused, Evan Harrington was 
responsible for The latter expressed regret that Laxley 
should have fallen under a false charge, and, at the same 
time, mdicated that if Laxley considered himself person- 
ally aggneved, the writer was at hia disposal 

A messenger had now to be found to convey it to the 
viUage-inn Footmen were stimng about the house, and 
one meetmg Evan dose by his door, observed with demuic 
grm, that he could not find the gentleman's nether- 
garments The gentleman, it appeared, was Mr John 
Raikes, who accordmg to report, had been furnished with 
a bed at the house, because of a discovery, made at a late 
penod over-mght, that farther the gentieman could not 
go Evan found him sleeping soun^y. How much the 
poor youth wanted a fnend * Fortune had given him 
instead a bom buffoon , and it is perhaps the greatest 
evil of a position like Evan's, that, with cultured feehngs, 
you are likely to meet with none to know you Society 
does not mix well in money-pecking spheres. Here, 
however, was John Baikes, and Evan had to make the 
best of him. 



BEFORE BREAKFAST 469 

* Eh ^ * yairned Jack, awakened ; ‘ I was dreaming 
I was Napoleon Bonaparte^s right-hand man ' 

* I want you to be mine for haJf-an-hour/ said Evan, 

Without replymg, the distinguished officer jumped out 

of bed at a bound, mounted a ohair, and peered on tip-toe 
over the top, from which, with a glance of self-congratula- 
tion, he pulled the missing piece of apparel, sighed de- 
jectedly as he descended, while he exclaimed : 

' Safe I but no distinction can compensate a man for 
this state of intolerable suspicion of eveiybody, I assure 
you, Harrington, I wouldn't be Napoleon himself — and 
I have always been his peculiar admirer — ^to live and be 
afraid of my valet • I beheve it will develop cancer 
sooner or later m me. I feel singular pains already. 
Last night, after crowning champagne with ale, which 
produced a sort of French Revolution m my interior— hy 
the way, that must have made me dream of Napoleon * — 
last night, with my lower members in revolt against my 
head, I had to sit and cogitate for hours on a hidmg- 
place for these — call them what you will. Depend upon 
it, Harrington, this world is no such funny affair as we 
fancy ’ 

‘Then it is true, that you could let a man play 
pranks on you,' said Evan. ‘ I took it for one of your 
jokes ' 

* Just as I can't believe that you 're a tailor,' returned 
Jack. ‘ It 's not a bit more extraordinary/ 

* But, Jack, if you cause yourself to be contemptible ' 

* Contemptible i ' oned Jack. ‘ This is not the tone I 
hke. Contemptible I why it 's my eccentricify among 
my equals. If I dread fhe profane vulgar, that only 
proves that I'm above them. Odi, etc. Besides, 
Achilles had his weak pomt, and egad, it was when he 
faced about * By Jingo ^ I wish I 'd had that idea 
yesterday, I should have behaved better/ 
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Evan could see that the oieature waa beginning to rely 
desperately on his humour. 

‘ Come/ he said, ^ be a man to-day. Throw off your 
motley. When I met you that night so oddly, you had 
been acting like a worthy fellow, trying to earn your 
bread in the best way you could 

‘ And precisely because I met you, of all men, I Ve been 
going round and round ever smce,’ said Jack ’ A cloivn 
or pantaloon would have given me balance. Say no more 
You couldn't help it We met because we were the two 
extremes ' 

Sighmg, * What a jolly old mn ! ' Raikes rolled him- 
self over m the sheets, and gave two or three snug jolts 
indicative of his determination to be comfortable while he 
could 

‘ Do you mtend to carry on this folly, Jack ^ ' 

Say, sacrifice,' was the answer ^ I feel it as much as 
you possibly could, IMr. Harnngton Hear the facts,' 
Jack turned round again. ' Why did I consent to this 
absurdity ? Because of my ambition That old fellow, 
whom I took to be a clerk of Messrs Gnst, said You 
want to out a figme in the world — ^you 're aimed now " 
A sort of Yoitunatus's joke It was his way of launch- 
mg me But did he thmk I mtended this for more than 
a bft « I bis puppet « He, sir, was my tool i Well, 
I came. All my efforts were strained to shorten the 
penod of penance I had the best linen, and put on 
captivating manners, I should undoubteiy have won 
some gni of station, and cast off my engagement like an 
old suit, but just mark f—now mark how Fortune tnoks 
us • After the pic-nic yesterday, the domestics of the 
house came to clear away, and lie band being there, I 
stopped them and bade them tune up, and at the same 
time seizing the maid Wheedle, away we flew, ^ We 
danced, we whirled, we twirled. Ale upon this * Sly 
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head was lost. Why don't it last for ever ^ ” says I 
“ I insh it did," says she. The naxveH enraptured me. 

Oooo I " I cried, hugging her, and then, you know, there 
was no course open to a man of honour but to offer 
marriage and make a lady of her I proposed * she 
accepted me, and here I am, eternally tied to this accurst 
insignia, if I'm to keep my promise ^ Isn't that a 
sacrifice, fnend H. ? There 's no course open to me 
The poor girl is madly in love. She called me a “ rattle " * 
As a gentleman, I cannot recede.' 

Evan got up and burst into damnable laughter at this 
burlesque of bimself Tellmg the fellow the service he 
required, and receiving a groaning assurance that the 
letter should, without loss of time, be dehvered in proper 
style, the egoist, as Jack heartily thought him, fell behind 
his knitted brows, and, after musmg abstractedly, went 
forth to hght upon his fate 

But a dread of meeting had seized both Rose and Evan 
She had exhausted her first smcenty of unbehef in her 
interview with Juliana and he had begun to consider 
what he could say to her. More than the three words 
‘ I did it,' would not be possible , and if she made him 
repeat them, facing her truthful eyes, would he be man 
enough to strike her bared heart twice 3 And, ah I the 
sullen brute he must seem, standing before her dumb, 
hearing her sigh, seeing her wretched effort not to show 
how unwillingly her kind spmt despised him. The 
reason for the act— she would ask for that ^ Rose would 
not be BO plulosophio as her mother. She would grasp 
at every chance to excuse the deed He cned out against 
his scheming sister in an agony, and while he did so, en- 
countered Miss Carrington and IMisa Bonner in deep 
converse Juliana pinched her arm, whereupon I^Iiss 
' Oarrmgton said * You look merry this morning, Mr. 
Hamngton ' for he was unawares smihng at the image 
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CHAPTER XXXVn 

the eetbeat from becklet 

Never would the Coimtess believe that brother of hersi 
idiot as by nature he might be, and heir to unnumbered 
epithets, would so far forget what she had done for lum, 
os to drag her through the mud for nothing . and so she 
told Carohne agam and agam, vehemently. 

It was about ten minutes before the time for desoend- 
mg to the breakfast-table She was dressed, and sat 
before the glass, smoothmg her hair, and applying the 
contents of a pot of cold cream to her forehead botween- 
whilea With perfect smcenty she repeated that she 
could not behave it. She had only trusted Evan once 
smce their visit to Beokley, and that this once he 
should, when treated as a man, turn traitor to their 
common interests, and prove himself an utter baby, 
was a piece of nonsense her great mtelhgence mdignontiy 
rejected 

‘Then, if true,* she answered Carolme’s assurances 
finally, * if true, he is not his father's son I * 

By which it may be seen that she had mdeed taken 
refuge in the Castle of Negation against the whole army 
of facts 

‘He is aotmg, Carry He is actmg the ideas of his 
ridiculous empty noddle > * 

‘No,* said Carolme, mournfully, 'he is not I have 
never known Evan to he * 

‘ Then you must forget the wluppmg he once had from 
his mother— little dolt > little selfish pig I He obtains 
his reputation entirely from his abommable selfishness, 
and then stands tall, and asks us to admire him. He 
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bursts with vanity. But if you lend your credence to it, 
Carry, how, m the name of goodness, are you to appear 
at the breakfast ? ’ 

* I was gomg to ask you whether you would come,’ said 
Caroline, coldly. 

* If I can get my hair to He flat by any means at all, of 
course I ' returned the Countess ^ This dreadful horrid 
country pomade * Why did we not bung a larger stock 
of the Andalugian Regenerator * Upon my honour, my 
dear, you use a most enormous quantity , I must really 
tell you that,' 

Conning here entered to say that Mr. Evan had given 
orders for the boxes to be packed and everything got 
leady to depart by half-past eleven o'clock, when the fly 
would call for them and convey them to Pallowfield in 
time to meet the coach for London. 

The Countess turned her head round to Carohne like an 
astonished automaton. 

‘ Given orders 1 ' she interjected 

' I have very httle to get ready,' remarked Caroline. 

' Be so good as to wait outside the door one instant,' said 
the Countess to Conning, with particular urbamty. 

Conning heard a great deal of vigorous whuspenng 
within, and when summoned to re-appear, a note was 
handed to her to convey to Mr Harrington immediately. 
He was on the lawn , read it, and wrote back three hasty 
Imes in pencil 

* Lomsa You have my commands to qmt this house, 
at the hour named, tbs day. You wiU go mth me E H ’ 

Conning was agam requested to wait outside the 
Countess’s door. She was the bearer of another note. 
Evan read it hkewise , tore it up, and said that there was 

no answer -r. i 

The Castle of Negation held out no longer. Kuthless 
battahons poured over the walls, blew up the Countess’s 
^ 2g 
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in ner mother’s eyes She glanced from Evan to hot. 
Lady Jocelyn^s month shut hard The girl's senses then 
perceived the something that was afloat at the table ^ 
she thought with a pang of horror , ‘ Has Juliana told ? ' 
Juhana Bnuled on hei , but the aspect of ]\Irs Shome, 
and of Miss Carrmgton, spoke for their knowledge of 
that which must henceforth be the perpetual reproof to 
her headstrong youth 

‘ At what hour do you leave us ^ ' said Lady Jocelyn 
to Evan 

' When I leave the table, my lady The fly will call 
for my sisters at half-past eleven/ 

' There is no necessity for you to start in advance ? ' 

* I am going over to see my mother ' 

Rose burned to speak to him now Oh • why had she 
delayed ! Why had she swerved from her good rule of 
open, instant explanations ^ But Evan's heart "was 
stem to his love Not only had she, hy not coming, 
shown her doubt of him, — she had betrayed him * 

Between the CJountess, Melville, Sir John, and the 
Duke, an animated dialogue was going on, over which 
Mias Current played like a lively ins They could not 
part with the Cotmtess Melville said he should be left 
stranded, and numerous pretty tbings were uttered by 
other gentlemen by the women not a word Glancmg 
from certain of them lingeringly to her admirers, the 
Countess smiled her thanks, and then Andrew, pressed 
to remam, said he was willing and happy, and so forth , 
and it seemed that her admirers had prevailed over her 
reluctance, for the Countess ended her httle protests 
with a vanquished how Then there was a gradual 
rising from table Evan pressed Lady Jocelyn's hand, 
and turmng from her bent his head to Sir Eranks, 
who, without offeiing an exchange of cordiahties, said, 
at arm’s length * Good-bye, sir.' Melville also gave 
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him that greeting stiffly, Harry was perceived to rush 
to the other end of the room, in quest of a fly apparently. 
Poor Caroline's heart ached for her brother, to see him 
standing there in the shadow of many faces But he was 
not left to stand alone. Andrew quitted the circle of 
Sir Jblm, Seymour Jocelyn, Jilr. George Uploft, and 
others, and linked his arm to Evan's, Rose had gone 
'While Evan looked for her despairingly to say his last 
V ord and hear her voice once more, Sir Pranks said to 
his nifo : 

‘ See that Rose keeps up-stairs/ 

* I want to speak to her,' was her ladyship's answer, 
and siiD moved to the door 

Evan made way for her, bowing, 

‘ You will bo ready at half-post eleven, Louisa/ he said, 
inth calm distinctness, and passed from that purgatoiy 

Now honest Andrew attributed the treatment Evan 
met with to the exposure of yesterday He was frantic 
with democratic disgust 

‘ Why the devil don't they serve me like that, eh ^ 
'Cause I got a few coppers > There, Van I I 'm a man 
of peace , but if you 'II call any man of 'em out I '11 
stand your second — 'pon my soul, I will. They must be 
cowards, so there isn't much to fear. Confound the 
fellows, I tell 'em every day I 'm the son of a cobbler, 
and egad, they ^ grow oiviller What do they mean* 
Are cobblers ranked over tailois ? ' 

‘ Perhaps that 's it,' said Evan. 

' Hang your gentlemen i ' Andrew cned 

*Let UB have breakfast first,' uttered a melancholy 
voice near them in the passage ^ 

‘ Jock 1 ' said Evan ' Where have you been 

* I didn't know the breakfast-room/ Jack returned, 

‘ and the fact is, my spirits are so down, I couldn’t 
muster up courage to ask one of the footmen. I deUvered 
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your letter. Nothing hostile took place. I bowed fiercely 
to let him Imow what he might expect. That generally 
stops it. You see, I talk piose I shall never talk 
anything else * ' 

Andrew recommenced his jests of yesterday with Jack 
The latter bore them patiently, as one who had endured 
worse 

* She has rejected me • * he whispered to Evan ‘ Tall; 
of the ingratitude of women T Ten mmutes ago I met 
her She perked her eyebrows at mo* — tned to run 
away “Miss Wheedle” I said “If you please, 
I ’d rather not,” says she To cut it short, the sacnficc 
I made to her was the cause. It ’s all over tho house 
She gave the most excniciatmg hmt Those low-born 
females are so hombly mdehcate. I stood confounded.^ 

Commending his new humour, Evan persuaded him to 
breakfast immediately, and hunger being one of Jack's 
sohtary moitements to a sensible course of conduct, the 
disconsolate gentleman followed its dictates ‘ Go with 
him, Andrew,' said Evan. *He is here as my friend, 
and may be made uncomfortable ’ 

‘ Yes, yes,— ha ! ha * I 'll follow the poor chap,* said 
Andrew ‘ But what is it all about ^ Louisa won't go, 
you know Has the ^1 given you up because she saw 
your mother, Van ^ I thought it was all nght. Why 
the deuce are you lunmng away ^ ' 

‘ Because I 've just seen that I ought never to have 
come, I suppose,' Evan replied, controlling the ivretohed 
heaving of his chest 

* But Louisa wonH go, Van * 

* Understand, my dear Andrew, that I know it to be 
quite imperative Be ready yourself with Caroline 
Louisa will then make her choice Pray help me in this. 
We must not stay a mmute more than is necessary m 
this house,* 
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' It 's nn nwful dufy/ breathed Andrew, after a pause. 
* I SCO notlung but liot water at home. Why— but it ^s 
no use asking questions. My love to your mother. I 
Ba 3 ", Van,— now isn’t Lady Jocelyn a trump ^ ’ 

‘ God bless her I ' said Evan. And the moisture in 
Andrew’s e3’’e3 affected his own. 

‘ She ’s the staunchest piece of woman-goods I ever 

I know a liundred cases of her 1 ’ 

‘ I Icnow one, and that ’a enough,’ said Evan, 

Not a sign of Rose I Can Love die without its dear 
farewell on which it feeds, away from the light, dymg 
by bits ^ In Evan's heart Love seemed to die, and all 
the pangs of a death were there as he trod along the 
gravel and stepped beneath the gates of Beckley Court. 

Meantime the gallant Countess was not m any way 
disposed to retreat on account of Evan’s defection. 
The behaviour toward him at the breakfast-table proved 
to her that he had absolutely committed his egregious 
folly, and as no General can have concert with a fool, 
she cut him off from her affections resolutely. Her 
manifest disdain at his last speech, said as much to 
everybody present. Besides, the lady was m her element 
here, and compulsion is required to make us relinquish 
our element Lady Jocelyn certainly had not expressly 
begged of her to remain * the Countess told Melville so, 
who said that if she required such an invitation she 
should have it, but that a guest to whom they were so 
much mdebted, was bound to spare them these formalities. 

* What am I to do ® ^ 

The Countess turned piteously to the diplomatist s wife. 
She answered, retiringly . ‘ Indeed I cannot say/ 

Upon this, the Countess accepted Melville’s arm, and 
had some thoughts of punishing the woman. 

They were seen parading the lawn, Mr. George Uplo 
chuoMed singularly. 
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‘Just tUo old stylo/ lie romarl^cd, but corrected tlio 
inadvorfconcG with a ‘hem! * coinniitling liimself nioic 
shamefully tho instant after ‘111 ungcr she has the 
old Dip doTO on Iub kneo bcfoio she cuts ^ 

* Rot can't bo taken/ obserred Sir Jolin Lonng. ‘ It 
retimres a spy/ 

Harry, houovoi, had heard the icmark, and because ho 
wished to speak to her, lot us hope, and reproach licr for 
ceitam things ulion she cboso to be di‘?cngngcd, he like- 
wiso saUied out, bomg forlorn os a j’outh whoso sweet 
vanity is much hmt. 

Tho Duke had paired off w'lth I^Irs Strike Tho lawTi 
was fair in sunlight wdioro they walked The nir was 
noh with harvest smells, and tho scent of autumnal 
roses Caroline was by nature luxuuous and soft Tho 
thouglit of that drilled figure to whicli slio was leluming 
m bondage, may have thrown into bright ichef the 
pohshed and gracious nobleman w ho w'alked by her side, 
shadowing forth the chances of a splendid freedom. 
Two lovely tears fell from her eyes. The Duke watched 
them quietly, 

‘ Do yon know, they make me jealous ^ ' he said 
Caroline answered him ^^th a faint smiJe 
* Reassure me, my dear lady , you arc not going with 
your brother this morning ^ ’ 

‘ Your Groce, I have no choice ! ' 

‘ May I speak to you as your w'’armest friend ® From 
what I hear, it appears to be nght that your brother 
should not stay To the best of my abihty I will provide 
for him but I smoerely desire to disconnect you from 
those who are unworthy of you. Have you not promised 
to trust in me * Pray, let me be your guide/ 

Caroline replied to the heart of his words • ‘ I dare not/ 
‘ What has changed you * * 

‘ I am not changed, but awakened/ said Caroline. 
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Tlie Duke paced on in silence. 

* Pardon mo if I comprchondnotliing of such a change/ 
lie resumed. * I asked you to sacrifice much ; all that 
I could give m return I ofiered. Is it the world you 
fear ? ' 

* Wlint is tho world to such as I am ^ ’ 

‘ Can you consider it a duty to dehver yourself bound 
to that man again ? ' 

‘Heaven pardon me, my lord, I think of that too 
little I" 

The Bulve's next question , ‘ Then what can it be ^ ' 
stood m his eyes. 

‘ Oh ! ’ Carohne's touch quivered on his arm, ‘ Do 
not suppose mo frivolous, ungrateful, or— or cowardly 
For myself you have offered more happiness than I could 
liave hoped for To be alhed to one so generous, I could 
bear anything. Yesterday you had my word : give it 
mo back to-day * * 

Very curiously the Duke gassed on her, for there was 
evidence of internal torture across her forehead. 

‘ I may at least beg to Imow the cause for this request ^ ' 

She quelled some throbbmg m her bosom. ‘ Yes/ 

He waited, and she said ‘ There is one — ^if I offended 
him, I could not hve. If now I followed my wishes, he 
would lose his faith in the last creature that loves him. 
He IS unhappy. I could bear what is called disgrace, 
my lord— I shudder to say it— I could sm against heaven ; 
but I dare not do what would make him despise me." 

She was trembling violently j yet the nobleman, m 
his surprise, could not forbear from asking who this 
person might be, whose influence on her nghteous actions 
was so strong 

* It is my brother, my lord/ she said. 

Still more astonished, ‘Your brother T the Duke 
exclaimed. ‘ My dearest lady, I would not wound you ; 
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but is not this a delusion ^ Wo arc so plarcd that ne 
must spoak plainty Your broUior I have reason to fro! 
sure 13 qmto uiiMOithy of you.* 

‘ Unworthy ? My brother Evan ^ Oh ! ho is noblo, — 
ho 18 the best of men I ' 

‘And how, between yesterday and to-day, has ho 
changed you ^ ’ 

‘ It IS that yesterday I did not Imou luni, and to-day 
Ido’ 

Her brother, a common tradesman, a innn guiltj of 
forgery and the utmost baseness— -nil but kiclccd out 
of the house ^ The Duke was too dolicato to press 
her furthei. J^foreovor, Caroline had emphasued tho 
‘yesterday’ and ‘to-day/ sho-fting that the interval 
nhich had daikcned Evan to cvcr3»body else, had 
illumined luni to her Ho employed Fomc courtly 
eloquence, better unrecorded , but if her firm icsolution 
perplexed him, it tluew a stiango halo lound the 3’outli 
from whom it sprang 

Iho hour was now eleven, and tho Countess thought it 
full time to retuo to her entrenchment in Airs Bonner’s 
chamber She had great tilings still to do vast designs 
were m her hand awaitmg the sanction of Providence. 
Aloa • that little idle promenade was soon to be repented. 
She had jomed her sister, thinlmig it safei to have her 
upstairs till they woie quit of Evan The Duke and 
the diplomatist loitering in the rear, these tu o fair women 
sailed across the lawn, oonsoious, doubtless, over all 
their sorrows and schemes, of the freight of beauty they 
earned 

What meant that gathering on the steps « It was 
fortuitous, like everything destined to confound us 
The*o stood Lady Jocelyn with Andrew, frettmg his 
pate Harry leant against a pillar, Miss Carrington, 
Mrs, Shorne, and Mrs. Melville, suppoitcd by George 
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Tploff, holtl \uilrhfull 3 ' liy Juliann, ^nth Master Alee 
nml MiVc Poiolhv, ^\Mo in llio backgiownd, 

hy did onr Genet al see liorsclf cut ofT from her 
Mrongholfh m hy a ho'itilo band ? She saw it by that 
jotnbre ligld itt dtitinun'a eyes, which had shown its 
omitmu^ gleam whenever disaatcis were on the point of 
unfolding* 

Ttirning lo Caroline, she said : * Is there a back way ^ ' 

Too late I Andicw called* 

* Como along, Louisa. Just time, and no more. 
C'lrry, are yon jinckcd ? ' 

Tin*? in reality w'ua the first note of the retreat from 
Beckley; and Iiaving blown it, tlie hideous little 
tiumjietor inirst into scarlet perspirations, mumbling to 
Lady Jocelyn . ‘ Now, my lady, mind you stand by me ’ 

Tlic Coimto'^s walked straight up to Inm. 

'Dear Andrew t tins sun is too powerful for you. I, 
beg you, withdraw into the shade of the house.' 

Slie w'ns about to help him wdth all her gentleness. 

'Yes, 3 "es. All right, Louisa/ rejomed Andrew 
' Como, go and pack. The fly '11 bo hero, you know — 
too late for the coach, if you don't mmd, my lass Am't 
you packed yet * ' 

The liorriblo fascination of vulganty impelled the 
wretched lady to answer : ' Are we herrmgs ^ ' And 
then she laughed, but without any accompaniment 

' I am now going to dear Mrs Bonner,' she said, with 
a tender glance at Lady Jocelyn 

' My mother is sleeping,' her ladyship remarked. 

‘ Come, Carry, my darling * ' cried Andrew 

Caroline looked at her sister. The Countess divmed 
Andrew's shameful trap. 

' I was under an engagement to go and canvass this 
afternoon,' she said. 

^ Why, my dear Louisa, we 've settled that m here 
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this morning/ said Andrew * Old Tom only stuok up n 
puppet to play with. Wo Vc knocked him over, and 
march in victorious — eh, m}" lady ? ' 

* Oh I ' exclaimed the CJountcss, ‘ if ^Ir Raikcs shall 
indeed have listened to my inducements ^ ' 

‘ Deuce a bit of indiiccments ! ' returned Andreu . 

* The fellow *s ashamed of himsolf — ha 1 ha I Now then, 
Louisa’ 

While they talked, Juliana had looked Dorothy and 
Alec, and these imps were seen rehearsing a rcmarkaiilo 
play, m which the damsel held forth a hand and the 
cavalier advanced and kissed it with a loud smack, being 
at the same time reproached for his lack of grace 

* You are so English ! ' cued Dorothy, with perfect 
languor, and a malicious twitter passed betucen tivo or 
three Mr George spluttered indiscreotlj’ 

The Countess observed the performance* Not to 
convert the retreat into a total rout, she, with that dark 
flush which was her manner of blushmg, took formal leave 
of Lady Jocelyn, vho, in return, simply said • * Good-bye, 
Countess ' Mrs. Strike’s band she kindly shook. 

The few digs and daps and thrusts at gloomy Han^^ 
and prim Miss Carnngton and boorish Mr George, where- 
with the Countess, tom with wrath, thought it necessary 
to cover her retreat, need not be told She struck the 
w^eok alone • Juhana she respected Masteily tactics, 
for they showed her power, gratifled her vengeance, and 
left her unassailed. On the road she had Andrew to 
tear to pieces 0 delicious operation * And 0 shameful 
brother to reduce her to such joys I And, 0 Providence I 
may a poor desperate soul, betrayed through her devotion, 
unremnnerated for her humihation and absolute hard 
work, accuse thee * The Countess would have liked to 
She felt it to be the instigation of the devil, and decided 
to remam on the safe side stiUt 
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Happily for Evan, she was not ready with her packing 
by hal£-past“eleven. It was neax twelve when he, pacing 
in front of the inn, observed Polly Wheedle, followed 
some yards m the rear by John Raikes, advancing 
toward him. Now Polly had been somewhat delayed 
by Jack's perseontions, and Evan deolmnig to attend to 
the masked speech of her mission, which directed him to 
go at once down a certain lane m the neighbourhood of 
the park, some minutes were lost. 

* Why, Mr. Hamngton,' said Polly, ' it 's Miss Bose : 
she 's had leave from her Ma. Can you stop away, when 
it 's qmte proper ^ ’ 

Evan hesitated, Before he could conquer the dark 
spirit, lo, Bose appeared, walking up the village street. 
Polly and her adorer fell back, 

Timidly, unlike herself, Bose neared him 
‘ I have offended you, Evan. You would not come 
to me : I have come to you,' 

' I am glad to be able to say good-bye to you, Bose,' 
was his pretty response. 

Could she have touched his hand then, the blood of 
these lovers rushing to one channel must have made all 
clear. At least he could hardly have struck her true 
heart with his miserable he. But that chance was lost . 
they were in the street, where passions have no play. 

‘ Tell me, Evan,— it is not true.' 

He, refinmg on his misery, thought, She would not ask 
it if she trusted me and answered her . ^ You have 
heard it from your mother, Bose ' 

‘ But I will not beheve it from any bps but yours, 

Evan. Oh, speak, speak * ' , , -i 

It pleased him to think How could one who loved 

me beheve it even then ^ 

He said . * It can scarcely do good to make me repeat 
it, Rose.' 
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And then, Boeing her dear bowiii heave riuickl}', ho 
was tempted to fall on his knees (o her nith a nilcl 
outcry of love The elinnoo nas lost. The ino\orablo 
street forbade it 

There they stood in silence, gasping at tlie barrier that 
divided them. 

Suddenly a noise was hoard. ‘ Stop I stop ! * enrd 
the voice of John Raikcs ‘ When a Indy and gentleman 
are talking together, sir, do you lean your long ears over 
them—ha ^ * 

Looking round, Evan beheld Laxicy a step behind, 
and Jack rushing up to him, seizing his collar, and 
instantly undci going ignommious pi osl ration for his 
heroic defence of the puvacy of lovers 

' Stand aside * , said Laxlcy, iraponoiisl 3 \ ‘ Rosoy I 
so you Vo oomo for me. Take my arm You aic under 
my protection * 

Another forlorn ‘ Is it tnio ^ * Rose east toward Evan 
with her eyes Ho w avoied under them 

‘ Bid you receive my letter ^ * ho demanded of Laxle 3 % 

*I decline to hold converse with said Laxlcy, 
d^a^vmg Rose's hand on lus ann 

‘ You 'Will meet me to-day oi to-morrow’ ^ ' 

‘ I am in the habit of seleoirng my own company.' 

Rose disengaged her hand Evan grasped it No 
word of farowdl w^as uttered, Her mouth moved, but 
her eyes were haid shut, and nothing save her hand’s 
strenuous pressure, equalhng his own, told that their 
partmg had been spoken, the link violently snapped 

Ml. John Bailees had been picked up and pulled away 
by Polly, She now rushed to Evnn * ‘ Good-bye, and 
God bless you, dear Mr Harrington I '11 find means of 
lettmg you know bow she is. And he shan’t have her, 
mmdl ’ 

Rose was walkmg by Laxley’s side, but not leaning on 
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Ms ann Evan blessed her for this. Ere she was out 
of sight the fly rolled down the street She did not heed 
it, did not once turn her head Ah, bitter unkmdness • 

When Love is hurt, it is self-love that requires the 
opiate. Conning gave at him in the form of a note in a 
hand\Yntmg not known to ham. It said — 

‘ I do not believe it, and nothmg will ever make me. 

' JuiOAiirA.' 

Evan could not forget these words. They coloured his 
farewell to Beoldey : the dear old downs, the hop- 
gardens, the long grey farms walled with chpped yew, 
the home of his lost love ^ He thought of them through 
weary nights when the ghostly image with the hard shut 
eyelids and the qmvermg hps would nse and sway 
irresolutely in air till a shape out of the darkness extin- 
guished it. Pnde is the God of Pagans. Juliana had 
honoured his God The spmt of Juhana seemed to pass 
into the body of Rose, and suffer for him as that ghostly 
image visibly suffered. 


CHAPTER XXXVm 

IN WHICH WB HAVE TO SEE IN THE DABK 

So ends the fourth act of our comedy. 

Aiter all her heroism and extraordmary efforts, after, 
as she feared, offending Providence— after facing Tailor- 
(jom—the Countess was rolled away in a dingy fly 
unrewarded even hy a penny, for what she had gone 
through For she possessed eminently the practical 
nature of her sex , and though she would have scorned, 
and would have deohned to handle coin so base, its 
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absence was tipbraidingly mentioned in her ppinfcual 
outones. Not a penny I 

Nor was there, as in the miseries of retreat slic nfTccted 
indifferently to imagine, a Dnko fished out of the mins 
of her enterprise, to wash the mud off her garments and 
edge them ^vlth radiance Cnrohno, it became clear to 
her, had been infected by Evan's folly. Caroline, sho 
subsequently learnt, had likewise been a fool Instead 
of marvelling at the gomus that had done so much in 
spite of the pair of fools that Mere the nght and left mng 
of her battle array, the simple-minded lady wept She 
wanted success, not genius* Admiration she was ever 
ready to forfeit for success 

Nor did she say to the tailors of earth . * Weep, for I 
sought to emancipate you from opprobrium by making 
one of you a gentleman ; I fought foi a groat principle 
and have failed ' Heroic to tlie end, she herself *'hcd all 
the tears , took all the sorrow 1 

Where was consolation ^ Would any Protestant 
clergyman admimstor comfort to lici ^ Could he ? — 
might he do so * Ho might hsten, and quote texts , 
hut he would demand the harsh rude Enghsh for overy- 
thmg , and the Countess's confessional tlioughts wore all 
innuendoish, aenal , too delicate to live in our shameless 
tongue Confession by implication, and absolution , 
she could know this to be what she Avished for, and 3’et 
not thmk it She could see a haven of peace in that 
picture of the htUe brown box with the sleoMy reverend 
figure bending his ear to the kneelmg Beauty outside, 
thnee ravifi hmg as she half-hfts tlie veil of her sms and 
her visage yet she started alarmed to heai it whispered 
that the fair pemtent was the Countess de Saldar, 
urgently she prayed that no disgraceful biother might 
ever drive her to that • 

Never let it be a Cathohe pnest she almost fashioned 
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her petition into words. Who was to save her ? Alas I 
alas ! in her dire distress— m her sense of miserable 
pennilessness, she clung to Mr. John Eaikes, of the 
curnolo, the mysteriously rich young gentleman; and 
on that picture, with Andrew roguishly contemplating 
it, and Evan, with feelings regarding Ms sister that he 
’ liked not to own, the curtain commiseratingly drops. 

As in the course of a stream you come upon certaan 
dips, where, but here and there, a sparkle or a gloom of 
the full flowing water is caught through deepenmg 
foliage, so the history that concerns us wanders out of 
day for a time, and we must violate the post and open 
written leaves to mark the turn it takes. 

Eirst we have a letter from Mr. Goren to Mrs. Mel, to 
inform her that her son has arrived and paid his respects 
to his future instructor m the branch of science practised 
by Mr. Goren. 

* He has arrived at last/ says the worthy tradesman. 

* TTir appearance in the shop will be highly gentlemanly, 
and when he looks a httle more pleasing, and grows fond 
of it, nothing will be left to be desired. The ladies, his 
sisters, have not thought proper to call, I had hopes of 
the custom of Mr. Andrew Gogglesby. ^ Of course you 
wish him to leam tailoring thoroughly ^ ' 

Mrs Mel wntes back, thankmg Mir. Goren, and saying 
that she had shown the letter to inquiring creditors, and 
that she does wish her son to leam his busmess from the 
root. This produces a second letter from Mr. Goren, 
which imparts to her that at the root of the tree of 
tailormg the novitiate must sit no less than six hoM a 
day with his legs crossed and doubled under him, 
cheerfully plying needle and thread, and that, with- 
out this probation, to undergo wMeh the son resolutely 
objects, aU hope of his climbing to the top of the lofty 
2ii 



482 BViVN HARRINGTOjST 

tree, and viewing mankind from an cmmonco, mn«5i 
be surrendered 

* If you do not iny dear Mn,. Harrington, 1 tell 
you candidly, j^our son may have a shoj), but be ^vill be 
710 tailor* 

Mrs Mel understands her son and his stato of mind 
well enough not to insist, and is icsigncd to tlic meinnclioly 
consequence 

Then Mr Goren discovers an extraordinary rc'^cmblanco 
between Evan and his father . remarking merely that 
the youth is not the gentleman his father ^\as m a 
shop, while he admits, that had it been conjoined to 
husmess habits, he should have envied lus departed 
friend 

He has soon somethmg fresh to tell , and it is that 
young Mr, Hamngton is treatmg him cavahcrly, Tliat 
he should penetrate the idea or appreciate the merits of 
Mr. Goren's Balance n as hardly to bo expected at present 
the world did not, and Mr. Goren blamed no young man 
for his ignorance Still n proper attcndiinco n as requisite 
Mr Goren thought it very smgular that young Mr Har- 
rington should demand all the hours of the day for lus 
own purposes, — up to half-past four Ho found it 
difficult to speak to him as a master, and begged that 
Mrs Hamngton would, as a mother 

The reply of Mrs Mel is dashed \nth a tnflo of cajolex}’. 
She has heard from her son, and seomg that her son 
takes aU that time from his right studies, to earn money 
wherewith to pay debts of which Mi Goren is cognizant, 
she kusts that their oldest fnend will overlook it. 

Mr. Goren rejoins that he considers that he need not 
have been excluded from young Mr. Harrmgton's con- 
fidence Moreover, it is a grief to him that the young 
gentleman should refram from accepting any of his 
suggestions as to the propriety of requestmg some, at 
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least, of his rich and titled aequaintanoe to confer on hnn 
the favour of their patronage. 

' Which they would not repent/ adds Sir. Goren, ' and 
might learn to be very much obhged to him for, m return 
for kindnesses extended to him.' 

Notwithstanding all my efforts, you see, the poor boy 
IS thrust into the shop. There he is, without a doubt. 
He sleeps under Mr Goren's roof he (since one cannot 
be too positive m oitmg the punishment of such a Pagan) 
stands behind a counter he (and, oh * choke, young 
loves, that have hovered around him ^ shrink from him 
in natural horror, gentle ladies *) handles the shears. 
It is not my fault. He would be a Pagan, 

If you can think him human enough stiU to care to 
know how he feels it, I must teK you that he feels it 
hardly at all. After a big blow, a very httle one scarcely 
counts. What are outward forms and social ignommies 
to him whose heart has been struck to the dust 2 His 
Gods have fought for him, and there he is ! Ho deserves 
no pity. 

But he does not ask it of you, the caUoiis Pagan! 
Despise him, if you please, and rank with the Countess, 
who despises him most heartily. 

Dippmg further mto the secrets of the post, we discover 
a brisk correspondence between Juhana Bonner and 
Mrs. Strike. 

‘ A thousand thanks to you, my dear j\Iiss Bonner,' 
imtes the latter lady. ‘The unafTected mtercst you 
take m my brother touches me deeply. I Lnow hnu to 
be worthy of your good opiimn. Yes, I \rili open my 
heart to you, dearest Juhana ; and it shall, as 3 ou uisii, 
be quite eecrd between us Not to a soul ^ 

* He is qmte alone, sisters Ilarrict tand Louisa u ill 
not see him, and I can only do so by stealth. His odd 
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littlo fnend somofcimes drives me out on Simdn 3 s, to a 
place where I meet him , and the Duke of Bclllcid kindly 
lends me his carnage. Oh, that might nc^cr parti 
I am only happy vilh him ! 

' Ah, do not doubt him, Juliana, for anything ho does 1 
You say, that now the Duke has obtained for him tlio 
Secretaryship to my husband's Company, he should not 
stoop to that other thing, and you do not understand 
why, I will tell yo\\» Our poor father died iu debt, and 
Evan receives money which enables him by degrees to 
hquidate these debts, on condition that ho consents to 
bo what I dislike as much as 3 *ou can Ho bears it ; 
you can have no idea of lua pndo ! Ho is too proud to 
o'wn to himself that it debases him — too proud to com- 
plam. It 18 a tangle — a not that drags hun doum to it ; 
but whatever he is outwardly, ho is the noblest human 
bemg m the world to me, and hit for 7/m, o7/, ichai should 
I &e ^ Let me beg you to forgive it, if 3’ou can bly 
darling has no friends Is his temper as sweet as ever t 
I can answer that Yes, onlj^ he is silent, and looks — 
wdien you look into his eyes — colder, os men look wlien 
they ^viU not bear muoh from other men 

* He has not mentioned her name 1 am sure she has 
not written 

‘ Pity him, and pray for him.' 

Jubana then mokes a communication, which draws 
forth the following — 

* Mistress of all the Beokley property — dearest, dearest 
Juhona 1 Oh I how smcerely I congratulate you ! The 
black on the letter alarmed me so, I could liardly open 
it, my fingers trembled so , for I esteem you all at 
Beckley , but when I had opened and read it, I w^as 
recompensed You say you are sorry for Rose, But 
surely what your Grandmama has done is qwte right 
It IS ^ust, m every sense. But why am I not to tell 
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Evan ’ I nwi certain it* \;oulcl make him very happy, 
and Imppinc*!*; of an}’ kind ho needs so much 1 I will 
oi)ey yon, of course, but I cannot sco why. Do you 
know, niy dear child, you arc extremely mysterious, 
and i>\m\c me. Evan takes a pleasure in speaking of 
}Oiu Yon and I.»ady Jocelyn arc his great themes. 
Why is ho to be kept ignorant of your good fortune ? 
TIic *;pii(ing of blood is bad. You mmt wmter in a 
unrm climate. I do iliinlr that London is far better for 
you in the late Autumn than Hampshire. May I ask 
my sister Harriet to invito you to reside with her for 
some weeks ? Notliing, I know, would give her greater 
pleasure ' 

Juliana ansuers this — 

‘ If you love me — I sometimes hope that you do — but 
the feeling of being loved is so strange to me that I can 
only believe it at times—but, Carohne—there, I have 
mustered up courage to call you by your Christian name 
at last — Oh, dear Carobno ^ if you do love me, do not tell 
Mr. Harrington. I go on my knees to you to beg you 
not to tell him a word. I have no reasons indeed — ^not 
any ; but I implore you again never even to hint that I 
am anything but the pereon he knew at BeoMey. 

‘ Rose has gone to Elbume House, where Ferdinand, 
her jTtetidi is to meet her. She rides and sm^ the same, 
and leeps all her colour. 

* She may not, os you imagine, have much eensibihiy. 
Perhaps not enough. I am afraid that Rose is turning 

into a very worldly woman ^ 

‘ As to what you kindly say about mviting me to 
London, I should like it, and I am my own mistress 
Do you know, I think I am oUer than your brother I 
I am twenty-te. Pray, when you wnte, tell me^ 
he is older than that. But should I not be a dreadful 
burden to you « Sometimes I have to keep to my 
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chamber ^vholc days and days When that happens 
now, I think of you entirely. See lion I open my heart 
to you You say tlmt you do to me, I nish I could 

really tlimk it/ , 

A postBcnpt begs Caroline ' not to forget about ihe ages. 

In this fashion the two ladies open tlicir hearts, and 
contrive to read one another perfectly in their mutual 
hypocrisies. 

Some letters bearing the pignaturcs of Mr Jolin Raikes, 
and iliss Polly Wheedle, hkownse pass Polly inquires 
for detailed accounts of the health and doings of Mr, 
Harrington Jock replies with full particulars of her 
own proceedmgs, and mild corrections of her grammar. 
It IB to be noted that Polly grows much humbler to him 
on paper, which bemg instantly perceived by the mer- 
curial one, hiB caressmg condescension to her is vety' 
beautiful Sho is taunted with Sir Nicholas Frim, and 
answers, after the lapse of a week, tlmt the aforc‘iaid 
can be nothing to her, as ho * w ent in a passion to church 
last Sunday and got marned/ It appears that they had 
quarrelled, ‘ because I danced with you that night ' To 
this ]\Ir Eaikes rejoms m a stj’le that w ould bo signified 
by ^ ahem I * m language, and an arrangement of the 
shirt collar before the looking-glass, in action 


CHAPTER XXXIX 

THS DOMAIN OP TAILORDOJI 

Thebe was peace m Mi Goren's shop. Badgered 
Ministers, bankrupt merchants, diplomatists with a head- 
ache — any of our modem grandees under difficulties, 
might have envied that peace over which Mr. Goren 
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presided and he was an enviable man. He loved his 
craft, he beheved that he had not succeeded the millions 
of antecedent tailors m vam ; and, excepting that triflmg 
coquetry with shirt-fronts, viz , the red crosses, which a 
shrewd rival had veiy soon eclipsed by representing 
nymphs triangularly posed, he devoted himsdf to his 
business from morning to night , as rigid in demanding 
respect from those beneath him, as he was profuse m 
lavishing it on his patrons. His public boast was, that 
he owed no man a farthing ; his secret comfort, that he 
possessed two thousand pounds m the Funds But Mr. 
Gkiren did not stop here. Behind these external char- 
acteristics he nursed a passion. Evan was astonished and 
pleased to find m him an enthusiastio fem-colleotor. Not 
that Mr. Harrington shared the passion, but the sight of 
these brown roots spread out, ticketed, on the stained 
paper, after supper, when the shutters were up and the 
house defended from the hostile outer world , the old man 
pormg over them, and naming this and that spot where, 
durmg his solitaiy Saturday afternoon and Sunday 
excursions, he had lighted on the rare samples exhibited • 
this contrast of the quiet evening with the sordid dy 
humanized Mr Gorentohim. He began to see a spirit in 
the rigid tradesman not so utterly dissimilar to his own, 

and he fancied that he, too, had a taste for ferns. Bound 

Beckley how they abounded I 
He told 'Mi Goren so, and lilr. Goren said 
^ Some day we TL jog down there together, as the saymg 


Mr. Goren spoke of it as an ordmary event, likely to 
happen m the days to come . not as an mcident the mere 
mention of which, as being probable, stopped the breath 

and made the pulses leap . i. i 

For now Evan's education taught lum to feel that iic 
was at his lowest degree. Never now could Rose stoop to 
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him Ho earned the shop on hi‘^ back She ibc 
brand of it on Ins forehead. AVcll ! and uhat n as Hose to 
him, beyond a bhssful memory, a sfar that he Imd once 
touched « Self-love kept him strong by day, but in the 
darkness of night came hia misciy ; v akemng from tender 
dreams, ho i^ould find his heart sinking under n liomble 
pressure, and then the fair fresh face of Ro'^o o^cr 
him , the hours of Beckley 'acre revived ; vnth intoler- 
able anguish he saw that she u as blameless — that he alone 
'«'as to blame Yet ^ro^8o ^as it ^vhon Ins closed c} olids 
refused to conjure up the sorrowful lovely nightmare, and 
he lay like one m a trance, entombed — ^wretched Pagan ! 
feebng all that had been blmdly, ^^hcn the Past lay 
beside him like a corpse that he had slam 
These nightly torments helped him to Inavc ivhat the 
morning brought Insensibly also, as Time hardened 
Ins sufferings, Evan asked himself uhat the shame of his 
position consisted in. He grew stiff-necked. His Pagon 
virtues stood up one by one to support him Andrew, 
courageously evadmg the mtcrdict that forbade him to 
visit Evan, would meet him by appomtment at City 
taverns, and flatly offered him a place in the Bren cry, 
Evan deoimed it, on the preteirfi that, having received Old 
Tom’s money for the year, he must at least ‘nork out that 
term according to the conditions. Andrew fumed and 
sneered at Tailbrdom. Evan said that there 'n as peace in 
^Ir Goren’s shop His sharp senses discerned in Andrew’s 
sneer a certam sincerity, and he revolted against it IMi. 
John Raikes, too, burlesqued Society so well, that he bad 
the satisfaction of laughing at Ins enemy occasionally. 
The latter gentleman was still a pensioner, flying about 
town with the Gonntess de Saldar, in deadly feat lest that 
fasematmg lady should discover the seat of his fortune , 
happy, notwithstanding In the mirror of Evan’s httle 
world, he beheld the great one from winch he was banished. 
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Nov\ the dusk of a wnUr's afternoon was closing over 
London, when a caniago drew up in front of Mr. Goren’s 
shop, out of wliioh, to Mr, Goren^s chagrin, a lady stepped, 
w ith her veil dora. The lady entered, and said that she 
^^^shcd to speak to Mr, Harrington, Mr, Goren mode way 
for her to his pupil ; and was amazed to see her fall into 
Ins arms, and hardly gratified to hear her say : ‘Pardon 
me, darling, for coming to you in this place/ 

Evan asked permission to occupy the parlour, 

‘ My place/ said Mr, Goren, with humble severity, over 
his spectacles, ' is very poor. Such as it is, it is at the 
lady’s service,' 

Alone with her, Evan was about to ease his own feel- 
ings by remarking to the effect that Mr, Goren was human 
like the rest of us, but Carohne oned, with unwonted 
vivacity , — 

‘ Yes, yes, I know ; but I thought only of you. I have 
such news for you ( You will and must pardon my coming 
— that 's my first thought, sensitive darling that you are I ' 
She kissed him fondly. ‘ Juhana Bonner is in town, 
staying with us I ' 

* Is that your news ? ' asked Evan, pressing her against 
his breast 

* No, dear love — ^but stall ! You have no idea what her 
fortune — Mrs. Bonner has died and left her — but I mustn't 
tell you, Ob, my darling I how she admires you ! She— 
she could recompense you ; if you would I We will put 
that by, for the present Dear I the Duke has begged 
you, through me, to accept— I think it 's to be a sort of 
bailiff to his estates— I don't know rightly. It 's a very 
honourable post, that gentlemen take : and the income 
you are to have, Evan, will be near a thousand a year. 

Now, what do I deserve for my news « ' 

She put up her mouth for another kiss, out of breath. 

* True « ' looked Evan's eyes, 
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' True ^ * she said, smiling, and feasting on his bewilder- 
ment 

After the bubbling m his biam had a Uttle subsided, 
Evan breathed as a man on whom fresh air is blown 
Were not these tidmgs of release * His ridiculous pride 
must nevertheless uKiuire whether Caroline had been 
begging this for him. 

* No, dear— mdeed 1 * Carolme asserted with moie than 
natural vehemence ‘ It 's something that you yourself 
have done that has pleased him I don't know what 
Only he says, he beheves yon are a man to be trusted with 
the keys of anything — and so you are. You are to call on 
him to-morrow. Will you * ' 

While Evan was replymg, her face became white. She 
had heard the IMajor's voice in the shop TTir mihtary 
step advanced, and Carolme, exclaiimng, ‘ Don't let me 
see him i ' bustled to a door Evan nodded, and she 
slipped through The next moment he was facmg the 
stiS marme 

* Well, young man,’ the Major commenced, and, seating 
himself, added, ’ be seated I want to talk to you seri- 
ously, sir You didn’t think fit to wait till I had done 
with the Directors to-day. You ’re devilishly out in your 
discipline, whatever you are at two and two I suppose 
there ’s no fear of bemg mtruded on here 2 None of 5 ^our 
acquaintances likely to be introducing themselves to me 2 ’ 

There is not one that I would introduce to you,’ said 
Evan. 

The Major nodded a bnef recogmtion of the comph- 
ment, and then, throwing his back agamst the chair, fired 
out . ' Come, sir, is this your domg 2 ' 

In mihtary phrase, Evan now changed front His first 
thought had been that the Major had come for his wife. 
He perceived that he himself was the special object of his 
visitation. 
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* I mil'll yo« Mha6 you allude to/ he answered 

* You arc not at your office, but you ■will speak to me as 
if there ns some distinction between us/ said the Major* 
' Jly imving married j’our sister does not reduce me to the 
ranks, I hope/ 

Tlic Major drummed liis knuckles on the table, after this 
impres'jive delivciy. 

* Hem I * he resumed. * Now, sir, understand, before 
3’ou speak a word, that I can see through any number of 
infernal lies. I see that you 're prepared for prevarica- 
tion. By George 1 it shall come out of you, if I get it by 
main force. The Duke compelled me to give you that 
appointment in my Company. Now, sir, did you, or did 
3 ’ou not, go to him and deliberately state to him that you 
believed the affairs of the Company to be m a bad condition 
—infamously handled, liltely to involve his honour as a 
gentleman ? I ask you, sir, did you do this, or did you not 
do it t ^ 

Evan waited till the sharp rattle of the Major’s close had 
quieted. 

' If I am to answer the wording of your statement, I 
may say that I did not ’ 

^ Very good j very good , that will do. Are you aware 
that the Duke has sent in his resignation as a Director of 
our Company * ' 

" I hear of it first from you.* 

‘ Confound your famihaniy \ " cried the irritable officer, 
rising. ' Am I always to he told that I married your 
Bister ? Address me, sir, as becomes your du^.* 

Evan heard the words * beggarly tailor ’ mumbled : 
‘out of the gutters,* and 'cursed connection* He 
stood in the attitude of attention, while the Major 

continued — x 

' Now, young man, listen to these f&ots Yon came to 
me this day last week, and complained that you did not 
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comprehend some of our Irnn^aclion*? nnd nUAim, I ex- 
plained them to your damned hi upidit j . Y ou u on t a\i t\y . 
Three days after that, you lind nn interview the 
Duke Stop, BIT I Wlmt the devil do you moan by daring 
to speak T^dulo I am speaking ^ You saw the Duke, I wij . 
Now, 11 hat took place at that intervioiv ? * 

The Major tned to toner over Evan ponorftilly, ns ho 
put this query. They n oro of a common height, and to do 
so, he had to nso on his toes, so that the effect nns but 
momentary. 

* I think I am not bound to rcpl} said Evan. 

‘Very veil, sir, that will do* The Major’s fingers 
wore evidently itching for an absent rattan. ‘ Confe'^s it 
or not, you are dismissed from your post Do you hear ? 
You are kicked m the street. A beggarly tailor you m cro 
bom, and a beggarly tailor you lull die/ 

' I must beg you to stop, nou ,* said Evan. * I told you 
that I was not hound to reply , but I v ill. If 5 ou u ill sit 
donm, Major Strike, j^ou shall hear uhat 5011 wish to 
know/ 

This being presently comphed with, though not before a 
glare of the Major’s eyes had shown his doubt whether it 
might not be construed into insolence, Evan pursued , 

' I came to you and informed you that I could not 
reconcile the cash-accounts of the Compan3^ and that 
certain of the later proceedings appeared to mo to jeopar- 
dize its prospenty. Your explanations did not satisfy mo 
I admit that you enj obed me to bo silent. But tho Duko, 
as a Director, had as strong a right to claim mo as his 
servant, and when he questioned mo as to the position of 
the Company, I told him what I thought, just as I had 
told you,* 

* You told him we were jobbers and swindlers, sir I ’ 

‘ The Duke mquired of me whether I would, under the 
circumstances, while prooeedmgs were going on which I 
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did not approve of, take the responsibility of allowing my 
name to remain ' 

'Hal ha ! ha ^ ' the Major burst out. This was too 
good a joke. The name of a miserable young tailor 
' Go on, sir, go on ! ' He swallowed his laughter like oil 
on his rage. 

' I have said sufficient/ 

Jumping up, the Major swore by the Lord, that he had 
said sufficient. 

' Now, look you here, young man/ He squared his 
finger before Evan, eyemg him under a hard frown, ' You 
have been playing your game agam, as you did down at 
that place in Hampshire. I heard of it—deserved to be 
shot, by heaven ^ You think you have got hold of the 
Duke, and you throw me over. You imagine, I dare say, 
that I will allow my wife to be talked about to further 
your interests— you self-seekmg young dog * As long as 
he lent the Company his name, I permitted a great many 
things. Do you think me a blind idiot, sir * But now 
she must learn to he satisfied with people who Ve got no 
titles, or carriages, and who can't give hundred g^ea 
compliments. You 're all of a piece — a set of . . . 

The Major paused, for half a word was on his mouth 
which had drawn lightning to Evan's eyes. 

Not to be baffled, he added ' ' But look you, sir. I 
may be ruined. I dare say the Company will go to the 
dogs — every ass will follow a Duke. But, mark, this 
goes on no more. I will be no woman's cully. Mmd, 
sir, I take excellent care that you don't traffic in your 

The Major delivered this culminating remark with a 
wefi-timed deflection of his forefinger, and slightly turned 

aside when he had done r j 

You might have seen Evan's figuw rocking, as he stood 
with his eyes steadily levelled on his sister s husband. 
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The Major, who, whatever he was, was physically no 
cowaid, did not fad to interpret the look, and challenge it, 

Evan walked to the door, opened it, and said, between 
his teeth, ‘ You must go at once ’ 

‘ Eh, SIT, eh * what 's this ^ ' exclaimed the warrior 
but the door was open, Mr Goren was in the shop ; the 
scandal of an assault m such a house, and the consequent 
possibihty of his matrimonial alhance becoming bruited m 
the newspapers, held his arm after it had given an m- 
voluntary jerk He marched through with becoming 
digmty, and marched out into the street , and if necks 
uuelastio and heads erect may be taken as the sign of a 
proud soul and of nobihty of mind, my artist has the Major 
for his model, 

Evan displayed no such a presence He returned to the 
httle parlour, shut and locked the door to the shop, and 
forgetting that one was near, sat down, covered his eyes, 
and gave way to a fit of tearless sobbing. With one foot 
m the room Carohne hung watching him pain that she 

had never known wrung her nerves, Hia whole manhood 
seemed to be shaken, as if by regular pulsations of in- 
tensest misery. She stood in awe of the sight till her 
hmbs failed her, and then staggenng to him she fell on her 
knees, daspmg his, passionately kissmg them. 


CHAPTER XL 

IN WmOH THE OOOTTESS STILL SOEETS GAME 

Mr Raikes and his friend Prank Remand, sumamed 
Franko, to suit the requirements of metre, m which they 
habitually conversed, were walking arm-m-arm along the 
drive in Society’s Park on a fine frosty Sunday afternoon 
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of midwinter. The quips and jokes of Franko were lively, 
and he looked into the carriages passing, as if he knew that 
a cheerful countenance is not without charms for their 
inmates Raikes' face, on the contrary, was barren and 
bleak. Being of that nature that when a pun was made 
he must perforce outstrip it, he fell mto Franko's humour 
from time to time, but ^beit aware that what he uttered 
was good, and by comparison transcendent, he refused to 
enjoy it. Nor when IVanko started from his arm to de- 
claim a passage, did he do other than make limp efforts to 
umte himself to Franko again, A further sign of im- 
mense depression m him was that instead of the creative, 
it was the cntioal facully he exercised, and rather than 
reply to Franko in his form of speech, he scanned occasional 
lines and objected to particular phrases. He had clearly 
exchanged the sangume for the bilious temperament, and 
was fast stranding on the rooky shores of prose. Franko 
bore this very well, for he, like Raikes in happier days, 
claimed all the glances of lovely woman as his own, and 
on his right there flowed a stream of Beauties At last he 
was compelled to observe . ‘ This change is sudden : 
wherefore so downcast ? With tigrme claw thou mangiest 
my speech, thy cheeks are like December’s pippm, and thy 
tongue most sour I ' 

‘ Then of it make a farce I ’ said Raikes, for the making 
of farces was Franko’s profession. ‘ Wherefore so down- 
cast ^ What a line ^ There • let ’s walk on. Let us the 
left foot forward stout advance. I care not for the herd.’ 

‘ ’Tis love • ’ oned Franko. 

‘ Ay, an’ it be ' ’ Jack gloomily returned. 

* For ever cruel is the sweet Saldar ? ’ 

Raikes winced at this name. 

‘ A truce to banter, Franko ! ’ he said sternly : but the 
subject was opened, and the wound 

' Love 1 ’ he pursued, mildly groaning. ‘ Suppose you 



* Mj Irngedj is, ihrn, tliy ! ’ Ik » ’ Wrli, 

be it bo! I ijcliovo I 4mU conK» to 
myself shortly— beneath lim sh^ld of C*\tnri*h I'll a 
nation's ballads frame. I \e apuU my in four 

inonlha, and now I 'in livini; on my entneh' 1 und^ rh i it 
It's bko trade— it 'b na Imd ns poor old llnrrinidon, b> 
Jovo I But that isn’t tho n orsl, Fmnho I * Jack dn^pjh d 
Ins voico. ‘I believe I'm funou‘'ly IoxchI by a po^Jr 
coimtr3M\enoh ' 

‘ Morals 1 ' nas Franko's most encouraging reproof. 

‘Oh, I don't think I'^o oven kis*JtHl her/ ivjomcd 
Baikcs, who doubted bocauso hiH imagination was vivid. 
‘ It 's my intellect that darrlcs her. I 'vo got Ictlors— she 
calls mo clover. By Jovo 1 since I gave up driving I 'vo 
had thoughts of rushing doun to her and making her inino 
mspito of home, family, fortune, friends, name, j)0*>ilion — 
©vorj^thing I I have, indeed/ 
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Eranko looked naturally astonished at this amount of 
self-saonfice, * The Countess ® ^ he shrewdly suggested* 

‘ I *d rather be my Polly’s prmce, 

Than yon great lady’s errand-boy > ’ 

Eaikes burst into song 

He stretched out his hand, as if to discard all the great 
ladies who were passing. By the strangest misfortune 
ever known, the direction taken by his fingers was toward 
a carnage wherein, beautifully s miling opposite an 
elaborately reverend gentleman of middle age, the 
Countess de Saldar was sitting. This great lady is not to 
bo blamed for deeming that her errand-boy was pomtmg 
her out vulgarly on a public promenade. Ineffable dis- 
dain curled off her sweet ohve visage. She turned her 
head, 

‘ I ^ go down to that girl to-mght,' said Eaikes, uuth 
compressed passion. And then he hurried Franko along 
to the bridge, where, behold, the Countess alighted with 
the gentleman, and walked beside him mto the gardens. 

* Follow her," said Eaikes, m agitation ' Do you see 
her ? by yon long-tailed raven's side ^ Follow her, 
Frankol See if he kisses her hand— ^nythmg * and meet 
me here in half an hour, I ’ll have evidence ^ ’ 

Franko did not altogether like the office, but Raikes’ 
dinners, smgular luck, and superionty in the encounter 
of puns, gave him the upper hand with his friend, and 
so Franko went. 

Turning away from the last glimpse of his Countess, 
Eaikes crossed the bridge, and had not strolled far beneath 
the bare branches of one of the long peen wallcs, v hen he 
perceived a gentleman with two ladies leanmg on him. 

‘ Now, there,’ moralized this youth ; ‘ now, what do you 
say to that? Do you caU that fair « He can’t be happy, 
and it ’s not m nature for iUin to be satisfied And yet, if 
2l 
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I went np and attempted to please them by takmg one 
away, the probabilities are that he would knock me down 
Such is life * We wonH be made comfortable ^ * 
Nevertheless, he passed them with indifference, for it 
^ as merely the principle he objected to , and, indeed, he 
M as so wrapped m his own conceptions, that his name had 
to be called behind him twice before he recognized Evan 
Harrington, Mrs Strike, and Miss Bonner The arrange- 
ment he had previously thought good, was then spontane- 
ously adopted Mrs Strike reposed her fair hand upon 
Ins arm, and Juhana, with a tumd glance of pleasure, 
walked ahead in Evan’s charge, Qose neighbourhood 
between the couples was not kept. The gemus of Mr 
Raikes was wasted m manoeuvres to lead his beautiful 
compamon into places where he could be seen with her, 
and envied. It was, perhaps, more flattering that she 
should betray a marked disposition to prefer sobtude in 
his society But this idea illumined him only near tho 
moment of partmg Then he saw it , then he groaned in 
soul, and besought Evan to have one more promenade, 
sajring, w ith characteristic cleverness in the masking of his 
real thoughts ‘ It gives us an appetite, you know ’ 

In Evan's face and Juhana’s there ivas not much sign 
that any protraction of their walk together would aid this 
beneficent process of nature He took ber band gently, 
and when he qmtted it, it dropped 
' The Rose, the Rose of Beckley Court » ’ Raikes sang 
aloud ‘ Wliy, this is a day of meetmgs. Behold John 
Thomas in tfio rear a tow er of plush and powder ^ Shall 
I nisb-^shnll I pluck her from the aged stem ’ ’ 

On the gravel-walk above them Rose passed with her 
aristocratic grandmother, niufilcd in furs She marched 
debberafclv, looking coldly before her Evan’s face was 
wlufo and Juliana, whose eyes were fixed on him, 
shuddered 
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' I 'in chillctl,' fllio mumurcd to Caroline. ' Let us go ' 

Cnroliiio eyed Evnn witli a moaning sadness, 

* AVo udll hurry to our carriage/ she said. 

Tiicy u ere seen to niako a little circuit so aa not to 
nppioncli Eoso ; after whom, thoughtless of his cruelty, 
Evan bent his steps slowly, halting when she reached her 
can iago. Ho behoved— rather, ho knew that she had seen 
him. TJicrc was a consciousness in the composed out- 
lines of her face as she passed the indifference was too 
perfect. Let Iter hate him if she pleased. It recompensed 
Iiim that the air she wore should make her appearance 
more womanly ; and that black dress and orape^bonnet, in 
some way, touched him to mournful thoughts of her that 
helped a partial forgetfulness of wounded self. 

Rose had driven off. Ho was looltmg at the same spot, 
wlicre Caroline's hand waved from her carnage Juliana 
ivas not seen. Carolme requested her to nod to him once, 
but she would not. She leaned back hidmg her eyes, and 
moving a petulant shoulder at Caroline s hand. 

* Has ho offended you, my child « ' 

Juliana answered harshly : 

' No— -no ’ 

The wheels rolled on, and Carolme tried other subjects, 
knoiving possibly that they would lead Juliana back to 
this of her own accord. 

' You saw how she treated him the latter presently 
said, without moving her hand from before her eyw. 

< Yes, dear. He forgives her, and will forget it * 

‘ Oh ! ’ she clenched her long thin hand, ‘ I pray that I 
may not die before I have made her repent it. She shall I’ 

Juliana looked glittermgJy m Caroline's face, and then 
fell a-weeping, and suffered herself to be folded and 
caressed The storm was long subsidmg. 

' < Dearest ^ you are better now ® ' said Caroline. 

She whispered : 'Yes.' 



600 EVAN HARMNGTON 

‘ My ’brother has only to deal ' 

‘Hufiht That's past' Juliana stopped her ; and, on 
a deep breath that threatened to break to sobs, she added 
la a sweeter voice than was common to hci, * Mi, ^\hy — 
why did you tell him about tho Beckley property ^ ' 

Carolme vainly strove to deny that she had told him 
Juliana's head shook mournfully at lior , and now 
Carolme knew what Juliana meant when she begged so 
^ earnestly that Evan should be kept ignorant of her 
change of fortune 

Some days after this the cold struck Juhana's chest, and 
she sickened. Tho three sisters hold a sittmg to consider 
what it was best to do with hoi Carolme proposed to 
take her to Beokley ivithout delay Harriet was of opimon 
that the least they could do was to write to her lelativcs 
and make them instantly aware of her condition. 

But the Countess said * No/ to both Her argument 
was, that Juhana being independent, they were by no 
means bound to * bundle ' her, m her state, back to a place 
where she had been so shamefully maltreated , that here 
she would bve, while there she would certainly die . that 
absence of excitement was her medicine, and that hero sho 
had it. Mrs Andrew, feelmg herself responsible as the 
young lady's hostess, did not acc^mesce m the Countess’s 
vieivs till she had consulted Juhana , and then apologies 
for givmg trouble were breathed on the one hand , sym- 
pathy, condolences, and professions of esteem, on the 
other Juhana said, she was hut shghtly ill, would soon 
recover. Entreated not to leave them before she was 
thoioughly re-estabhahed, and to consent to be looked on 
as one of the family, she sighed, and said it was the utmost 
she could hope. Of course the ladies took tbs compliment 
to themselves, hut Evan began to was in importance. 
The Countess thought it nearly tune to acknowledge him, 
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.^'^1 th*’ In » vif.tlio« pf lio dcf-tiirie, lhafc 

j Jt )m|r|>cnr(l, lio>K^cr, lhafc 

U nr r » iu{ii h wi |f‘ nrt (uul inoiv \u*ll limn her piMera, 
"-t Me*. Hune m n ^nnVfy Imi(. n few steps 

^ .^v Tit'h t'lom. h<n\t \ jt iimeninmif in o^peiiflilincflnd 
tr /‘lir < , il if « nhniuily F rPin inot n ea of prudence, 

\\<\\ r»' 'Ui/d <h f'U‘ t< * \i** (‘(iiitinurd firm in dcclmiug 
in ;un;u h^’f hroihir, S*he A;oiiId not relent when the 
r<*urn''' out n dim, n drt//Jmg pro'?pecf, growing 

on? <d K' pr*nimit\ t<> the heiie^^* of Bccklej’' Court , 

» ,V* w 1 V ji‘d {^> i»e moved w hen C'/irohnc Miggested that tho 
’p’ fiJie for ihe fnitl iinnhd wu'* Kvaids picj>cncc. As to 
dth. Juintm w surticiVnlly open, though, ns she con- 
d, her nrt wns e\<rcmo. 

’ JJp you Know why I ^iny io \e\ nnd trouble 30U ^ ' 
nhe ( d ( ^roline, ' ^WII, < lien, it is that I may see your 
lifofhcr united to 3^in nil . and Ificii T slinll go, happy. 

The prci^^t i*er\ed aNo to make hmi tho subject of 
many convei'^atioiH Twice a w'eek a biuich of tho best 
flow cth that could hr got w cic soi ted and arranged by her, 
and «ont namclc'^dy to brighten Evan’s oliamber. 

* 1 may do sucir n thing ns this, you know, without 
ineumng blnmo,' she said. 

'J'he sight of a love so iimnblo in its strength end afflu- 
rnco, ‘?ent Catoline to Evan on a fruitless errand. What 
(tvaricd it, that accused of giving load to his pride m 
refusing tlie hcirc^^s, Evan should deolaro that he did not 
love her ? Jfc did not, Caroline admitted as possible, but 
he might jro might learn to love her, and therefore he 
was WTong in \voundmg her liearfc. She related flattering 
nnecdotos. She drew' tearful pictures of Juhana’s love 
for him ; and noticing bow he seemed to prize his bouquet 

of flow'crs, said • ^ /r* , 1 j i.u 4. 

*Do you love them hand that 

sent them ? ’ 
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Evan blushed, for it had been a struggle for him to 
receive them, as ho thought, from Rose m secret The 
flowers lost their value , the song that had arisen out of 
them, * Thou hvest in my memory,’ ceased But they 
came still. How many degrees from love gratitude may 
be, I have not reckoned I rather fear it hes on the op- 
posite shore. From a youth to a girl, it may yet be very 
tender , the more so, because their ages commonly exclude 
such a sentiment, and nature seems willing to make a 
transition stage of it Evan wrote to Juhana. Incident- 
ally he expressed a wish to see her, Juhana was under 
doctor’s mterdict but she was not to be prevented from 
going when Evan wished her to go. They met m the park, 
as before, and he talked to her five mmutes through the 
carnage wmdow 

' Was it worth the nsk, my poor child ® ’ said Caroline, 
pitymgly 

•Tuhana oned ' Oh I I would give anything to hve * ’ 

A man might have thought that she made no direct 
answer 

‘ Don’t you think I am patient ^ Don’t you think I am 
v&ry patient % ’ she asked Caroline, winnmgly, on their way 
home. 

Carohne could scarcely forbear from snulmg at the 
fevensh anxiety she showed for a reply that should confirm 
her woids and hopes. 

So we must all he ' ’ she said, and that common-place 
remark caused Juhana to exclaim ‘ Prisoners have hved 
m a dungeon, on bread and water, for years * ’ 

Whereat Carohne kissed her so tenderly that Juhana 
tncd to look surpiised, and faihng, her thm bps quivered , 
she breathed a soft * hush/ and fell on Carolme’s bosom. 

She was transparent enough m one thing , but the flame 
uhich burned within her did not hght her through. 
Others, on other matters, were qmte as transpaient to her* 
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CflroJino ncrcr knew (hat she had as much os told her the 
moral suicide Evan Jiad committed at Beckley, so 
cunningly had she been probed at intervals with little 
casual questions; random mterjoctions, that one who 
Io\oa him could not fail to meet , petty doubts requiring 
eI»cida(iozis» And the Countess, kind as her sentiments 
Imd gi'ou n toward the alTIictcd creature, was compelled to 
proclaim her densely stupid in matenal affairs. For the 
Countess had an itch of the simplest feminine curiosity to 
know ^riicthcr the dear child had any notion of acoom- 
plisliing a certain holy duty of the peniiable on this earth, 
who might possess worldly goods , and no hints— not even 
plain speaking, would do. Juliana did not understand her 
at all 

The Countess exhibited a mouming-nng on her finger, 
Mrs. Bonner's bequest to her, 

^ How fervent is my giatitude to my excellent departed 
friend for this I A legacy, however tnflmg, embalms our 
dear lost ones m the memoiy I ' 

It was of no avail Juliana contmued densely stupid. 
Was she not worse ^ The Countess could not, ' m 
decency/ as she observed, reveal to her who had prompted 
]\IrB. Bonner so to bequeath the BecMey estates as to 
‘ ensure sweet Jubana's future ' , but ought not Juhana to 
divine it ? — Juliana at least had hints sufficient. 

Cold Spring winds were now blowing. Juhana had re- 
sided no less than two months with the Cogglesbys. She 
was entreated still to remain, and she did JFrom Lady 
Jocelyn she heard not a word of remonstrance , but from 
Miss Carrington and Mrs Shome she received admonishing 
letters. Finally, Mr Harry Jocelyn presented himself. 

In London, and without any of that needful suhsistance 
which a young gentleman feels Hhe want of m London more 
than elsewhere, Harry began to have thoughts of his own, 
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Tvitliout any instigation from his aunts, about devoting 
himself to business. So he sent his card up to his cousin, 
and iras graciously met in the drawing-room by the 
Countess, who ruffled him and smoothed him, and would 
possibly have distracted his soul from business had his 
ciroumstances been less straitened, Juhana was declared 
to be too unwell to see him that day He called a second 
time, and enjoyed a similar greetmg His third visit 
procuied him an audience alone uith Juliana, v^hen, at' 
once, despite the warnings of his aunts, the frank fellow 
plunged, medias ies Mrs. Bonner had left Inm totally 
dependent on hia parents and his chances 

* A desperate state of things, isn't it, Juley « I think I 
shall go for a soldier-common, you know * 

Instead of shnekmg out against such a debasement of 
his worth and gentihty, as was to be expected, Juliana 
said 

* That 's what Mr Harrmgton thought of doing ' 

* He t If he 'd had the pluck he would/ 

* His duty forbade it, and he did not ' 

Duty • a confounded tailor * What fools we were to 
have him at Beckley > * 

' Has the Countess been unkmd to you, Harry « ' 

‘ I haven't seen her to-day, and don't want to. It 'a 
my little dear old Juley I came foi ' 

‘ Dear Harry * ' she thanked hun with eyes and hands. 

* Come often, won't you ^ * 

* Why, am't you conung back to us, Juley « ' 

‘ Not yet They are very bnd to me here How is 
Rose ? ' 

Oh, quite jolly. She and Perdinand are thick again 
Balls every night She dances like the deuce They 
uant me to go , but I ain't the sort of figiure for those 
places, and besides, I shan't dance till I can lead you out ' 

A spur of laughter at Harry's generous nod brought on 
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Juliana^s oough, Harry watched her httle body shaken 
and her reddened eyes Some real emotion— perhaps the 
fear which healthy young people expenence at the sight of 
deadly disease — made Harry touch her arm with the soft- 
ness of a child's touch. 

' Don't be alarmed, Harry,' she said. ' It 's nothing— 
only Winter. I 'm determined to get well.' 

‘ That 's right/ quoth he, recovenng. * I know you Ve 
got pluck, or you wouldn't have stood that operation.' 

‘ Let me see : when was that ^ ' she asked slyly 


Harry coloured, for it related to a time when he had not 
behaved prettily to her. 

‘ There, Juley, that 's all forgotten I was a fool— a 
scoundrel, if you like, I 'm sorry for it now.' 

' Do you want money, Harry ^ ' 

‘ Oh, money * ' 

‘ Have you repaid Mx. Harrington yet ^ ' 

* There — ^no, I haven't, Bother it 1 that fellow s 
name's always on your tongue. I'll tell you uhat, 
juley^^but it 's no use He 's a low, vulgar adventurer ' 

' Dear Harry,' said Juhana, softly , * don't hrmg your 
aunts with you when you come to see me 
‘ Well, then I '11 tell you, Juley. It 's enough that he 's 
a beastly tailor ’ 

‘ Quite enough,' she responded , * and he is neither a 


fool nor a scoundrel/ 

Harry's memory for his own speech uas not quick. 
When Juhana's calm glance at him called it up, he jumped 
from bis chair, crying * * Upon my honour, I 11 tel you 
what, Juley 1 If I had money to pay Imn to-morrou , I ci 

insult him on the spot ' « r j 

Jxiliana meditated, ond said ‘ Then all your fticnds 

must wish you to continue poor.’ 

Tins girl had once been on her knees to him She ha 
looked up to him with adminng lore, and he had given 
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her a cramb or bo occasionally, thinking her something 
of a fool, and more of a pest , but now ho could not say 
a word to her without being baffled in an elderly-sistorly 
tone exasperating him so fai that ho positively %\ishod 
to marry her, and commg to the point, offered luraself 
with downnght sincerity, and was rejected Harry left 
m a passion Juhana confided the scciot to Caroline, w ho 
suggested mterested motives, Tvhich Juhann Mould not 
hear of. 

‘Ah,' said the Countess, Mhen Caiohno mentioned the 
case to her, ‘ of course the poor thing cherishes lier first 
offer She would beheve a curate to be disinterested * 
But mmd that Evan has duo m among when she is to meet 
him. Mmd that he is dressed becommgly,' 

Carohne asked M'hy. 

‘Because, my dear, she is enamoured of his person. 
These httle unhealthy creatures are always attracted by 
the person ^ She thinks it to be Evan's quahties I Imow 
better it is his person Beckley Court may he lost by a 
shabby coat f ' j 

The Countess had recovered from certam spiritual 
knguors mto which she had fallen after hei retreat 
^timate victory hung still m the balance Ob » if 
^ Evan would only marry this httle sufferer, who was so 
sure to die withm a year i or, if she hved (for maniage 
has o^n been as a resurrection to some poor female 
mvalids), there was Beckley Court, a splendid basis for 
^fcure achievements. Reflecting m this fashion, the 
Counts pardoned her brother. Glo^nng hopes hung 
f^h lamps m her chantable breast. She stepped acioss 
the threshold of Tailordom, won Mr Goren's heart by 
her condescension, and worked Evan mto a sonowful 
mood concerning tbe mvaUd Was not Juhana his only 
active fnend « In return, he said thmgs winch only re- 
quired a httle colourmg to be very acceptable to her, 
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The game waxed exciting again. The enemy (the 
Jocelyn party) was alert, but powerless. The three 
sisters were almost wrought to perform a sacrifice far 
exceeding Evan^s. They nearly decided to summon him 
to the house . but the matter being broached at table 
one evening, Major Strike objected to it so angrily that 
they abandoned it, wth the satisfactory conclusion that 
if they did wrong it was the Major’s fault. 

Meantime Juhana had much on her conscience. She 
knew Evan to be innocent, and she allowed Eose to think 
him guilty. Could she bring her heart to jom them ^ 
That was not in her power . but desiring to be lulled by 
a compromise, she devoted herself to make his relatives 
receive hiTn , and on days of bitter winds she would dnve 
out to meet him, answering all expostulations with — * I 
should not go if he were here/ 

The game waxed hot. It became a question whether 
Evan should be admitted to the house m spite of the 
Major. Juhana now made an extraordinary move. 
Having the Count with her in the carnage one day, she 
stopped in front of Mr. Goren’s shop, and Evan had to 
come out. The Count returned home extremely mysti- 
fied. Once more the unhappy Countess was obliged to 
draw bills on the fabulous , and as she had recommenced 
the system, which was not without its fascinations to her, 
Juhana, who had touched the spring, had the full benefit 
of it. The Countess had deceived her before—what of 
that « She spoke things sweet to hear. Who could be 
fake that gave her heart food on which it lived ? 

One mght Juliana returned from her dnve alamingly 
ill She was watched through the mght by Caroline and 
the Countess alternately. In the mommg the sisters 

* She has consented to let us send for a doctor,’ said 
Caroline. 
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‘Her olnef desire seems to be a lawyer/ said tbo 
Countess. 

‘ Yes, but the doctor must bo sent for first * 

‘ Yes, mdeed ! But it behoves us to picnae that the 
doctor does not kill her before the laivycr comes/ 

Carolme looked at Louisa, and said ‘ Are you 
Ignorant ^ ' 

‘ No — ^what ^ * ened the Countess eagerly 

‘ Evan has ivTitten to tell Lady Joccl 5 Ti the state of her 
health, and — * 

* And that naturally has aggravated her malady * * 
The Countess cramped her long fingers. ‘ The child 
heard it from him yesterday I Oh, I could swear at that 
brother 1 ' 

She dropped mto a chair and sat rigid and square- 
jawed, a sculpture of unutterable rage 

In the afternoon Lady Jocelyn arrived The doctor 
was there— the lawyer had gone Without a word of 
protest Juhana accompanied her ladyship to Becldoj' 
Court Heie was a blow 1 

But Andrew was preparing one more mighty still 
What if the Cogglesby Brewery proved a basis most un- 
sound 2 Where must they fall then « Alas t on that 
pomt whence they sprang If not to Perdition- 
Tauordom * 


CHAPTER XLI 

KEVEALS AN ABOMINABLE PLOT OP THE 
BEOTHEES COaOLESBY 

A LIVELY April day, mth strong gusts from the South- 
west, and long sweepmg clouds, saluted the mormng 
coach from London to Lympoit. Thither Tailordom 
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trmmpbniU. bearing it*? victim at a rattling pace, to 
^C't(]o him, niul wnl liini for ever out of tho ranks of gcntle- 
7nrn : Soefeiry, mcanriinc, howling exclusion to him in the 
background ’ * Out of our halls, degraded youth : The 
smiles of turbnncd matrons : tho sighs of delicate maids ; 
genial nil, educated talk, icfincd scandal, vice in harness, 
dinners bontinclcd by stately plush \ these, the flavour of 
life, arc not for you, though you stole a taste of them, 
retched inipo‘?tor I Pay for it with years of remorse t ' 
The conch uent inslnng agamst the glorious high wmd 
It stirred his blood, ficshcncd lus cheeks, gave a bright 
lone of zest to his eyes, as lie cast them on tho young 
green count ry , Not banished from tho breath of heaven, 
or from sclf-respoot, or from tho appetite for the rewards 
that, arc to Mow duties done 1 Not banished from the 
help that is always reached to us when we have fairly 
taken tho right road • and that for him is the road to 
Lymport. Let the kingdom of Gilt Gmgerbread howl as it 
mil I Wo are no longer children, but men men who 
Jiavo bitten bard at experience, and know the value of a 
tooth : who have had our hearts bruised, and cover them 
with armour : who hve not to feed, but look to food that 
we may hve J What matters it that yonder high-spioed 
kingdom should excommunicate such as we are « We 
have rubbed off the gilt, and have assumed the command 
of our stomachs. We are men from this day I 
Now, you would have thought Evan s companioiis, right 
and loft of him, were the wretches under sentence, to 
judge from appearances. In contrast with hw look of 
insolent pleasure, Andrew, the moment an eye on 
him exhibited the cleverest impersonation of the dumps 
ever seen: while Mr. Baikes was from head to foot 
nothing better than a moan made visible. Nevertheless, 
they both agreed to raUy Evan, and bid him be of good 
cheer. 
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* Bon'fc bo dovMi, Vnn , don't bo do^\n, m\ boj wju! 
Andrc\^ , nibbing hw bands gloomily* 

‘ I ^ do I look It ^ ’ E\an ansucrcd, Innghing 

‘ Capxt-al aotmg I * cxclauncd Raikcs. ' Try and Keep 
It up' 

‘ Well, I hope you 're acting loo/ »5nid an 

Raikes lot liis chest fall hko a collnp^ting bclloufi 

At the end of five iiunutes, ho temarkod * ' 1 \c been 
Bitting on it the \\holo morning I I hero V violent in* 
flammation, I 'm persuaded. Another hour, and I jump 
slap from the summit of tbo conch I ' 

Evan turned to Andrew 

‘ Do you think ho ’ll bo lot off ^ ' 

* Mr Raikes ^ Can't sa}'. You 8cc> A’ an, U depends 

upon how Old Tom has taken his bad luck. Ahem I 
Perhaps ho II bo all the stricter , and as a man of honour, 
Mr Raikes, you see, can’t very- wcU ' 

* By Joro I I wish I wasn’t a man of honour 1 ' Raikes 
interposed, hea\dly, 

‘You see, Van, Old Tom’<( circumstances' — ^Andrew' 
ducked, to smother a sort of laughter — * are now' i.uch 
that ho ’d bo glad of the money to let him off, no doubt ; 
but Mr Raikes has spent it, I can’t lend it, and you 
haven’t got it, and there wo aU arc At the end of*tbo 
yeai he’s free, and ho-^hal 1ml I’m not a bit the 
merrier for laughmg, I can toll you ’ 

Catchmg another glimpse of Evan’s serious face, 
Andrew fell mto louder laughter ; checking jfc with doleful 
solemnity 

Up hiH and down lull, and past little homesteads shining 
with 3'ellow^ crocuses ; across wide brown heaths, whoso 
outlines raised in Evan’s mmd the night of his funeral 
w alk, and tossed up old feelings dead as the whirling dust* 
At last Raikea called out . 

* The towers of Fallowfield,— hoigho 1 ’ 
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AiM \iuln u ^ tui • 

’ 'Sow \‘nfi : if Old Tom V nnywhorc, lie here. 
Voii t do\ui at Jlu* J)rn"on, and don't yon talk to me, 
l-ut h i nu» Ko in Ji T he jwf^t fho hour ho dines in the 
< junitn*. I'* n't it a ‘'Immc of him to mnko me face cvciy 
man of tin* rnviilotv— oh ’ ' 

IAmh Andrew^ linnd nn afToctionnlc squeeze, at 
^^)r^h Andn’w had to gulp clonn bomething— reciprocal 

'Hark/ nnd Haikr^ nb the horn of the guard was 
tvanh * Once that sound used to set me caracolmg before 
an ?d>jcct rnultiludo. I did nonders. All London looked 
f»n me ’ It Ind more ctTcct on mo than champagne. 
Sow I hoar if— the uliolc charm has vanished I I can't 
•^1* n ‘'ingle old ca‘'tle. Would 3011 have thought it 
|)0‘‘»ihlc that a ‘•rtinll circular bit of tin on a man's person 
tmdd jKoduce buoh ciiangcs in lum ^ ' 

‘ You are a donlcoy to near it,' said Evan. 

' I pli*dgcd my word as a gentleman, and thought it 
Munl!, for llic inonc}' * ' said Raikes. * This is the fiist 
‘ coach I ever travelled on, without making the old whip 
hur^t uith laughing I'm not myself. I'm haunted. 
J hn Fomebod}* else,' 

TJio three passengers having descended, a controversy 
commenced between Evan and Andrew as to which 
should pay Evan had his money out , Andrew dashed 
it behind him ; Evan remonstrated. 

* Well, you mustn't pay for us two, Andrew. I would 
have let yon do it once, but — ' ^ ^ 

‘ Stuff ! ' cried Andrew. ‘ / ain't paying— it s the 

cicditors of the estate, my boy » ' ^ ^ x t,' 

Evan looked so ingenuously surprised and hurt at ins 
lack of principle, that Andrew chucked a sixpence at a 
small boy, saying,— 

' If you don't lot mo have my own way, Van, I U suy 
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my purse after it. What do you mean, sir, by treating 
me like a beggar ^ ’ 

‘ Our fnend Harrington cxtn^i humour us,* quoth 
Baikes * ITor myself, I candidly confess I prefer being 
paid for and he leaned contentedly against one of the 
posts of the mn till the filthy dispute was arranged to the 
satisfaction of the ignobler mmd There Andrew left 
them, and went to lira Sockley, who, recovered from 
her illness, smiled her usual placid welcome to a guest. 

' You know me, ma'am * ' 

‘ Oh, yes ^ The London Mr Cogglesby ^ * 

‘ Now, ma'am, look here I 've come for my brother. 
Don't be alarmed No danger as yet But, mind ^ if 
you attempt to conceal him from his lawful brother, I 'll 
summon here the myrmidons of the law ' 

Mrs Sockley showed a serious face, 

' You know hia habits, Sir Cogglesby , and one doesn't 
go against any one of his whn^ies, or there 's conse- 
quences but the house is open to you, sir, I don't wish 
to hide him * 

Andrew accepted this intelligent evasion of Tom 
Cogglesby’s orders as suMcient, and immediately pro- 
ceeded upstairs. A door shut on the first landing 
Andrew went to thK door and knocked No answ^er 
He tned to open it, but found that he had been fore- 
stalled After threatening to talk busmess through 
the key-hole, the door was unlocked, and Old Tom 
appeared. 

So J now you 'le dogging me mto the country Be 
ofE , make an appointment, Saturday 's my holiday. 
You know that ' 

Andrew pushed through the doorway, and, by way of 
an emphatic reply and a silencmg one, dehvered a punch 
slap mto Old Tom's belt 

Confound you, Nan i ' said Old Tom, gnmaomg, hut 
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friendly, as if his sympathies had been irresistibly 
assailed. 

^ It ^8 done, Tom 1 I Ve done it. Won rn/y bet, now,' 
Andrew exclaimed. 'The women — poor creatures! 
What a state they 're in. I piiy 'em/ 

Old Tom pursed his lips, and eyed his brother incredu- 
lously, but Avith curious eagerness. 

' Oh, Lord 1 what a face I 've had to wear ! ' Andrew 
continued, and while he sank into a chair and rubbed his 
handkerchief over his crisp hair, Old Tom let loose a 
convinced and exultmg, ' ha I ha I' 

* Yes, you may laugh, I 've had all the bother,' said 
Andrew. 

* Serve ye right — marrying such cattle,' Old Tom 
snapped at him. 

‘ They believe we 're bankrupt— owe fifty thousand 
clear, Tom I ' 

'Ha! hal' 

' Brewery stock and household furmture to be sold by 
general auction, Friday week/ 

'Ha! hal' , 

‘ Not a place for any of us to poke our heads mto. I 
talked about “ pitiless storms " to my poor Hany— no 
shelter to be had unless we go down to Lymport, and stop 


with their brother m shop 1 ' , ^ . 

Old Tom did enjoy this. He took a great gulp or air 
for a tremendous burst of laughter, and when this was 
expended and reflection came, his features screwed, as 
if the acidest of flavours had ravished his palate. 

* Bravo, Nan ! Didn't think you were man enough. 
Ha ! ha ! Nan-I say-eh « how did ye get on behmd 

the curtains ? ' j j. 

The tale, to guess by Andrew s face, appeared to be 

too strongly infused with pathos , 

‘Will they go, Nan, eh « d'yethmkthey Ugol 

2k 



614 EVAN HARRINGTON 

‘ Where else can they go, Tom « They must go there, 
or on the parish, you know.* 

* They *11 all troop do™ to the young tailor — eh ? ’ 

* They can't sleep m the parks, Tom * 

‘ No They can't get mto Buckingham Palace, neither 
— 'cept as housemaids 'Gad, they 'ro howling like cats, 
I *d swear — ^nuisance to the neighbourhood — ha I ha 1 * 

Old Tom's cruel laughter made Andrew feel for the 
unhappy ladies He struck his forehead, and leaned 
forward, sajong * I don't know— 'pon my honour, I 
don't know— can't think we 've quite done nght to 
punish 'em so,' 

This acted like cold water on Old Tom's delight. He 
pitched it back m the shape of a doubt of what Andrew 
had told him Whereupon Andrew defied him to face 
three miserable women on the verge of hystencs , and 
Old Tom, beginning to chuckle again, rejoined that it 
would brmg them to their senses, and emancipate him. 

‘You may laugh, Mr Tom,' said Andrew; ‘but if 
poor Harry should find me out, deuce a bit more homo 
for me ' 

Old Tom looked at him keenly, and rapped the table 
‘ Swear you did it, Nan * 

* You promise you *11 keep the secret,* said Andrew. 

* Never make promises * 

* Then there 's a pretty life for me • I did it for that 
poor dear boy You were only up to one of your jokes 
— see that Confound you, Old Tom, you Ve been 
makmg a fool of me * 

The flattering charge was not rejected by Old Tom, who 
now had his brother to laugh at as well. Andrew afieoted 
to be mdignant and desperate. 

‘ If you *d had a heart, Tom, you ’d have saved the poor 
fellow inthout any bother at all What do you thmk « 
When I told him of our smash— ha * ha I it isn't suoh a 
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bad joke— well, I went to him, hanging my head, and 
he offered to arrange our affairs — that is — * 

' Damned meddlesome young dog ! ' cried Old Tom, 
quite in a rage, 

^ There — ^you're up in a twinkling/ said Andrew. 
* Don't you see he idi&ved it, you stupid Old Tom ? 
Lord ! to hear him say how sorry he was, and to see how 
glad he looked at the chance of serving us > ' 

' Serving us ! ' Tom sneered. 

* Ha I ' went Andrew. ' Yes, There. You 're a 
deuced deal prouder than fifty pews. You 're an upside- 
down old despot J ’ 

No sharper retort rising to Old Tom's bps, he permitted 
his brother's abuse of him to pass, declaring that bandy- 
ing words was not his business, he not bemg a Parliament 
man. 

‘ How about the Major, Nan % He coming down, too ? ' 

‘ Major I ' cued Andrew. ' Lucky if he keeps his com- 
mission Coming down ? No. He 's off to the Con- 
tinent/ ^ 

‘ Pmd plenty of scamps there to keep him company, 
added Tom. ' So he 's broke— eh « ha > ha I ' 

* Tom,' said Andrew, seriously, * I '11 tell you all about 
it, if you '11 swear not to spht on me, because it would 
really upset poor Harry so. She 'd think me such a 
beastly hypocrite, I couldn't face her afterwards. 

‘ Lose what pluck you have-eh « ' Tom jerked out 
his hand, and bade his brother continue. 

Compelled to trust m him without a promise, Andrew 
said : ‘ Well, then, after we 'd arranged it, I went back 
to Hany, and begged her to have poor Van at the bouse : 
told her wbat I hoped you 'd do for him about getting 
him into the Brewery. She ’a very kind, Tom, 'pon my 
honour she is. She was wilbng, only—’ 

* Only — ©h ? * 
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‘ Well, she Tvas so afraid it "d hurt her sisters to see him 
there ' 

Old Tom saw he was m foi excellent fun, and wouldn't 
spoil it for the world 

‘Yes, Nan 

* So I went to Caiolme She was easy enough ; and 
she went to the Countess ' 

* Well, and she— ^ ' 

‘ She was willing, too, till Lady Jocelyn came and took 
Miss Bonner home to Beckley, and because Evan had 
written to my lady to fetch her, the Countess — she was 
angry That was all. Because of that, you know. But 
yet she agreed. But when Miss Bonner had gone, it 
turned out that the Major was the obstacle They were 
all wilhng enough to have Evan there, but the Major 
refused I didn't hear him. I wasn't gomg to ask 7mn 
I mayn t be a match for three women, but man to man, 
eh, Tom ^ You ’d back me there ^ So Harry said the 
IMajor d make Carohne miserable, if his wishes were dis- 
respected. By George, I wish I *d known, then Don't 
you think it odd, Tom, now ^ There 's a Duke of Bel- 
field the fellow had hooked mto his Company , and — 
thiough Evan I heard— the Duke had his name struck 
off After that, the Major swore at the Duke once or 
twice, and said Carohne wasn't to go out uith hun. 
Suddenly, he msists that she shall go Days the poor 
thmg kept orymgi One day, he makes her go She 
hasn't the spirit of my Harry or the Countess By good 
luck, Van, who was huntmg ferns for some friends of his, 
met them on Sunday m Richmond Park, and Van took 
her away from the Duke But, Tom, think of Van seemg 
a feHow watohmg her wherever she went, and hearing 
the Duke's coachman teh that fellow he had orders to 
drive his master and a lady hard on to the sea that night 
I don't believe it— it wasn't Caroline I But what do 
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you tliink of our finding out that beast of a spy to be in 
the Major’s pay ? We did. Van put a constable on his 
track ; we found him out, and he confessed it. A fact, 
Tom * That decided me. If it was only to get nd of a 
brute, I determined I ^d do it, and I did. Strike came 
to me to get my name for a bill that night. ’Gad, he 
looked blanker than his bill when he heard of us two 
bankrupt. I showed him one or two documents I ’d got 
ready. Says ho ; Never mind ; it ’ll only be a couple 
of hundred more m the schedule.” Stop, Toml he’s 
got some of our blood I don’t think he meant it. He 
ts hard pushed. WeE, I gave him a twentier, and he was 
off the next night. You ’ll soon see all about the Com- 
pany in the papers.’ 

At the conclusion of Andrew’s recital, Old Tom 
thrummed and looked on the floor under a heavy frown 
Bjs mouth worked dubiously, and, from moment to 
moment, he plucked at his waistcoat and pulled it down, 
throwing back bis head and glarmg 
* I ’ve knocked that fellow over once,’ he said. ' Wish 
he hadn't got up again ’ 

Andrew nodded. 

‘ One good thing, Nan. He never boasted of our con- 
nection. Much obliged to him.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Andrew, who was gladly watching Old 
Tom’s change of mood with a quiescent aspect. ^ 

‘ Um I—must keep it quiet from his poor old mother 
Andrew again affirmatived his semor’s remarks. That 
bis treatment of Old Tom was sound, he presently had 
proof of. The latter stood up, and after sniffing in an 
Ljured way for about a mmute, launched out Ins right 
leg and vociferated that he would hke to have it m his 
power to kick all the villains out of the world a modest 
demand Andrew at once chimed in with , adding that, 
were such a faculty extended to him, he would not object 
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to lose the leg that could benefit mankind so infinitely, 
and consented to its foUowmg them Then, Old Tom, 
who was of a practical turn, meditated, swung his foot, 
and gave one gnm kick at the imagmary bundle of 
villains, discharged them headlong straight into space 
Andrew, naturally mutative, and seeing that he had now 
to lack them flying, attempted to excel Old Tom in the 
vigour of his dehveiy. No wonder that the efforts of 
both were heatmg they were engaged in the task of 
nddmg the globe of the larger half of its inliabitants 
Tom perceived Andrew's useless emulation, and with a 
sound translated by ' yack/ sent Lis leg out a long way 
Not to be outdone, Andrew immediately, with a still 
louder yack, committed himself to an effort so violent 
that the altematve between his leg oommg off, or his being 
taken off lus leg, was propounded by nature, and decided 
by the laws of gravity m a tnce. Joyful grunts were 
emitted by Old Tom at the sight of Andrew prostrate, 
rubbing his pate, But Mrs Sookley, to whom the noise 
of Andrew s fall had suggested awful fears of a fratnoidal 
conflict upstairs, burned forthwith to announce to them 
that the sovereign remedy for human ills, the promoter of 
concord, the healer of fends, the central pomt of man's 
destmy m the flesh— Dmner, was awaitmg them. 

To the dinner they marched 

Of this great festival be it simply told that the supply 
was copious and of good quality-much too good and 
copious for a bankrupt host that Evan and Mr John 
Raikes were formally mtroduoed to Old Tom before the 
repast comm^ced, and welcomed some three mmutes 
after he had decided the flavour of his first glass , that 
m Raikes m due tune preferred his petition for release 
from a dreadful engagement, and fur^hed vast amuse- 
ment to the company under Old Tom's hand, until, by 
chance, he quoted a scrap of Latm, at which the brothers 
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Cogglesby, who woixld Imve faced peers and princes with- 
out being disconcerted, or performing mental genuflexions, 
shut their mouths and looked injured, unhappy, and in 
the presence of a superior . Mr. Raikes not bemg the man 
to spare them. Moreover, a smpnse was afforded to 
Evan. Andrew stated to Old Tom that the hospitahty 
of lilain Street, Lymport, was open to him. Strange to 
Bay, Old Tom accepted it on the spot, observing, * You 're 
master of the house — can do what you like, if you 're 
man enough,' and addmg that he thanked him, and 
would come in a day or two. The case of Mr Baikeswas 
still left uncertam, for as the bottle circulated, he ex- 
hibited such a faculty for apt, but to the brothers, totally 
incomprehensible quotation, that they fled from him 
without leaving hhn tune to remember what special 
calamity was on his mind, or whether this earth was other 
than an abode conceived in great jolhty for his hfe-long 
entertainment 


CHAPTER XLH 

JtTLCAJirA 

The sick night-light burned steadily in Juliana's chamber. 
On a couch, beside her bed, Carolme lay sleeping, tired 
with a long watch. Two sentences had been passed on 
Juliana : one on her heart : one on her body : * Thou art 
not loved ’ , and, ' Thou must die.' The frail passion 
of her struggle against her destmy was over with her 
Quiet as that qmet which Nature was takmg her to, her 
body reposed. Calm as the sohtary mght-hght before 
her open eyes, her spint was wastmg away. JIf I am 
not loved, then let me die I ' In such a sense she bowed 

to her fate. 
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At an hour like this, watching the round of light on the 
ceiling, with its narrowing inner rings, a sufferer from 
whom pam has ded looks back to the shores she is leaving, 
and would bo well 'with them who walk there. It is false 
to imagme that schemers and workers in the dark ore 
destitute of the saving gift of conscience. They have it, 
and it 18 perhaps made hveher in them than with easy 
people; and therefore, they are imperatively spurred 
to hoodwink it. Hence, thoir solf-dolusion is deep and 
endures. They march to their object, and gaming or 
losing it, the voice that calls to them is the voice of a 
bimd creature, whom any ans'oer, pro’vided that the 
answer is ready, will silence And at an hour like this, 
when finally they snatch their minute of sight on tho 
threshold of black night, their sonla may compare with 
yonder s h i ni n g circle on the coiling, which, as tho light 
below gasps for air, contracts, and extends but to min^e 
with the darkness They would be nobler, better, bound- 
lessly good to all , — ^to those who have injured them 
to those whom they have injured Alas ! for any definite 
deed the limit of their circle is immoveable, and they must 
act withm it Tho trick they have played themselves 
imprisons them. Beyond it, they cease to bo. 

Lying in this utter stillness, Jidiana thought of Rose , 
of her beloved by Evan. The fever that had loft her 
blood, had left it stagnant, and her thoughts were quite 
emotionless. She looked faintly on a far picture. She 
saw Rose blooming with pleasures m Elbume House, 
^ding as a boat borne by the nver's tide to sea, away 
from her Iivmg joy. The breast of Rose was lucid to her, 
and m that hour of msight she had clear knowledge of 
her oousm’s heart ; how it scoffed at its base love, and 
imwittm^y betrayed the power on her still, by olmgmg 
to the world and what it would give her to fill the void , 
how externally the lake was untroubled, and a mirror 
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to llio passing day ; and how within there pressed a flood 
against an iron dam. Evan, too, she saw. The Countess 
was right in her judgement of Juhana's love. Juhana 
looked xery little to his qualities. She loved him when 
she thouglit him guilty, which made her conceive that 
her love was of a diviner cast than Rose was capable of 
Guilt did not spoil lus beauty to her ; his gentleness and 
glouing manhood were unchanged ; and when she knew 
him as he was, the revelation of his high nature simply 
confirmed her impression of his physical perfections 
She had done him a wrong ; at her death news would come 
to him, and it might be that he would bless her name 
Because she sighed no longer for those dear hps and strong 
arms to close about her tremulous frame, it seemed to her 
that she had quite surrendered him. Generous to Evan, 
she would be just to Rose. Beneath her pillow she found 
pencil and paper, and with diflSculty, scarce seeing her 
letters in the brown hght, she began to trace Imes of fare- 
well to Rose. Her conscience dictated to her thus, * Tell 
Rose that she was too ready to accept his guilt , and that 
in f.hiR as in all things, she acted with the precipitation 
of her character. Tell her that you always trusted, and 
that now you know him innocent Give her the proofs 
you have. Show that he did it to shield his mtngumg 
Bister. Tell her that you write this only to make her just 
to him. End with a prayer that Rose may be happy/ 

Ere Juhana had finished one sentence, she resigned the 
pencil. Was it not much, even at the gates of death, to 
be the instrument to send Rose into his arms * The 
picture swayed before her, helping her weakness. She 
found herself dreaming that he had kissed her once. 
Dorothy, she remembered, had danced up to her one day, 
to relate what the maids of the house said of the gentle- 
man— (at whom, it IS known, they look with the licence 
of cate toward kings) , and Dorothy’s fresh careless 
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moutli had told how ono observant maid, amorously 
minded, proclaimed of Evan, to a companion of her sex, 
that, * he was the only gentleman who gave you an idea 
of how ho would look when ho was kissing you/ Juliana 
cherished that vision likewise. Young ladies aro not 
supposed to do so, if menial maids aro ; hut Juhana did 
chensh it, and it possessed her fancy Bear in your recol- 
lection that she was not a healthy person. Diseased littlo 
heromes may bo made attractive, and aro nou popular ; 
but strip off the cleverly woven robe whicli is fasliioned 
to cover them, and you ^vlll find them in certain matters 
beanng a resemblance to mcmal maids. 

While the thoughts of lus kiss lasted, sho could do 
nothmg , hut lay ^vith her two hands out on tbo bed, and 
her eyehds closed. Then w^aking, she took the pencil 
agam It would not move her bloodless fingers fell 
from it 

If they do not meet, and he never marries, I may 
claim him m the next world/ she mused 
But conscience contmued uneasy. Sho turned her 
wnst and trailed a letter from beneath the pillows It 
was from Mrs Shorne Juhana knew the contents. She 
raised it unopened as high asherfaltermghands permitted, 
and read like one whose shut eyes rend syllables of fire 
on the darkness 

Bose has at last definitely engaged herself to Ferdi- 
nan , you will be glad to hear, and we may now treat 
her as a woman/ 

Hainng absorbed these words, Juhana's hand found 
8 re^ to write, with httle difficulty, what sho had to 
say to Bose. She conceived it to be neither subbmo nor 
graerous not even good, merely her peouhar duty. 
When rt was done, she gave a long, low sigh of r elief 
Carolme whispered, ‘ Dearest child, are you awake « ’ 

Yes, she answered. 
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‘ Sorrowful, dear ’ ' 

* Vor}’* quiefi/ 

Caroline reached her hand over to her, and felt the 
paper. * What is this ^ ' 

* good-bye to Rose. I want it folded now.' 

Caroline slipped from the couch to fulfil her wish. She 

enclosed the pencilled scrap of paper, sealed it, and asked, 
* Is that riglit ^ ' 

‘ STow unlock my desk/ Juliana uttered, feebly. * Put it 
beside a letter addressed to a law-gentleman. Post both 
the morning I am gone.' 

Carolmo promised to obey, and coming to Juliana to 
mark her looks, observed a famt pleased smile dying 
away, and had her hand gently squeezed Juliana's 
conscience had preceded her contentedly to its last sleep , 
and she, beneath that round of hght on the ceiling, drew 
on her counted breaths in peace till dawn. 


CHAPTER XLm 

BOSH 

Have you seen a young audacious spirit smitten to the 
earth * It is a singular study , and, m the case of young 
women, a trap for mexpenenced men. Bose, who had 
commanded and managed every one surrounding her 
since infancy, how humble had she now become 
much more womanly in appearance, and more child-lme 
at heart I She was as wax in Lady Elbume's hands 
A hint of that veiled episode, the Beckley campaign, 
made Bose phant, as if she had woven for hemelf a rod 
of scorpions. The high ground she had taken; the 
perfect trust in one ; the scorn of any judgement, save 
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her oAvn , these had vanished from her. Rose, the tame- 
less herome T\ho had once put her mother's philosophy 
in action, was the easiest filly that turhnned matron over 
yet drove mto the straight road of the ^Aorld It oven 
surprised Lady Jocel3Ti to see how wondeifull} she had 
been broken m by her grandmothor. Hci lad^ slap w'roto 
to Drummond to tell him of it, and Drummond con- 
gratulated her, saying, however — * Clianges of tins sort 
^ don’t oome of conviction Wait till j^ou seo her at home 
I think they have been stiokmg pins into tho sore part ’ 
Drummond know Rose \\ell In reality there was no 
change m her She was only a suppbant to be spared 
from ndicule spared from the apphcation of the scourge 
she had woven for herself. 

And, ah i to one who deigned to thmk warmly still of 
such a disgraced silly creature, ’^Mth what gratitude she 
turned ^ He might well suppose love alone could pour 
that profusion of jewels at his feot. 

Eerdmand, now Lord Laxloj^, understood the merits of 
his finger-nails better than the nature of young women , 
but he is not to be blamed for piesuming that Rose had 
learnt to adore him. Else why did she like his company 
so much « He was not mistaken in thinking she looked 
up to him She seemed to beg to be taken mto his noble 
seiemty In truth she sighed to feel as ho did, above 

everybody !-~she that had fallen so low I Above eveiy- 

^ above them, and theiefore superior by grace 
vine To this Rose Jooelyn had come — she envied 
the mmd of Perdmand. 

He, you may be sure, vras quite prepared to accept her 


,, - *1 J r I uu UCJUBD UUOgUliUl 

to . spinted, fresh, and with fine teeth , and once tied 
to you safe to be staunch They walked together, rode 
together, danced together. Her soft humihtv touched 
to to eloquence. Say she was a little hypoonte, if you 
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lilvc, Tvhen tlio blood came to her cheeks under his eyes 
Say she Avas a heartless minx for allowmg it to be brmted 
that she and Ferdinand were betrothed. I can but tell 
you that her blushes were blushes of gratitude to one 
who could devote his time to such a disgraced silly 
creature, and that she, in her abject state, felt a secret 
pleasure in the protection Ferdmand's name appeared 
to extend over hoi, and was hardly willing to lose it. 

So far Lady Elbume's tact and discipline had been 
highly successful. One morning, in May, Ferdinand, 
strolhng uith Rose doTO the garden made a positive 
appeal to her common sense and friendly feelmg , by 
which she understood that he wanted her consent to his 
marriage with her. 

Rose answered : 

' Who would have me ? * 

Ferdmand spoke pretty well, and ultimately got 
possession of her hand. She let him keep it, thinking 
him noble for forgetting that another had pressed it 
before him. 

Some minutes later the letters were dehvered One 
of them contained Juliana^s dark-wmged missive. 

‘ Poor, poor Juley 1 ' said Rose, dropping her head, 
after reading all that was on the crumpled leaf with an 
inflexible face. And then, talking on, long low sighs 
lifted her bosom at mtervals She gaaed from time to 
time with a wistful concihatory air on Ferdinand. Rush- 
ing to her chamber, the firat cry her soul framed was 
' He did not kiss me ! ' 

The young have a superstitious sense of something 
incontestably true m the final protestations of the dead 
Evan guiltless • she could not qmte take the meaning 
this revelation involved. That which had been dead 
was beginning to move withm her , but blmdly * and 
now it stirred and troubled , now sank Guiltless 
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all alio had thought him * Oh ^ she knew she could not 
have been deceived. But why, why had he hidden his 
Bacndco from her 1 

* It IS better for us both, of course,* said Bose, speaking 
the world’s wisdom, parrot~like, and bursting into tears 
the next mmute. Guiltless, and glonously guiltless 1 
but nothing — nothing to her ! 

She tned to blame him. It would not do. She tried 
to think of that grovelling loathsome position pamted 
to her by Lady Elbuine’s graphic hand Evan dis- 
persed the gloomy shades like sunshine. Then m a sort 
of terror she rejoiced to thmk she was partially engaged 
to Ferdinand, and found herself crying again with 
exultation, that he had not kissed her for a l^s on her 
mouth was to Bose a pledge and a bond. 

The struggle search^ her through : bared her weak- 
ness, probed her strength , and she, seeing herself, 
suffered grievously m her self-love Am I such a coward, 
inconstant, cold ® she asked. Confirmatory answers 
coming, flung her back under the shield of Ferdmand : 
if for a moment her soul stood up aimed and defiant, 
it was Evan's hand she took 

To whom do I heloi^ ^ was another terrible question. 
In her ideas, if Evan was not chargeable with that base- 
ness which had sundered them he m^ht her yet, 
if he would. If he did, what then ® Must she go to hnu ^ 

Impossible ; she was m chains Besides, what a dm 
of laughter there would be to see her led away by him* 
Twistmg her joined hands: weeping for her cousm, as 
she thought, Bose passed hours of torment over Juhana's 
legacy to her. 

^ V^y did I doubt hi m ^ ' she cried, jealous that any 
soul should have known and trusted him better. Jealous . 
and I am afraid that the kmdimg of that one feature of 
love rehghted the fire of her passion thus fervidly To 
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cmf<jfnj)j)cd in generosity was hateful to her. Rose, 
nnfujnlly, could not reflect that a young creature hte 
liorself, fight mg against tho world, as we call it, has all 
her fflCuUics at the utmost stretch, and is often betrayed 
hy fading nature uhen tlio will is still vahant. 

And hero *'he sat — in churns 1 ‘ Yes ^ I am fit only 
to be tiic uife of an idle brainless man, with money and 
n tide/ *?he said, in extreme self-contempt. She caught 
i\ glmi|)‘‘C of her uliolo life m the hornd tomb of his 
cjubmcc, and questions whether she could yield her 
hand to him— uJiether it was nght m the eyes of heaven, 
rushed impetuously to console her, and defied anything 
in the shape of satisfactory affirmations Nevertheless, 
file end of the struggle was, that she felt that she was 
bound to Ferdmand. 

' But tins I mil do,' said Rose, standmg with heat- 
bright eyes and deep-coloured cheeks before the glass 
* I ^vtU clear his character at Beckley. I will help him 
I will bo his friend. I will mpe out the injustice I did 
Ixitn/ And this bride-elect of a lord absolutely added— 
that she was unworthy to be the wife of a tailor I 
‘Hoi how unequalled he is I There os nothing he 
fears except shame. Oh ! how sad it will be for him to 
find no woman in his class to understand him and be 
Jus helpmato I ' 

Over this sod subject, of which we must presume her 
to be accurately cognizant, Rose brooded heavily By 
nud-day she gave her Grandmother notice that she was 
going home to Juhana's funeral, 

‘Well, Rose, if you think it necessary to jom the 
ceremony,' said Lady Elbume, * BeoMey is bad quarters 
for you, as you have learnt. There was never much love 

between you cousins.' ^ 

‘ No, and I don't pretend to it,' Rose answered, i 

am sorry poor Juley 's gone/ 
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‘ She 's better gone for many icnsons — <?hc appears to 
have been a Uttlo venomous toad/ said Lndy Elbumo ; 
and Rose, thmkmg of a snakchke dcath^bile l^orkmg 
through her blood, lojomed . * Yes, she isn't lo bo pitied : 
she 's better oil than most people ' 

So It was arranged that Rose should go Ferdinand 
and her aunt, Mra Shomo, accompanied her. Jlrs. 
Shome gave them then opportimities, albeit they ncrc 
all stowed together m a carnage, and Fordmaud seemed 
wiUmg to profit by them , but Rose's hand naa dead, 
and she sat by her future lord forming the vow on Lor 
hps that they should never he touched by lum. 

Arnved at RecHoy, she, to her great delight, found 
Caroline there, waitmg for the funeral In a few minutes 
she got her alone, and after losses, looked ponotratinglj^ 
mto her lovely eyes, shook her head, and said : * Wliy 
were you false to me ? ' 

‘ False ^ ' echoed Caroline. 

‘ You knew him. You knew why ho did that. Why 
did you not save me ^ ' 

Caroline foil upon hei neck, aslcmg pardon She spared 
her the recital of facts further than the broad avowal 
Evan’s present condition she plamly stated and Rose, 
when the bitter pangs had ceased, made oath to her soul 
she would rescue him from it 

In addition to the task of clearing Evan’s character, 
and rescuing him, Rose now conceived that hei engage- 
ment to Ferdmand must stand ice-bound till Evan had 
given her back hei tioth How could she obtam it from 
him ^ How could she take anythmg from one so noble 
and so poor I Happily there was no hurry , though 
before any bond was ratified, she decided conscientiously 
that it must be done 

You see that like a Uthe snake she turns on herseH, 
and must be tracked m and out. Not bemg a girl to 
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solve the problem with tears, or outright perfidy, she 
had to ease her heart to the great shock little by little 
sincere as far as she knew : as far as one who loves may be. 

The day of the funeral came and went. The Jocdyns 
were of their mother's opinion : that for many reasons 
Juhana was better out of the way. Mrs. Bonner’s bequest 
had been a severe blow to Sir Franks However, all 
was now well. The estate naturally lapsed to Lady 
Jocelyn, No one in the house dreamed of a will, signed 
with Juliana's name, attested, under due legal forms, 
bemg in existence. None of the members of the family 
imagmed that at Beckley Court they were then residing 
on somebody else's ground. 

Want of hospitable sentiments was not the cause that 
led to an intimation from Sir Franks to his wife, that 
Mrs. Strike must not be pressed to remam, and that Bose 
must not be permitted to have her own way in this. 
Knowing very well that Mrs. Shome spoke through her 
husband's mouth, Lady Jocelyn still acquiesced, and 
Bose, who had pressed Carolme pubholy to stay, h^ to 
be silent when the latter renewed her faint objeotions \ 
so Carolme said she would leave on the morrow morning. 

Juliana, with her fretfulness, her hand bounces, her 
petty egoisms, and sudden far-leaping generosities, and 
all the oontradictoiy impulses of her malady, had now 
departed utterly. The joys of a landed proprietor 
mounted mto the head of Sir Franks, He was up early 
the next morning, and he and Harry walked over a good 
bit of the ground before breakfast. Sir Franks meditated 
making it entail, and favoured Hany with a lecture on 
the duty of his shaping the course of his conduct at once 

after the model of the landed gentry generaUy. ^ 

' And you may t hink yourself lucky to come into that 
catalogue— the son of a younger son ! ' said Sir Franks, 
tappmg Mr. Harry's shoulder. Harry also began to 
2l 
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enjoy the look and smell of land. At the breakfast, 
which, though early, was well attended, Harry spoke of 
the adviseahdity of felling timber here, planting there, 
and so forth, after the model his father held np. Sir 
Franks nodded approval of his interest in the estate, 
but reserved his opimon on matters of detail. 

‘ All I heg of you is,' said Lady Jocelyn, ‘ that you 
won't let us have turnips within the circuit of a mile ’ ; 
which was obligingly promised. 

The morning letters were dohvored and opened with 
the customary calmness. 

‘ Letter from old George,' Harry sings out, and huz7cs 
over a few linos. ‘ Halloa I*— Hum * ' He was going to 
make a communication, but catching sight of Carobnc, 
tossed the letter over to Ferdinand, who read it and 
tossed it back with the comment of a careless face. 

‘ Read it, Rosey ® ' says Hariy, smiling bluntly. 

Rather to his surprise, Rose took the letter. Study her 
eyes if you wish to gauge the potency of one strong dose 
of ndicule on an mgenuous young heart. She read that 
Mr. George Uploft had met * our fnend Mr Snip ' nding, 
by moonhght, on the road to Bccldoy That great orbed 
mght of their deep tender love flashed lununousl^^ through 
her frame, stormmg at the base epithet by Avliich her 
lover was mentioned, flooding grandly over the ignomi- 
nies cast on him by the world. She met the woild, as 
it were, m a death-grapple ; she matohed the living 
heroic youth she felt him to be, with that dead wooden 
image of him wboh it thiust before her Her heart 
stood up smging like a craven who sees the tide of victory 
settmg toward him. But this passed beneath her eye- 
lids. When her eyes were lifted, Ferdmand could have 
discovered nothing m them to complam of, had his 
suspicions been light to raise . nor could Mrs Shome 
perceive that there was the openmg for a shrewd bod- 
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Ro‘^0 lind got a mask at last* her colour, 
votcc, o\'prcssion, were perfectly at command. She 
know it io be a cowardice to wear any mask : but she 
had been burnt, horribly burnt * how much so you may 
guess from the supple dissimulation of such a bold clear- 
\ imaged girl. She conquered the sneers of the world m 
her coul . but. her sensitive skin was yet alive to the 
pangs of (he scorching it had been subjeoted to when 
weak, hclplc'*'^, and betrayed by Evan, she stood with no 
pliilosophic parent to cry fair play for her, among the 
skilful tortuicrs of Elburno House. 

Sir Franks had risen and walked to the window. 

* Ncus ? ' said Lady Jocelyn, wheeling round in her 
chair. 

The one eyebrow up of the easy-going baronet signified 
trouble of mind. He finished his third perusal of a 
letter that appeared to be written m a remarkably plam 
legal hand, and lookmg as men do when their intelh- 
genccs are just equal to the comprehension or expression 
of an oath, handed the letter to his wife, and observed 
that ho should be found in the library. Nevertheless 
ho waited first to mark its effect on Lady Jocelyn At 
one part of the document her forehead wnuMed slightly. 

* Doesn't sound like a joke ^ ' he said. 

She answered ; 

‘No/ ^ , 

Sir Franks, apparently quite satisfied by her ready 
response, turned on bis heel and loft the room quickly 

An hour afterward it was rumoured and confirmed 
that Juhana Bonner had willed all the worldly property 
she held m her own right, comprising Beckley Court, to 
Mr. Evan Harrington, of Lymport, tailor An abstract 
of the will was forwarded. The lawyer went on to say, 
that he had conformed to the desire of the testatrix m 
commumcating the existence of the aforesaid will six 
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days BubsequeBt to her death, being the day after her 
funeral. 

There had been raaling and jeering at the Countess 
de Saldar, the clever outwitted exposed adventuress, 
at Elbume House and Beckley Coint What did the 
orowmg cleverer aristocrats think of her now ^ 

On Rose the blow fell bitterly. Was Evan also a 
foul schemer ® Was he of a piece with his intngumg 
Bister ® His close kinship with the Countess had led her 
to think baseness possible to him when it was confessed 
by his own mouth once She heard black names cast at 
him and the whole of the gieat Mere brood, and in- 
capable of quite disbehevmg them mented, unable to 
challenge and rebut them, she dropped mto her recent 
state of self-contempt mto her lately-mstilled doubt 
whether it really was m Nature^s power, unaided by 
family-portraits, coats-of-arms, ball-room practice, and 
at least one small phial of Essence of Society, to make 
a Gentleman. 


CHAPTER XLIV 

CONTAINS A WARNING TO Ali CONSPIRATORS 

This, if you have done me the favour to read it aught, 
has been a chronicle of desperate heroism on the part 
of almost all the prmoipai personages represented But 
not the Countess de Saldar, scalmg the embattled fortress 
of Society ; nor Rose, tossmg its keys to her lover from 
the shimng turret-tops , nor Evan, keeping bnght the 
lamp of self-respect m his bosom against South wind 
and East, none excel fnend Andrew Cogglesby, who, 
having fallen mto Old Tom^s plot to humihate his wife 
and her sisters, simply for Evan^s sake, and without any 
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distinct notion of the terror, confusion, and universal 
upset he was bringing on his home, could yet, after a 
scared contemplation of the scene when he returned 
from his expedilnon to Pallowheld, continue to wear 
his rueful mask ; and persevere in treacherously out- 
ragmg his lofty 

He did it to vindicate the ties of blood against accidents 
of position. Was he justified ? I am sujffioiently wise 
to ask my own sex alone. 

On the other side, be it said (smce in our modem days 
every hero must have his weak heel), that now he had 
gone this distance it was difficult to recede. It would 
be no laughing matter to tell his solemn Harriet that he 
had been playing her a httle practical joke. His tempta- 
tions to give It up were incessant and most agitating ; 
but if to advance seemed temfio, there was, in stopping 
short, an awfuiness so overwhelming that Andrew 
abandoned himself to the current, his real dismay addmg 
to his acting powers. 

The worst was, that the joke was no longer his it 
was Old Tom's. He discovered that he was m Old 
Tom's hands completely. Andrew had thought that he 
would just frighten the women a bit, get them down 
to Lymport for a week or so, and then announce that 
matters were not so bad with the Brewery as he had 
feared , ooncludmg the farce with a few domestic fire- 
works Conceive his dismay when he entered the house, 
to find there a man in possession 

Andrew flew into such a rage that he committed an 
assault on the man. So ungovernable was his passion, 
that for some minutes Harriet’s measured voice sum- 
moned him from over the banisters above, quite in vain. 
The miflerable Englishman refused to be taught that his 
house had ceased to be his castle. It was somethmg 
beyond a joke, this I The intruder, perfectly docile, 
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seeii^ that by accurate calculation every shake ho got 
involved a bottle of wme for him, and ultimate com- 
pensation probably to the amount of a couple of sove- 
reigns, allovred himself to be lugged up stairs, m default 
of summary ejection on the pomt of Andreir’s toe into 
the street There he was faced to the lady of the house, 
who apologized to him , and requested her husband to 
state what had made him guilty of this indecent 
behaviour. The man showed his papers They were 
qmtem order. * At the amt of Messrs Gnst^ 

' My own lawyers • ' cned Andrew, smacking his fore- 
head , and Old Tom’s devilry flashed on him at once 
He sank mto a chair 

‘ Why did you bimg this person up here ® ’ said 
Harriet, like a speakmg statue 
* My dear * ’ Andrew answered, and spxead out his 
hand, and waggled his head, ‘My— please ’ — 1 — I 
don’t know We all want exercise ’ 

The man laughed, which was kmdly of him, but 
offensive to Mrs Cogglesby, who gave Andrew a glance 
which was full payment for his imbecile pleasantly, and 
promised more 

With a hospitable mquiry as to the condition of lus 
appetite, and a request that he would he pleased to 
satisfy it to the full, the man was dismissed whereat, 
as one dehvered of noxious presences, the Countess 
rustled mto sight Not noticing Andrew, she lisped to 
Harriet . ‘ Misfortunes are sometimes no curses ^ I 
bless the catarrh that has confined Silva to his chamber, 
and saved him from a bestial exhibition ’ 

The two ladies then swept from the room, and left 
Andrew to perspire at leisure 
Fresh tribulations awaited him when he sat down to 
dinner. Andrew liked his dinner to be comfortable, 
good, and m plenty. This may not seem strange. The 
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fact) is stated that I may win for him the warm sym- 
pathies of the body of ins countrymen. He was greeted 
by a piece of cold boiled neck of mutton and a sohtaiy 
dish of steaming potatoes. The blank expanse of 
table-cloth returned his desolate stare 
‘ Why, what 's the meaning of this ^ ' Andrew brutally 
exclaimed, as he thumped the table. 

The Countess gave a start, and rolled a look as of 
piteous supphcation to spare a lady^s nerves, addressed 
to a ferocious brigand. Harriet answered ; ' It means 
that I will have no butcheris bills.’ 

‘ Butcher’s bills I butcher’s bills I ’ echoed Andrew ; 

' why, you must have butcher’s hills , why, confound ! 
why, you ’ll have a bill for this, won’t you, Hany ? eh ? 
of course I ' 

'There will be no more bills dating from yesterday,’ 
said his wife. 

‘ What ! this is paid for, then ? ’ 

'Yes, Mr. Cogglesby; and so will all household 
expenses he, while my pooketrjnoney lasts.* 

Besting his eyes full on Harriet a minute, Andrew 
dropped them on the savourless white-rimmed chop, 
which looked as lonely in his plate as its parent dish on 
the table. The poor dear creature’s pocket-money had 
paid for it I The thought, mingling with a rush of 
emotion, made his ideas spin, His imagination surged 
deliriously. He fancied hinuielf at the Zoological Gardens, 
exchanging pathetio glances with a melancholy mar- 
moset. Wonderfully like one the chop looked I There 
was no use in his trying to eat it He seemed to be 
fixing his teeth in solid tears. Heohoi^d. Twice he took 
up knife and fork, put them down again, and plucking 
forth his handker^ef, blew a tremendous tnunpet, that 
sent the Countess’s eyes rolling to the ceiling, as if heaven 
^ere her sole refuge from such vulgarity. 
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* Damn tihat Old Tom I ' ho shouted at last, and 
pitched back m his chair. 

* Mr Oogglesby I ' and ‘ In the presence of ladies 1 ' 
were the admonishing interj potions of the sisters, at 
whom the httle man frowned in turns. 

* Do you wish us to quit the room, sir ? ’ inquired his 
wife 

* God bless your soul, you little darling I ' ho apos- 
trophized that stately person. * Here, como along with 
me, Hariy A wife's a wife, 1 sa}’’— hang it! Just 
outside the room— just a second 1 or up in a corner will do/ 

Mrs Oogglesby was amazed to see him jump up and 
run round to her She was prepared to defend her neck ' 
from his caress, and refused to go but the words, 

‘ Something particular to tell you,' awakened her 
ounosity, which urged her to compbance She rose 
and went with him to the door, 

‘ Well, SIT , what is it * ' 

No doubt he was acting under a momentary weakness 
he was about to betray the plot and take hs chance of 
forgiveness, but her towermg port, her commandmg 
aspect, restored his courage (There may be a contraiy 
view of the case ) He enclosed her bnskly in a connubial 
hug, and remarked with mad ecstasy . ‘ What a duck 
you are, Harry! What a likeness between you and 
your mother/ 

Mrs Oogglesby disengaged herself impenously. Had 
he called her aside for this gratuitous insult ? Contnte, 
he saw his dreadful error, 

Harry I I declare * ' was all he was allowed to say 
Mrs. Oogglesby marched back to her chair, and recom- 
menced the repast m majestic silence. 

Andrew sighed ; he attempted to do the same. He 
stuck his fork in the blanched whiskerage of his mar- 
moset, and exclaimed ; * I can't | ' 
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ITo ivns unnoficcd. 

‘ You do not object to plain diet ? * said Harriet to 
Lom>a. 

' Oh, no, in rerity 1 ' murmured the Countess. ' How- 
ever plain it bo^ Absence of appetite, dearest You 
are nunro I partook of luncheon at mid-day with the 
Honourable and Rcvciend Mr Duffian. You must not 
look condemnation at your Louy for that. Luncheon 
is not conversion I * 

Harriot observed tliat this might be true ; but stiU, 
to iier mind, it was a mistake to be too mtimate with 
dangerous people. ' And besides,' she added, * Mr. 
DuiTian is no longer “ the Reverend." We deprive all 
renegades of their spiritual titles. His worldly ones let 
liim keep ! ' 

Her superb disdam nettled the Countess, 

* Dear Harriet I ' she said, with less languor, * You are 
utterly and totally and entirely nustaken I tell you 
BO positively. Renegade ! The application of such a 
word to such a man I Oh I and it is false, Hornet i 
quite I Renegade means one who has gone over to the 
Turks, my dear. I am most certain I saw it in Johnson’s 
Dictionary, or an improvement upon Johnson, by^ a 
more learned author. But there is the fact, if Hamet 
can only bring heMhah I say stiff-neoked prejudices to 
envisage it * ’ 

Harriet granted her sister permission to apply the 
phrases she stood in need of, without impeaohmg her 
mtimaoy with the most learned among lexicography. 

‘ And is there no such thing as being too severe « the 
Countess resumed. ‘ What our enemies cad unchnatian ^ ' 

^Mr. Duffian has no cause to complain of us,’ said 

Harriet. ^ 

‘Nor does he do so, dearest. Caliyny may assail 

him ; you may utterly denude hun- - 
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' Adam 1 ’ interposed Andrew, distractedly listening* 
He did not disturb tbe Couutoss's flow, 

* You may vilify and victimize lilr. Duffian, and strip 
him of the honours of his birth, but, like the Martyrs, 
he will still contmue the perfect nobleman Stoned, 
I assure you that Mr Duffian would preserve his breeding. 
In character he is exquisite ; a polish to defy misfortune,* 

‘ I suppose Ins table is good ? * said Harriet, almost 
ruffled by the Countess’s lecture 

‘Plate,’ was remarked m the cold tone of supreme 
mdiference, 

‘ Hem J good wines ^ ' Andrew asked, waking up a 
little, and not wishmg to he excluded altogether. 

IS of the veiy best/ the Countess pursued her 
eulogy, not looking at him 

‘ Don’t you think you could — eh, Harry ^ — ^manage 
a pmt for me, my dear ^ ' Andrew humbly petitioned. 
‘ cold water— ha I ha ! my stomach don't like cold 

bathing ' 

His wretched joke rebounded from the impenetrable 
armour of the ladies. 

‘The wine-cellar is looked/ said his wife. ‘I have 
sealed up the key till an inventoiy con he taken by some 
agent of the creditors ’ 

‘ What creditors ® ’ roared Andrew. 

‘You can have some of the servants' beer/ Mrs. 
Gogglesby appended 

Andrew studied her face to see whether she really was 
not hoisting him with his own petard. Perceiving that 
she was sincerely acting acoordmg to her sense of prmoiple, 
he fumed, and departed to his pnvaoy, unable to stand 
it any longer. 

Then like a kite the Countess pounced upon his char- 
aoter. Would the Honourable and Reverend Mr, Duffian 
dechne to participate m the sparest provender ? Would 
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he lie ginl{;V of ilic dlHCOurtesj^ of leaving table without 
a or nn apology, even if reduced to extremest 
poverty ? No, indeed I which showed that, under all 
circuin^fnnccs, a gentleman was a gentleman. And, 
oh I Iiow she jiiticd her pooi Harriet — eternally tied to 
n most \'ulgar litllo man, ^\lthout the gilding of wealth, 

' And a fool in his busmess to boot, dear I * 

‘ Tlic&o comparisons do no good,^ said Harriet. 
‘Andicw at least is not a renegade, and never shall be 
while I live, I ^rill do my duty by him, however poor 
we are. And now, Louisa, putting my husband out of 
tlio question, vhat arc your intentions ? I don^t under- 
stand bnnkiuplcy, but I imagine they can do nothing to 
wife and children. My little ones must have a roof over 
their heads j and, besides, there is httle Maxwell, You 
decline to go down to Lymport, of course/ 

‘ Decline r cried the Countess, melodiously, ‘and 
do not you * * 

‘ As far as I am concerned'— yes. But I am not to 
tlimk of myself/ 

The Countess meditated, and said . ‘ Dear Mr. Duffian 
has offered me his hospitality. Renegades are not 
absolutely inlmmcin. They may be generous I have 
no moral doubt that Mr. Duffian would, upon my repre- 
sentation-dare I venture * ' 

‘ Sleep in his house ! break bread with him T ex- 
claimed Harnet. ‘ What do you think I am made of « 

I would pensh— go to the workhouse, rather I ' 

‘ I see you trooping there,' said the Countess, mtent 
on the vision. 

'And have you accepted his mvitation for yourself, 

Louisa « ' j 1 . V X • 

The Countess was never to be daunted by threatenmg 

aspects. She gave her affinnative with calmness and a 


deliberate smile. 
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• You are going to live with him ^ * 

‘ Live with him I What expressions I My husband 
accompanies me ' 

Hamet drew up 

'I 3mow nothing, Louisa, that could give me more 
pam/ 

The Countess patted Harriet's knee ‘ It succeeds to 
bankruptcy, assuredly But would you have me drag 
Silva to the — the shop, Hamet, love * Alternatives * * 

Mrs Andrew got up and rang the beU to have the 
remains of their dinner removed. When this was done, 
she said, — 

^ Louisa, I don't Iniow whether I am justified you 
told me to-day I might keep my jewels, trinkets, and 
lace, and such like To Tne, I know they do not belong 
now but I will dispose of them to procure you an 
asylum somewhere — they will fetch, I should think, 4007 , 
—to prevent your going to Mr Duffian ' 

No exhibition of great-mindedness which the Countess 
could perceive, ever found her below it, 

' Never, love, never 1 ' she said, 

‘ Then, will you go to Evan * ’ 

• Evan ? I hate him ^ * The ohve-hued visage was 
dark. It brightened as she added, * At least as much 
as my rehgious sentiments permit me to. A boy who 
has thwarted me at every turn I — disgraced us I In- 
deed, I find it dif^cult to pardon you the supposition 
of such a possibihty as your own consent to look on kiiYi 
ever agam, Hamet ' 

‘ You have no children,' said Mrs. Andrew. 

The Countess mournfully admitted it 

• There hes your danger with Mr Duffian, Louisa ! ' 

‘What I do you doubt my virtue « ' asked the 

Countess. 

Pish 1 I fear something different. You understand 
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me. Mr. Duffian's moral reputation ia none of the best, 
perhaps/ 

‘ That was before he renegaded* said the Countess, 
Harriet bluntly rejoined : * You will leave that house 
a Roman Cathohc ^ 

‘ Now you have spoken/ said the Countess, pluming, 
‘ Now let me explam myself. My dear, I have fought 
worldly battles too long and too earnestly. I am rightly 
punished. I do but quote Herbert Luffian's own words : 
he is no flatterer— though you say he has such soft 
fingers. I am now engaged in a spiritual contest. He 
is very wealthy * I have resolved to rescue back to our 
Church what can benefit the flook of which we form a 
portion, so exceedingly f ^ 

At this revelation of the Countess's spiritual contest, 
Mrs Andrew shook a worldly head, 

‘ You have no chance with men there, Louisa/ 

' My Harriet complains of female weakness • ' 

‘Yes. We are strong in our own element, Louisa. 
Don't be tempted out of it ' 

Sublime, the Countess rose : 

' Element t am I to be confined to one 1 What but 
spiritual solaces could assist me to hve, after the de* 
gradations I have had heaped on me ? I renounce tho 
world. I turn my sight to realms where caste is un- 
known I feel no shame ikere of being a tailor's daughter. 
You see, I can bring my tongue to name the thing m its 
actuality. Once, that member would have hliskrcd 
Confess to me that, m spite of your children, you arc 
tempted to howl at tho idea of Lympoit — * 

The Countess paused, and like a lady about to Arc 
off a gun, appeared to tighten her nerves, erjing out 

SheareJ Geese { Cabbage! Snip! Nine 

to a man 1 * 
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Even as the 'silence after explosions of oannon, that 
which reigned m the room was deep and dreadM. 

‘See,’ the Countess contmued, ‘you are horrified: 
you shudder. I name all our titles, and if I ivish to be 
red m my cheeks, I must rouge. It is, m verity, as if 
my senseless clay were pelted, as we heard of Evan at 
lus first Lymport boys’ school You remember ^ wen 
he told us the story « He lisped a trifle then “ I ’m 
the thon of a thnip ” Ohl it was hell-fire to us, then , 
but now, what do I feel « Why, I avowed it to Herbert 
Duffian openly, and he said, that the misfortune of dear 
Papa’s birth did not the less enable him to proclaim 
tn cofiduct Bi nobleman’s offepring— 

* Which ho never was/ Hamet broke the rhapsody in 
a monotonous low tone the Countess was not compelled 
to hear . 

* —and that a large outfitter — one of the very largest, 
was m reahty a merchant, whose daughters have often 
wedded nobles of the land, and become ancestresses 1 
Now, Hamet, do you see what a truly rehgious mind 
can do for us in the way of comfort * Oh ^ I how in 
gratitude to Herbert Duffian* I will not rest till I have 
led him back to our fold, recovered from bis error He 
was our own preacher and pastor He quitted us from 
conviction* He shall return to us from conviction ’ 

The Countess quoted texts, wbiob I respect, and will 
not repeat* She descanted further on spiritualism, and 
on the balm that it was to tailors and their offspnng , 
to all outcasts from Sociely 

Overpowered by her, Hamet thus summed up her 
opinions ‘ You were always self-willed, Louisa ’ 

* Say, full of saonfice, if you would he ]UBt,’ added the 
Counteaa^;N.i^(i victim of basest ingratitude * 

* Well, you arfe nx.a dangeroua path, Louisa ’ 

Harriet had the last word, which usually the Countess 



A WAENINO TO ALL CONSPIRATOBS 543 

"was not disposed to aocord , but now sbe knew herself 
strengthened to do so, and was content to snule pityingly 
on her sister. 

Pull upon them in this frame of mind, arrived Carolmo^s 
great news from Beokley. 

It was then that the Countess’s conduct proved a 
memorable refutation of cynical philosophy ; she rejoiced 
in the good fortune of him who had offended her J Though 
he was not crushed and annihilated (as he deserved to be) 
by the wrong he had done, the great-hearted woman 
pardoned him I 

Her first remark was : ' Let him thank me for it or 
not, I will lose no moment m hastening to load him with 
my congratulations ’ 

Pleasantly she joked Andrew, and defended him from 
Harriet now. 

‘ So we are not all bankrupts, you see, dear brother- 
in-law.’ 

Andrew had become so demoralized by bis own plot, 
that in every turn of events he scented a similar piece of 
human ingenuity. Hamet was angry with his disbelief, 
or say, the grudging credit he gave to the glonous nevs 
Notwithstanding her calmness, the thoughts of Lymporfc 
had sickened her soul, and it was only for tlie sake of 
her children, and from a sense of the dishonesty of 
spendmg a farthing of the money belonging, as she 
conceived, to the creditors, that she had consented to go 

'I see your motive, Ulr. Cogglesb}”,’ she obsen*cd 
‘Your measures are disconcerted. I ^mII remain here 
till my brother gives me shelter ’ 

‘Oh, that’ll do, my love; that’s all I uant,^ said 
Andrew, smcerely. 

‘Both of you, fools!’ the Countess interjected. 

‘ Know you Evan so little ? He vuU receive us any- 
where ; his arms are open to his kindred : but to hi= 
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heart the road is through humilialion, nml >t in lo his 
heart we seek adnuttanco,' 

‘ What do you mean * ' Ilarrlofc inquired. 

* Just this/ the Countess nnsucred in hold English : 
and her eyes wero lively, her figure claslio ' ‘ Wo must 
all of us go doMTi to the old shop and shake Ins hand 
there— every man Jack of ub^ — I' m onh quoting the 
sailors, Harriot — and that 's the way to nin him/ 

She snapped her fingers, laughing Hiirnot stared at 
her, and so did Andrew, though for a different reason. 
She seemed to bo transformed Seeing him inchned to 
gape, she ran up to him, caught up his chin bclu cen licr 
ten fingers, and kissed him on both ohccks, saj ing ’ 

‘ 7m needn’t come, if you ’re too proud, 3 "ou know, 
httle man * ’ 

And to Hamot’s look of disgust, the cause for uluch 
she divmed mth her native rapidity, she said . ' What 
does it matter ^ They ivill talk, but they can’t look 
down on us now Why, this is my doing * ’ 

She came tnppmg to her tall sister, to ask plaintively : 
‘ Mayn't I be glad ^ ’ and bobbed a curtsey. 

Harriet desired Andrew to leave them. Flushed and 
indignant she then faced the Countess. 

* So unnecessary ^ ’ she began, * What can excuse your 
indiscretion, Louisa ^ ’ 

The Countess smiled to hear her talMng to her j^oungcr 
Bister once more She shrugged. 

’ Oh, if you will keep up the fiction, do Andrew knows 
— he isn’t an idiot — and to him we can make hght of it 
now What does anybody’s birth matter, who ’s well 
off « ’ 

It was impossible for Harriet to take that view The 
shop, if not the thing, might still have been concealed from 
^ her husband, she thought 

* It mattered to me when I was well off/ she said, sternly. 



A WARNING TO ALL CONSPIRATORS 545 


* Yes ; and <o vtc 'when I was ; but we Vo had a fall and 
a lesson since that., niy dear. Half the anstooraoy of 
England spring from shops I— Shall I measure you I * 
Harriet never felt such a desire to inflict a slap upon 
morlal cheek. She marched away from her in a tiff. On 
tho other hand, Andrew was half fasemated by the Coun- 
tess's sudden rc-nssumption of girlhood, and returned— 
silly fellow I to have another look at her. She had ceased, 
on reflection, to bo altogether so "vivacious . her stronger 
second nature had somewhat resumed its empire * still she 
was fresh, and could at times be roguishly affectionate : 
and she patted him, and petted him, and made much of 
him ; slightly railed at him for his uxonousness and 
domestic subjection, and proffered him her Angers to tiy 
the taste of. The truth must be told • Mr. Ruffian not 
bomg handy, she m her renewed earthly happiness wanted 
to see her charms in a woman's natural mirror : namely, 
the face of man : if of man on his knees, all the better 
and though a little man is not much of a man, and a sister's 
husband is, or should be, hardly one at all, still some sort 
of a reflector he must be. Two or three jests adapted to 
Andrew's palate achieved his momentary captivation. ^ 

He said : ‘ 'Gad, I never kissed you in my life, Lo^ 
And she, with a flavour of dehoate Insh bro^e, Why 
don't ye catch opportunity by the tail, then ? ' 

Perfect innocence, I assure you, on both sides. 

But mark how stupidity betrays. Andrew ^ 

underfltandher,andaotonthehmtimmediately. Hadlie 

done so, the affair would have been over without a witoess. 

As it happened, delay permitted Harnet to assist at the 

ceremony. » j 

‘ It wasn’t your mouth, Louy, said Andrew. 

‘ Oh, my mouth !-that I keep for my chosen, was 


nsworeu. . ‘ 1 / 

‘ 'Gad, you make a fellow almost wish— 
2n 


Andre'w's 
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fingers worked over his poll, and then the spectro of 
nghteouswrathfloshed on him — ^naughty little man that ho 
was I He knew himself naughty, for it was the only time 
since his marriage that ho had over been sorry to see Iiis 
wife. This is a comedy, and I must not preach Ic'^sons of 
life here ’ but I am obfiged to remark that tho husband 
must be proof, the sister-in-law perfect, where arrange- 
ments exist that keep them under one roof. She may bo 
so like his wife ^ Or, from tho knowledge she has of his 
circumstances, she may talk to him almost as his wofe. 
He may forget that she is not his wife 1 And then again, 
the small beginnmgs, which are in reohty the mighty 
barriers, are so easily shd over. But w’hat is tho use of 
telhng this to a pure generation ^ My constant error is in 
Bupposmg that I wnte for the wiokcd people who begat us. 

Note, however, tho difference between tho w^oman and 
the man 1 Shame conlessed Andrews’s naughtiness , ho 
sniggered pitiably • whereas tho Countess jumped up, and 
pomtmg at him, asked her sister w*hat she thought of that. 
Her next sentence, coolly delivered, related to some 
millinery matter If this was not innocence, what is ? 

Nevertheless, I must hero state that tho scono related, 
innocent as it was, and, as one would naturally imagmo, of 
puny consequence, if any, did no less a thing than, subse- 
quently, to precipitate the Protestant Countess de Saldar 
into the bosom of the Roman Cathoho Church. A httle 
bit of play ! 

It seems barely just. But if, as I have heard, a lady has 
trod on a pebble and broken her nose, tremendous results 
like these warn us to be careful how we walk. As for play, 
it was never intended that we should play with flesh and 
blood 

And, oh, be charitable, matrons of Bntam ^ See here, 
Andrew Cogglesby, who loved his wife as his very soul, and 
\vho almost disliked her sister ; — ten mmutes the latter 
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hnd ect hi*? head spinning I Tho whole of the day he went 
about the house meditating frantically on the possibihly 
of his Harriot demanding a divorce. 

She was not tho sort of ^voman to do that. But one 


thing she resolved to do ; and it was, to go to Lymport 
with Louisa, and having once got her out of her dwelling- 
place, never to allow' her to enter it, wherever it might be, 
in the light of a resident again. Whether anything but 
tlie menace of a participation in her conjugal possessions 
could have despatched her to that hateful place, I doubt. 
She went • she would not let Andrew be out of her sight 
Growmg haughtier toward him at every step, she advanced 
to the strange old shop. BvAisr Habbikgton over the 
door I There the Countess, having meantime returned to 
her state of womanhood, shared her shudders. They 
entered, and passed in to Mrs Mel, leaving their footman, 
apparently, in the rear. Evan was not visible A man in 
the shop, with a yard measure negligently ador^ his 
shoulders, said that Mr. Harrmgton was m the habit of 


quitting the shop at five. 

' Deuced good habit, too,* said Andrew. ^ 

*Whv sir/observed another, stepping forward, as you 

truly say-yes. BuV-ah' Mr. Andrew Cogglesby’ 
PleMure of meeting you once m Mowfield I 
Mr. Perkins «-tlie lawyer, not the mdtster Will you do 
me the favour to step out with me « ' 

Andrew followed him mto the rtreet. ^ , 

‘ Are you aware of our young fnend a good fortime 

Perkins ‘Yes. Ah! WeU '-Would you 
Bald condition, now-non- 
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orders to execute it instantly, and deliver it over to her 
ladyship, after the wUl is settled, probate, and so forth * I 
presume there will be an arrangement about his father s 
debts Now what do you think of that ^ ’ 

‘ Thmk, sir, — think I ' cried Andiew, ooolong his head 
at him like an mdignant bird, ‘ I think he *b a damned 
3"oung idiot to do so, and you 're a confounded old rascal 
to help him ' 

Leaving Mr Perkms to digest his judgement, which he 
had sohcited, Andrew bounced back mto the shop. 


CHAPTER XLV 

IN WHICH THE SHOP BECOMES THE CENTRE OF ATTRACTION 

Under the first lustre of a Slay-mght, Evan was galloping 
over the moon-shadowed doivns toward BecMey At the 
ndge commanding the woods, the park, and the stream, 
his horse stopped, as if from habit, snorted, and puffed its 
sides, while he gazed steadily across the long lighted vale. 
Soon ho began to wind down the glarmg ohalk-track, and 
reached grass levels Here he broke into a round pace, 
till, gaming the first straggling cottages of the village, he 
knocked the head of his whip against the garden-gate of 
one, and a man came out, who saluted him, and held the 
rems. 

‘ Animal does work, su*,' said the man. 

Evan gave directions for it to be looked to, and went 
on to the doorway, where he was met by a young 
woman She uttered a respectful greetmg, and begged 
him to enter 

The door closed, he flung himself into a chair, and said : 
^ Well, Susan, how is the child * ' 
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* Oh { he 's always well, Harrington , he don't 
know the tnoks o' trouble yet/ 

^ Will Polly be here soon * ' 

* At a quarter after nine, she said, sir/ 

Evan bade her sit down. After examining her features 
quietly, he said ; 

‘ I 'm glad to see you here, Susan You don't regret 
that you followed my advice ? ' 

_ No, sir ; now it 's over, I don't Mother 's kind 
enough, and father doesn't mention anything She 's 
Orbed with bile — ^father 's out,' 

^ But what ? There 's something on your mmd/ 

‘ I shall cry, if I begin, Mr, Harrington ' 

* See how far you can get without ' 

^ Oh I sir, then,' said Susan, on a sharp rise of her 
bosom, ‘ it ain't my fault I wouldn't cause trouble to 
Mr. Harry, or any fnend of yours ; but, sir, father liave 
got hold of his letters to me, and he says, there 'a a promise 
in 'em — ^least, one of 'em , and it 's as good as law*, he says 
— he heard it in a pubhc-house , and he 's gone over <o 
Fall'field to a law-gentleman there ' Susan was com- 
pelled to give way to some sobs. * It am't for me father 
does it, SIT,' she pleaded. ' I tried to stop him, Itnmnng 
how it 'd vex you, Mr Harrmgton , but he 's heady about 
points, though a qmet man ordmary ; and he says ho don't 
expect — and I know now no gentleman 'd many such 
me — ^I am't such a stupid gaper at words as I u^^cd to bo , 
but father says it 's for the cliild's sake, and lie docs U to 
have him provided for Please, don't yo bo angrj’’ ujtli 
me, sir/ 

Susan's half-controlled spasms here got the bettor of 
her. 

While Evan was avaiting the return of her calmer 
senses, tho latch was lifted, and Polly apjicared 
• At it again ' ' was her sneering comment, nftora irhort 
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survey of her apron-soreened sister ; and then she bobhed 
to Evan. 

‘ It 'a whimper, whimper, and squeak, squeak, half their 
lives with some girls After that they go wondermg they 
can't see to thread a needle 1 The neighbours, I suppose. 
I should like to lift the top o£E some o' their houses. I 
hope I haven't kept you, sir ' 

‘ No, Polly,' said Evan , * but you must be chantable, 
or I shall think you want a lesson yourself. Mr Raikes 
tells me you want to see mo. What is it ^ You seem to 
be correspondents ' 

Polly rephed * Oh, no, Mr, Harrington : only acci- 
dental ones — when something particular's to be said. 
And he dances-hke on the paper, so that you can't help 
laughing Isn't he a very eccentno gentleman, sir * * 

‘ Very,' said Evan, * I 've no tune to lose, Polly.' 

‘Here, you must go,' the latter called to her sister 
* Now pack at once, Sue. Ho rout out, and do leave off 
thinking you 've got a candle at your eyes, for Goodness’ 
sake ^ ’ 

Susan was too well accustomed to Polly's usage to oom- 
plam. She murmured a gentle ‘ Good night, sir,' and 
retired Whereupon Polly exclaimed ' Bless her poor 
dear soft heart I It 's us hard ones that get on best m the 
world. I 'm treated better than her, Mr. Harrington, and 
I know I ain't worth half of her It goes mgh to make one 
rel^ouB, only to see how exactly like Sonpture is the way 
Beokley treats her, whose only sin is her bemg so soft as 
to heheve m a man 1 Oh, dear f Mr. Harrington ( I wish 
I had good news for you.' 

In spite of all his self-control, Evan breathed quickly 
and looked eagerly, 

* Speak it out, PoUy.’ 

‘ Oh, dear * I must, I suppose,' Polly answered, ‘ Mr. 
Laxley 's become a lord now, Mr, Harrington,' 
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Evan tasted in his soul the sweets of contrast. 

‘WeUr 

‘ And my Miss Rose— she— ' 

'What?' 

Moved by the keen hunger of his eyes, Polly hesitated. 
Her face betrayed a sudden change of mind. 

* Wants to see you, sir,' she said, resolutely. 

‘ To see me ^ ' 

Evan stood up, so pale that Polly was frightened. 

' Where is she ^ Where can I meet her ^ ' 

' Please don't take it so, Mr. Harrington.' 

Evan commanded her to tell him what her mistress had 
said. 

Now up to this point Polly had spoken truth. She was 
positive her mistress did want to see him. Polly, also, 
with a maiden's tender guile, desired to bring them to- 
gether for once, though it were for the last tune, and for no 
good on earth. She had been about to confide to him her 
young mistress's position toward Lord Laidey, when his 
sharp interrogation stopped her. Shrinking from ab- 
solute invention, she remarked that of course she could not 
exactly remember Miss Rose's words; which seemed 
indeed too much to expect of her. 

' She will see me to-night * ' said Evan. 

* I don't know about to-night,' Polly replied. 

* Gk> to her instantly Tell her I am ready. I will be 
at the West park-gates. This is why you wrote, PoUy ? 
Why did you lose time ^ Don't delay, my good girl . 

Come I ' « n 

Evan had opened the door. He would not allow Polly 

an instant for expostulation , but drew her out, saying. 

^ You will attend to the gates yourself. Or come and tell 
me the day, if she appoints another.' 

Polly made a final effort to escape from the pit she was 
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* Accept my conditions, sir, or afford mo satisfaction,* 
oned Laxley 

‘ You do me great honour, my lord , but I have told 
you I cannot/ said Evan, curbing his horse. 

At that moment Bose came among them Evan raised 
his hat, as did Laxley, Harry, a little behind the others, 
performed a labonous mock salute, and then ordered her 
back to the house A quick altercation ensued , the end 
being that Hany managed to give his sister the context of 
the previous conversation 

' Now go back, Bose,' said Laxiey, ‘ I have particular 
busmess with Mr. Harrington ' 

‘ I came to see hun,' said Rose, in a clear voice. 

Laxiey reddened angrily 

' Then tell him at once you want to be nd of him,* her 
brother called to her 

Rose looked at Evan. Could he not see that she had no 
word m her soul for him of that kind ^ Yes but love is 
not always to be touched to tenderness even at the sight of 
love, 

‘ Bose,' he said, * I hear from Lord Laxiey, that you 
fancy yourself not at hberty , and that you require me 
to disengage you ' 

He paused Lid he expect her to say there that she 
wished nothmg of the sort ^ Her stedfast eyes spoke as 
much but misery is wanton, and will pull all down to it. 
Even Harry was checked by his tone, and Laxiey sat 
silent The fact that something more than a tailor was 
speaking seemed to impress them 

' Smoe I have to say it, Rose, I hold you in no way 
bound to me. The presumption is forced upon me. May 
you have all the happmess I pray God to give you. 
Gentlemen, good night 1 ' 

He bowed and was gone How keenly she could have 
retorted on that false prayer for her happmess ^ Hey 
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Iimbn ^crc nprvolcs«», her tongue speechless. He had 
tlirown her off— (hero Mrns no barrier now between herself 
nti<i Fmlinflnd* Why did Porduiand speak to her with 
that m of gento authority, bidding her return to the 
hou«c ? Slie was incapable of seeing, what the young lord 
nruicly Ml, (hat he Iiad stooped voiy much in helping to 
bring about such a scene. Sho had no idea of having 
trifled u Uli him and her o™ heart, when she talked feebly 
of her bondage to another, as one who would be warmer to 
him ucpo sho free, Suiftly she compared the two that 
loved her, and shivered as if she had been tossed to the 
embrace of a block of ice. 

' You arc cold, Rose/ said Laxley, bending to lay his 
hand on lier shoulder. 

* Pray, never touch mo,' she answered, and walked on 
hastily to the house. 

Entering it, she remembered that Evan hod dwelt there. 

A sense of desolation came over her. She turned to Ferdi- 
nand remorsefully, saying: 'Dear Ferdinand I' and 
allowed herself to be touched and taken close to him, 
Wlien she reached her bed-room, she had time to reflect 
that he had kissed her on the lips, and then she fell 
down and shed such tears as had never been drawn from 

her before. . , -n i 

Next day she rose with an undivided mind, Belonging 
henceforth to Ferdinand, it was necessary that she 
invest him immediately with transcendent qualities, The 
absence of character m him rendered this easy. What 
had done for Evan, she did for him. But now, as if the 
Fates had been lying m watch to entrap her and oham her, 
that they might have her at their mercy, her dreams of 
Evan's high nature— hitherto dreams only—were to he 
realized. With the purposeless waywardness of her sex, 
Polly Wheedle, while dressing her young mistress, and 
thoughquiteaware that the parting had been spoken, must 
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needs relate lici sister’s story and Evan’s shore in it. 
Rose praised him like one for over aloof from him. Nay, 
she could secretly oongratulato herself on not being 
deceived. Upon that came a letter from Carohno : 

‘ Do not misjudge my brother. Ho knex7 Juliana’s love 
for liun and rejected it You uoU soon have proofs of hia 
dismterestedness Then do not forget that he works to 
support us all. I unto this with no hope save to make 
you just to him. That is the utmost ho will over antici- 
pate ' 

It gave no beatmg of the heart to Bose to hear good of 
Evan now but an mcreased serenity of confidence in the 
accuracy of her judgement of persons. 

The arrival of Lawyer Perkins supphed the key to 
Oarolmo’s communication. No one was less astonished 
than Bose at the news that Evan renounced the estate. 
She smiled at Harry's contrite stupefaction, and her 
father’s moapacity of behef m conduct so singular, caused 
her to lift her head and look down on her parent. 

‘ Shows he knows nothing of the world, poor young 
fellow ! ’ said Sir Pranks. 

' Nothing more clearly,’ observed Lady Jocelyn * I pre- 
sume I diall cease to he blamed for havmg had him here ^ ' 

‘ Upon my honour, he must have the soul of a gentle- 
man ^ ’ said the baronet. * There ’s nothing he can expect 
m return, you know ^ * 

‘ One would think, Papa, you had always been dealing 
uith tradesmen I ’ remarked Bose, to whom her father 
now accorded the treatment due to a sensible girl 

Laxley was present at the family consultation What 
was his opimon ? Bose manifested a sheht anxietv to 
hear it. 

* What those sort of fellows do never surprises me,’ he 
said, with a semi-yawn 



THE SHOP BECOMES AN AmAOTTON 657 

Rose felfc firo on her cheeks. 

* It 's only what the young man is bound to do/ said 
lire. Shorne. 

* His duty, aunt * I hope we may all do it T Rose 
interjected, 

' Championing him again * * 

Rose quietly turned her face, too sure of her cold appre- 
ciation of him to retort But yesterday night a word from 
him might have made her his , and here she sat advocat- 
ing the nobihty of Ms nature with the zeal of a hamster in 
full swing of practice, Remember, however, that a kiss 
separates them : and how many millions of leagues that 
counts for in love, m a pure girl's thought, I leave you to 
guess. 

Now, in what way was Evan to be thanked ^ how was 
he to be treated ? Sir Franks proposed to go down to 
him in person, accompanied by Hany. Lady Jocelyn 
acquiesced. But Rose said to her mother . 

‘ Will not you wound Ms sensitiveness by gomg to Mm 
there ? ’ 

"Possibly/ said her ladysMp. " Shall we write and ask 
him to come to us ? ' 

‘ No, Mama. Could we ask Mm to make a journey to 
receive our thanks ^ * 

" Not till we have sohd ones to offer, perhaps ' 

" He will not let us help Mm, Mama, unless we have all 
given liint our hands.' 

" Probably not. There 's always a fund of nonsense in 
those who are capable of great thmgs, I observe. It shall 
be a family expedition, if you like.' 

‘ What I ' exclaimed Mrs, Shome. " Ho you mean that 
you intend to allow Rose to make one of the party ? 
Franks t is that yowr idea ? ' 

Sir Franks looked at his wife. 

" What harm ^ ' Lady Jocelyn asked , for Bose's 
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abaenoe of oouboioub guile in appealing to her reason had 
subjugated that great faculty. 

* Simply a aenae of propriety, Emily/ said Mrs. Shorne, 
mth a glance at Ferdinand. 

‘You have no objection, I suppose T Lady Jocelyn 
addressed him. 

* Ferdinand will join us,' said Rose, 

'Thank you, Robb, I'd rather not,' ho replied 'I 
thought wo had done with the fellow for good last night,' 

* Last night ? ' quoth Lady Jocelyn, 

No one spoke. The interrogation was renewed. Was 
it Rose's swift instanot which directed her the shortest w ay 
to gain her point ? or that she was glad to announce that 
her degrading engagement was at an end ? She said . 
‘ Ferdmand and Mr. Harrington came to an undorstandmg 
last night, in my presence/ 

That, strange as it struck on their ears, appeared to bo 
qmte sufficient to all, albeit the necessity for it was not so 
very clear The carriage was ordered forthwith , Lady 
Jocelyn went to dress , Rose drew Ferdinand away into 
the garden. Then, with all her pow'ers, she entreated him 
to ]om her. 

' Thank you, Rose/ he said ; ' I have no taste for the 
genus ’ 

‘ For my sake, I beg it, Ferdinand,' 

* It 's really too much to ask of me, Rose.' 

‘ If you care for me, you will ' 

‘ Ton my honour, quite impossible 1 ' 

* You refuse, Ferdmand ? ' 

‘ My London tailor 'd find me out, and never forgive me ' 

This pleasantry stopped her soft looks. Why she 
^ Wished him to be with her, she could not have said For 
a thousand reasons which implies no distinct one : 
something prophetically pressing in her blood. 
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CHAPTER XLVI 

A LOVEES' PAETma 

Now, to suppose oneself the fashioner of such a chain of 
events as this which brought the whole of the Harrington 
family in tender umiy together once more, would have 
elated an ordinary mmd. But to the Countess de jSaldar, 
it was simply an occasion for reflecting that she had mis* 
understood — and could most smcerely forgive-Provi- 
deuce. She admitted to herself that it was not entirely 
her work ; for she never would have had their place of 
meeting to be the Shop. Seeing, however, that her end 
was gained, she was entitled to the credit of it, and could 
pardon the means adopted. Her brother lord of Becklc}* 
Court, and all of them assembled in the old 193, Main 
Str6Bt, LymportI What matter for proud humility! 
Providence had answered her numerous petitions, but m 
its own way. Stipulating that she must swallow this pill, 
Providence consented to serve her She swallowed it \ntli 
her wonted courage. In half an hour subsequent to her 
arrival at Lymport, she laid siege to the heart of Old 
Tom Cogglesby, whom she found installed in the parlour, 
comfortably sipping at a tumbler of nim-and-uater. 
Old Tom was astonished to meet such an agreeable 
unpretentious woman, who talked of tailors and lords 
with equal ease, appeared to comprehend a man’s habits 
instinctively, and could amuse him u hile she ministered 
to them, 

' Can you cook, ma'am ’ ' asked Old Tom. 

* All but that,' said the Countes'?, with a smile of sueet 
meamng, 

‘ Ha I then you uon't suit mo as ucll a<i your mother,* 
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‘ Take care you do not o\cito my emulation/ bho ro* 
turned, graciously, albeit disgusted at bis tone. 

To Hamet, Old Tom had merely nodded There ho sat, 
m the arm-chair, suclung the hquor, uith llio ghmpso of n 
sour chuoklo on his checks Nou and (hen, dunng the 
evemng, he nibbed Ins hands sharply, but spoke little 
The unbending Hainot did not conceal her disdain of Iiira 
When he ventured to allude to the bnnkiuptcy, she cut 
him short. 

* Pray, excuse me — am unacquainted Mith affairs of 
husmess — cannot oven understand m3’ husband ' 

* Lord bless my soul ^ " Old Tom oxolaimod, roUmg his 
eyes 

Caroline had informed her sisters up-stairs that their 
mother was ignorant of Evan's change of fortune, and that 
Evan desired her to contmuo so for the present Carolmc 
appeared to be pamed by the subject, and was glad wlicn 
Louisa sounded his in3^tcnous behaviour by saying : 
‘Evan has a native love of concealment — ho must bo 
humoured ' 

At the supper, Jklr. Raikes made his bow Ho was 
modest and reserved It was laiown that this young 
gentleman acted as shopman there. With a tenderness 
for his position worthy of all respect, the Countess spared 
his feelings by totally ignoiing his presence , whereat he, 
unaccustomed to such great-minded treatment, retired to 
bed, a hater of his land. Hamet and Carolmo wont next 
The Countess said she would wait up for Evan, but hear- 
ing that his hours of return were about the chimes of 
matins, she cned exultmgly * Barlmg Papa all over ^ ' 
and departed likewise Sirs Mel, when she had mixed 
Old Tom's third glass, wished the brothers good night, and 
they were left to exchange what sentunonts they thought 
proper for the occasion The Countess had certainly dis- 
appomted Old Tom's farce, m a measure ; and he expressed 
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Iiimself puzzlod by her * You ain^t the only one/ said his 
brother^ Andrew, Avith some effort, held his tongue 
conceming the news of Evan—his fortune and his folly, 
till he could talk to the youth in person. 

^ took their seats at the early breakfast next morning. 
Has Evan not come home yet ? * was ihe Countess's 
first question. 

Mrs. Mel replied, ‘ No.' 

* Do you know where he has gone, dear Mama * ' 

‘ He chooses his own way ' 

' And you fear that it leads somewhere « ' added the 
Countess. 

* I fear that it leads to knocking up the horse he ndes,' 

* The horse, Mama 1 He is out on a horse all night ^ 
But don't you see, dear old pet ^ his morals, at least, are 
safe on horseback.' 

' The horse has to be paid for, Louisa,' said her mother, 
sternly , and then, for she had a lesson to read to the 
guests of her son, ' Ready money doesn't come by joking* 
What win the creditors think ? If he mtends to be honest 
in earnest, he must give up four-feet mouths.' 

‘ Four^Ti-feet, ma'am, you mean,' said Old Tom, 
counting the heads at table. 

‘ Bravo, Mama ^ ' cned the Countess, and as she was 
sitting near her mother, she must show how prettily she 
kissed, by pouting out her playful bps to her parent, 

* Do be economical always ! And mind i for the sake of 
the wretched animals, I will intercede for you to be his 
injector of stables.’ 

This, with a glance of intelligence at her sisters. 

* W^, Mr, Raikes,' said Andrew, ' you keep good hours, 
at all events — eh * 

* Up with the lark,' said Old Tom. ‘ Ha * 'fraid he 
won’t be so early when he gets rid of his present habits — 
eh?' 


2n 
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* Neo dierum numoruni,«t no^,hc(l noct5\im comp\tlant ^ 
said Mr Eaikcs, and both tlio brolbcn^ fttnffi d IiVj* 
that have put thoir nosoa to a hot coal, and the 

■who ■was less insensible to tlic aristocracy of tlio cl<»Ad 
languages than arc ■women genernn^\, gave him tlip 
recognition that is occasionalhv afforded the family tutor. 

About tho hour of ten Evan arrived He mibjcrted 
to the hottest embrace ho had over yet received from hi^ 
sister Louisa 

* Darlmg ! * she called him before them all. * Oh 1 hon 
I suffer for tins ignominy I see jou compelled for a 
moment to endure But it is hut for n moment Tlioy 
must vacate , and you snll soon be out of this horrid 
hole' 

‘ Where he just said he was glad to give us a ■welcome/ 
muttered old Tom. 

Evan heaid him, and laughed The Countess laughed 
too. 

* No, we will not be impatient Wo arc poor in<?ignifi- 
cant people I ^ she said , and tummg to her mother, 
added ‘ And yet I doubt not you think the smallest of 
our landed gentry equal to great continental seigneurs, I 
do not say ^he contrary.* 

You Will fill Evan's head with nonsense till you make 
him knock up a horse a week, and never go to his natural 
bed,* said Mrs Mel, angrily. ‘ Look at him 1 Is a face 
like that fit for business 1 ' 

‘ Certainly, certainly not ! ' said tho Countess. 

' Well, Mother, the horse is dismissed, -^you won't havo 
to complain any more/ said Evan, touching her hand. 
Another history commences from to-day * 

Countess watched him admiringly Such powers of 
acting she could not have ascribed to him 

Another history, mdeed I ' she said. * By the way, 
van, love ^ was it out of Glamorgonalnre— were wo 
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Tudors, nccordjng to Papa ? or only Powys clueftains ^ 
If of no moment, but it helps one in conversation/ 

* Not Jmlf so much as good ale, though I ' was Old Tom's 
comment » 

The Countess did not porceivo its fitness, till Evan burst 
into n laugh, and then she said : 

' Oil ! Avo shall never be ashamed of the Breweiy. Do 
not fear that, Jlr. Cogglesby/ 

Old Tom saAv Ins farce reviving, and encouraged the 
Countess to patronize him* She did so to an extent that 
called on her Mrs. MeTs reprobation, which was so cutting 
and pertment, that Harriet Avas compelled to defend her 
bister, remarking that perhaps her mother would soon 
learn that Louisa was justified in not permitting herself 
and family to bo classed too low. At this Andrew, coming 
from a private interview Avith Evan, threw up his hands 
and eyes as one who foretold astonishment but counselled 
humility. What Avith the effort of those who knew a 
httlo to imply a great deal , of those who knew all to 
betray nothing ; and of those who were kept m ignorance 
to strain a fact out of the conflicting mnuendos the general 
mystification waxed apace, and was at its height, when a 
name struck on Evan's ear that went through his blood 
like a touch of the torpedo. 

He had been called into the parlour to assist at a 
consultation over the Brewery affairs, Raakes opened 
the door, and announced, * Sir Pranks and Lady Jocelyn 
Them ho could meet, though it was hard for his pnde to 
pardon their visit to him there. But when his eyes 
discerned Rose behind them, the passions of his lower 
nature stood up armed. What could she have come for 
but to humiliate, or play Anth him ® 

A very few words enabled the Countess to guess the 
cause for this visit. Of course, it was to beg time ' But 
they thanked Evan. Eor something generous, no doubt. 
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Sir Franks took him aside, and returning remarked to 
his Tvife that she perhaps would have greater influence 
Tvith him. All this while Rose sat talldng to Mrs. Andrew 
CJogglesby, Mrs Stnke, and Evan’s mother. She saw 
by his face the offence she had comnutted, and acted on 
by one of her impulses, said * Mama, I think if I were 

to speak to Mr. Harrington * 

Ere her mother could make hght of the suggestion, Old 
Tom had jumped up, and bowed out his arm, 

‘ Allow me to conduct ye to the drawing-room, up- 
stairs, young lady. He T1 follow, safe enough 1 ’ 

Rose had not stipulated for that. Nevertheless, seeing 
no cloud on her mother’s face, or her father’s, she gave 
Old Tom her hand, and awaited a movement from Evan 
It was too late to object to it on either side. Old Tom 
had caught the tide at the right instant Much as if a 
grim old geme had planted them together, the lovers 
found themselves alone. 

‘ Evan, you forgive me ? ’ she began, looking up at him 
timidly, 

'With all my heart. Rose,' he answered, with great 
cheerfulness. 

'No I know yoiu: heart better Oh, Evan* you 
must be sure that we respect you too much to wound you. 
We came to thank you for your generosity. Do you 
refuse to accept anything from us * How can we teke 
this that you thrust on us, unless in some way — ’ 

'Say no more,’ he interposed. 'You see me here. 
You ^ow me as I am, now,' 

' Yes, yes the tears stood m her eyes ' Why did I 
come, you would ask ^ That is what you cannot forgive 1 
I see now how usdesa it was. Evan ' why did you betray 
me«’ 

' Betray you, Rose ® ’ 

‘ You said that you loved me once,' 
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She was weeping, and all his spirit melted, and his love 
cried out • ‘I said till death,” and till death it will be 
Rose/ 

‘ Then why, why did you betray me, Evan « I know 
it all But if you blackened yourself to me, was it not 
because you loved something better than me * And 
now you think me false * Which of us two has been 
false * It 's silly to talk of these things now— too late ! 
But be just I wish that we may be fnends, Can we, 
unless you bend a httle * ' 

The tears streamed down her cheeks, and m her lovely 
humility he saw the baseness of that pnde of his which 
had hitherto held him up 

‘ Now that you are in this house where I was bom and 
am to live, can you regret what has come between us, 
Rose ^ ^ 

Her lips quivered in pain. 

‘Can I do anythmg else hut regret it all my life, 
Evan ^ ' 

How was it possible for him to keep his strength * 

‘ Rose I " he spoke with a passion that made her shnnk, 

‘ are you bound to this man ^ ^ and to the drooping of her 
eyes, ‘ No. Impossible, for you do not love him. Break 
it Break the engagement you cannot fulfil Break it 
and belong to me It sounds ill for me to say that in such 
a place. But Rose, I will leave it. I will accept any 
assistance that your father — ^that any man will give me 
Beloved — ^noblo girl > I see my falseness to you, though 
I httle thought it at the time — ^fool that I was * Be my 
help, my guide — as the soul of my body ^ Be mme ^ ^ 

‘ Oh, Evan I * she clasped her hands in terror at the 
change in him, that was hurrying her she knew not 
whither, and trembling, held them supplicatmgly. 

‘ Yes, Rose . you have taught me what love can bo 
You cannot many that man/ 

2n2 
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* But, my honour, Evan I No I do not lovo him ; 
for I can love but one He has my pledge. Gan I 
break it * * 

The stress on the question choked him, just as his heart 
sprang to her 

' Can you face the world with me, Rose ^ ’ 

‘ Oh, Evan > is there an escape for mo ^ Think * 
Decide ! No — ^no I there is not My mother, I know, 
looks on it so Why did she trust me to be with you 
here, but that she thinks me engaged to him, and has 
such faith m me * Oh, help me ^ — ^be my guide Think 
whether you would trust mo hereafter 1 I should despise 

* Not if you marry him I ' said Evan, bitterly. And 
Hien thinking as men will think when they look on the 
figure of a fair girl marching serenely to a saonfice, the 
horrors of which they insist that she ought to know — 
half-hatmg her for her calmness — adoring her for her 
innocence he said * It rests with you, Rose The 
world wiH approve you, and if your conscience does, why 
— farewell, and may heaven he your help ’ 

She murmured, * Farewell ’ 

Did she expect more to he said by him ^ What did she 
want or hope for now ^ And yet a light of hunger grew 
in her eyes, bnghter and bnghter, as it were on a wave of 
yearning 

‘ Take my hand once,' she faltered 

Her hand and her whole shape he took, and she with 
closed eyes let him strum her to his breast 

Their swoon was broken by the openmg of the door, 
where Old Tom Cogglesby and Lady Jocelyn appeared. 

* 'Gad * he seems to have got his recompense — eh, my 
lady ^ ' cried Old Tom 

However satisfactorily they might have explained the 
case, it certainly did seem so. 
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Lady Jocelyn looked not absolutely displeased. Old 
Tom was chuckling at her elbow. The two principal 
actors remained dumb, 

‘ 1 suppose, if we leave young people to settle a thing, 
this is how they do it/ her ladyship remarked, 

' 'Gad, and they do it well * ’ cried Old Tom. 

Rose, ulth a deep blush on her cheeks, stepped from 
Evan to her mother. Not in efirontery, but earnestly, 
and as the only way of escaping from the position, she 
said : ‘ I have succeeded, Mama, He will take what I 
offer.' 

* And what 's that, now ^ ' Old Tom inquired. 

Rose turned to Evan. He bent and kissed her hand. 

‘ Call it “ recompense " for the nonce/ said Lady 
Jocelyn. * Do you still hold to your original proposition, 
Tom ^ ’ 

^ Every penny, my lady. I like the young fellow, 
and she 's a jolly bttle lass — ^if she means it . — she 's a 
woman,' 

'True,' said Lady Jocelyn 'Considermg that fact, 
you will oblige me by keeping the matter qmet,' 

' Does she want to try whether the tailor 's a gentleman 
still, my lady — eh * ' 

* No. I fancy she will have to see whether a certain 
nobleman may be one ' 

The Countes now joined them. Sir Franks had in- 
formed her of her brother's last fine performance. After 
a short, uneasy pause, she said, glancing at Evan — 

' You know his romantic nature. I can assure you he 
was sincere , and even if you could not accept, at least — * 

‘ But we have accepted, Countess,' said Bose. 

' The estate ^ ' 

* The estate, Countess And what is more, to increase 
the effect of his generosity, he has consented to take a 
recompense.' 
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‘ Indeed > ' oxolaimed the Countess, directing a stony 
look at her brother ‘May I presume to ask what 
recompense ^ ' 

Rose shook her head. ‘ Such a very poor one, 
Countess ^ He has no idea of relative value,’ 

Tho Coimtess's great mmd was just then running hot 
on estates, and thousands, or she would not have played 
goose to them, you may bo sure She behoved that Evan 
had been wheedled by Rose into the acceptance of a 
small sum of money, m return for Ins egregious gift* 
With an internal groan, the outward aspect of which she 
had vast difficulty m masking, she said • ‘ You are right 
— ^he has no head Easily cajoled 1 ’ 

Old Tom sat down m a chair, and laughed outright 
Lady Jocelyn, m pity for the poor lady, who always 
amused her, thought it time to put an end to the scene. 

‘ I hope your brother will come to us m about a week,’ 
she said ‘ May I ejqpeot the favour of your company as 
well « ’ 

The Countess felt her dignify to he far superior as she 
responded ‘Lady Jocelyn, when next I enjoy the 
gratification of a visit to your hospitable mansion, I must 
know that I am not at a disadvantage 1 cannot consent 
to be twice pulled down to my brother’s level.’ 

Evan’s heart was too full of its dm young happiness 
to speak, or care for words The cold elegance of the 
Countess’s curtsey to Lady Jocelyn her ladyship’s 
kmdly pressure of his hand Rose’s stedfast look into 
his eyes Old Tom’s smothered exclamation that he was 
not such a fool as he seemed all passed dream-hke, and 
when he was left to the fury of the Countess, he did not 
ask her to spare him, nor did he defend himself. She 
bade adieu to him and their mutual relationship that 
very day. But her star had not forsaken her yet. 
Chanomg to peep into the shop, to intrust a oonmussion 
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to Mr, John Baikes, who was there doing penanoe for his 
career as a gentleman, she heard Old Tom and Andrew 
laughing, utterly unlike bankrupts. 

‘ Who ^d have thought the women such fools I and the 
Countess, too ^ ' 

This was Andrew’s voice. He chuckled as one emanci- 
pated. The Countess had a short interview with him 
(before she took her departure to jom her husband, under 
the roof of the Honourable Herbert Duffian), and Andrew 
chuckled no more. 


CHAPTER XLVn 

A YBAB LATHE, THE COnOTBSS DB SALDAR DE SAECOBVO 
TO HBB SISTBE OABOLIKE 

* Borne. ’ 

' Let the post-mark be my reply to your letter received 
through the Consulate, and most courteously dchvored 
with the Consul’s compliments. Wo shall yet have an 
ambassador at Rome — ^mark your Louisa’s words. Yea, 
dearest 1 I am here, body and spirit I I have at last 
found a haven, a refuge, and let those who condemn mo 
compare the peace of thoir spirits with mine. You think 
that you have quite conquered tho dreadfulness of our 
origin. My love, I smilo at you I I knov? it to be im- 
possible for the Protestant heresy to offer a sbade of 
consolation. Earthly-bom, it rather encourages earthly 
distinctions It is the sweet sovereign Pontiff alone who 
gathers aU in his arms, not excepting tailors. Hero, if 
they could know it, is thoir blessed comfort * 

* Thank Harriot for her message. She need ray nothing. 
By refusing mo her hospitality, when she must have 
knoum that tho house was as free of creditors ns any 
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foreigner under the rank of Count in of pho dmt 
mo to Mr DufTian. Oh ^ how I icjoico at her oxcerding 
unkindness I How uamil} I forgive her (lio unM«<trrly 
— to say the least — vindictivcncs*- of her unnccouniablo 
conduct ! Her sufferings unll one day be tcmblo. Good 
little Andrew supphes her place to me Why do you re- 
fuse Ills easily affoidod bount}’ ? No one need Know of 
it I tell j'ou candidly, I lake double, and <hc pmall good 
punch of a body is only too delighted But then, / con 
bo discreet. 

‘ Oh ! the genllomanlinoss of the^e mfinilolj maligned 
Jesuits I They remind mo immcnsch of Sir Clmrlcs 
Grandison, and tliosc frontispiece pictures to tlio no\oh 
ue read when giils — I moan m mannera and the ideas 
they impose— not m dress or length of leg. of course. 
The same inning softness , the same irresisiiblo ascend- 
ancy over the female mind ' They rotjuiro virtue for 
two, I assure you, and bo I told Silva, uho laughed. 

* But the charms of confession, my dear ! I w ill talk of 
Evan first. I have totally forgiven him. Attach6 to 
the Naples embassy, sounds tol-lol. In such a position 
I can rejoice to see Inm, for it permits mo to ackiioudedgo 
him I am not sure that, spriUmllt/, Rose wiH bo his 
most fitting helpmate Houover, it is done, and I did it, 
and there is no more to be said. The behaviour of Lord 
Laxley m refusmg to surrender a young lady ulio declared 
that her heart was uith anotlier, exceeds all I could havo 
supposed. One of the noble peers among his ancestors 
must havo been a pig! Ohl the Roman nobility! 
Grace, refinement, intnguo, perfect comprehension of 
your ideas, wishes— the meanest trifles I Here you have 
everj" worldly charm, and all croumed by Religion! 
This IS my true delight. I feel at last that whatsoever 
I do, I cannot go far vTong uhilo I am mtlun hod of 
my gentle pnest, I never could feel so before. 



A LETTER OF THE COUNTESS 671 

* Tlio idea of jVIt. Parsley proposing for the beautiful 
T\ndow Strike! It was indecent to do so so soon- 
widowed under such circumstances 1 But I dare say he 
was ns disuiterested as a Protestant curate ever can be. 
Beauty is a good dowiy to bring a poor, lean, worldly 
• curate of your Church, and he knows that Your bishops 
and arches are quite susceptible to beautiful petitioners, 

^ and wc know lim how your livings and benefices are 
dispensed. What do you intend to do ^ Come to me ; 
come to the bosom of the old and the only true Church, 

I and I engage to marry you to a Roman pnnoe the very 
next morning or two. That is, if you have no ideas 
about prosecutmg a certain enterprise which I should not 
abandon. In that case, stay. As Duchess of B , Mr. 
Duffian says you would be cordially welcome to his 
Holiness, who Tmy see women. That absurd report is 
all nonsense. We do not Mss Ms toe, certainly, but we 
have privileges equally enviable. Herbert is all charm. 

I confess he is a little wearisome with his old rums, and 
his Dante, the poet. He is quite of my opinion, that 
Evan will never wash out the trade stain on bun until 
he comes over to the Church of Rome. I adjure you, 
Carolme, to lay this clearly before our dear brother. In 
fact, while he contmues a Protestant, to ms he is a ia%lor. 
But here Rose is the impediment, I know her to be just 
one of those little dogged minds that are incapable of 
receiving new impressions. Was it not evident m the 
way she stuck to Evan after I had once brought them 
together ? I am not at all astonished that Mr. Raikes 
should have married her maid. It is a case of natural 
selection. But it is amusing to think of him carrying 
on the old busmess in 193, and with credit f I suppose his 
parents are to be pitied , but what better is the creature 
fit for 2 Mama displeases me m consenting to act as 
housekeeper to old Grumpus, I do not object to the fact, 
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for it is prosp&cittve , but sbe should have iuBisted on 
another place of resort than Eallowfield, I do not agree 
\nth you m thinfcmg her right in refusing a second 
mamage, Her age does not shelter her from scandal in 
your Protestant communities. 

‘ I am every day expecting Hany Jocelyn to turn up# 
He was nghtly sent away, for to think of the folly Evan 
put into his empty head 1 No , he shah have another 
wife, and Protestantism shall be his forsaken mistress ! i 

‘ See how your Louy has given up the world and its 
vamties * You expected me to creep up to you contnte 
and whimpermg ^ On the contrary, I never felt prouder. 
And 1 am not going to live a lazy life, I can assure you. 
The Church hath need of me i If only for the peace it 
hath given me on one point, I am eterDaUy bound to 
serve it. 

‘ Posteoript . I am persuaded of this , that it is utterly 
impossible for a man to be a irue ffenHetmn who is not of 
the true Church. What it is I cannot say , but it is as 
a convert that I appreciate my husband. Love is made 
to me, dear, for Gathohos are human. The other day it 
was a question whether a lady or a gentleman should be 
compromised It required the grossest fib The gentle- 
man did not hesitate. And why 1 His pnest was handy. 
Fancy Lord Laxley in such a case. I shudder. This 
shows that your rehgion precludes any possibihty of the 
being the real gentleman, and whatever Evan may think 
of himself, or Rose think of him, I bum the thing/ 




